A PLEADER TO THE NEEDER WHEN A READER; 
*. — 

AS all, my friend, through wily knaves, full often suffer wrongs, 

Forget not, pray, when it you've read, to whom this book belongs. 

Than one Charles Clark, of Totham Hall, none to't a right hath better, 

A wight, that same, more read than some in the lore of old Bacx- letter. 

And as C. C. in Essex dwells—a shire at which all laugh 

His books must, sure, less fit seem drest, if they're not bound in ealf7 

Care take, my friend, this book you ne'er with grease or dirt besmeax itz. 

While none but. awkward puppies will continue to dog's-ear” it! | 

And o'er my books when book-worms grub, I'd have them understand 

No marks the margins must de-face from any busy hand”? 

Marks, as re-marks, in books of Clark's, when e'er some exitie spy leaves 

It always him so wasp-ish makes, though they're but on the fy-leaves! 

Yes, if so they're used, he'd not de-fer to deal a fate most meet 

He'd have the soiler of his guires do penance in a set? 

The Ettrick Hogg—ne'er deem'd a bore—his candid mind revealing 

Declares, to beg a copy” now's a mere pre-tezt for stealingf a 

So, as some knave to grant the loan of this my book may wish me, 

I thus my book- plate here Uibplay, lest some such fry” shoulddisk met 

—But hold, —though J again declare wir E- holding I'll not brook, | 

And a sea of trouble“ still shall take to bring book-worms to 
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W E have had within theſe few Years ſo many Celle gen ef Fagan 
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* Scots Songs, that to attempt a new one would ue been almoſt ing: 
L cuſable, if the Collector had not indeed been able to execute hn Fahey 
with ſeveral Advantages. To evince that he has done fo, he only dene 
the following Ar, would be impartially conſidered. OO 
Firſt the great Number of Songs he has put togethet, all-within the Obit 1 
of a portable Pocket Volume: No leſs than thirteen hundred aum eg 
among which all that are valuable in the Lark, Nightingale, en ung Merry E 
Companion are comprized. And tho' he has omited à few that were m there ns 
it was becauſe they were grown quite into Diſuſe, and far from being eq K 2 
Hood with thoſe he has choſen: He has beſides ſufficiently a for ſuen 
Omiſſions by the new Songs he has added, ſeveral of which were, never bebte 
in any Collection. i "DOIN 
If the Melody it contained made the Title of Lari, Nightingale, or other 2 
favourite ſinging Bird, proper to former Books of this Na that er Avian 
or general Receptacle of whatever is moſt Melodious, 15 Ce ly here exceedingly 2 
pertinent. Upon this Title therefore he was adviſe K.. "= 
He is not the firſt, indeed, that has undertaken to prove upon he 
tions formerly publiſhed, The Collecter of the Merry Companion, cont ? 
5os Songs only, pretends to have done a great deal by ranging his Choxteangers 
| four diſtinſt Heads, whereas in the Lark, Syren, and Niphtingals there 15no 2 
Method. But thote who have logk'd into that Collection, uf ß 3 
me, that among the Scots Songs . ſeveral purely7ß ee | 
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i " oy 28 2 : 
of Lows, and for the Bottle, are often ſo blended together, that he might as well 
han them all by the Name he has laſt choſen, * upon Songs. 


ee Reader of the Aviazy will ſeldom meet with Titles to the reſpective 
except when a few Words of ſome other Song are requiſite, to ſhew what 
= Tune that before him ſhould be ſung to: For to what Purpoſe is it gravely to 
declare, that the firſt Line of the Song you are going to read is ſo and ſo (Would 
. you tafte the Noontide Air? for Inſtance ) when that firſt Line is immediately un- 
"der the Eye? And yet of this Kind are moſt of the Titles in all the Collections 
_hefore publiſhed. | | 9 | 
© "= But the greateſt Service the Collector of the Aviaxx pretends to have done, 


” "To.give Examples is entirely needleſs, when the judicious Reader, who ſhall 
pleaſe to compare this with any other Collection, will find in almoſt every Page 


| plied, after the Error had been blindly tranſcribed by one Copier from another, 
Aud continued thro” repeated Editions. * 


N 


E principal Views having been to bring as much as poſſible into as little Compaſs. 
: Snoring is Page ſo as to contain two Columus, he has brought the Quantity 

-* of us ordinary Pages into one; and by placing the Songs themſelves in Alpbabe- 
E _ zical Order, he has rendered an Index, which in this Collection would have 
© "twelled to ſome Sheets, entirely uſeleſs. By this Method you find at once what 
Von want; whereas by the other, you muſt have recourſe firſt to the Index, and 
then to the Page; fo that here is the Advantage of _ Time as well as Paper. 
b Wich regard to the Cheapne/3 of this Bgok, a main Conſideration with moft 
be is ſure that nothing before was 2 like it, ſo he is confident 
= ne ne an. that Account. | 
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isin the almoſt innumerable Correction, he has made throughout this Volume. 
” the Senſe, the Rhine, or the Numbers reſtored; and ſometimes aubelr Lines ſup- 


to the Method he has taken, he cannot but think it the beſt ; one of his 
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| I 8 0 N 6 78 65 Deb is Slat. _ 


A EX I $ ſhun'd his low Swain, The Shepherd raed his erte, Aa I 


Thr ry an * r And will you pardon me, he ſaid; z 
Heav'n guard us all from © EH __- WhileT tha cruel Truth 1 
He loft his Crook, he left his Flvcks, Which nothing from my * . 
And wand' ring thro”the lonely Nocke, Which never ſhould offend y 
He nouriſh'd endleſs Wo-]ñ9X . But that you bid me tell?” Ft | 
The Ny mphs and Shepherds round kim ame, 'Tis thus I rove; 'tis thus 5 32 —_ 
His Grief ſome a others blame _ © Since you appear d upon the Fin, Dr 
| The fatal Cauſe Ali kindly ſoeäk; 5 You ate the Cauſe gf all my 8 Y ps 4 
He mingl'd his Concern with theirs, Four Eyes ten Thou _ 
He gave them Hack their frietidly Tears} © Ten thouſa F a, 
He ſigh d, but could not ſpeaec. l I love, 1 
anda came among the ret, Too much, 3 n 33 
2 ſhe too Ned Congern enpreft, 'Tis what 1 thought, "tis What f fears 4 


And aſk'd the Reaſon dt his Woody And yet I pardon you, ſhe ee 
She aſk'd, but. wich an Air and Men, But you ſhall promiſe ne er Aram W 
That made it eaſily foreſeen, 16s +, To breathe your Vows, or peak r Pains | 

She fear*d too much to Kno. Hebow'd, obey'd, and ah e e 
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$ONG 2. 
LL inthe Downs the Fleet was moor'd, 
* The Streamers waving in the Wind, 
When black ey d Suſan came on board, 
O where ſhall I my true Love find ! 
Tell me, ye jovial Sailors, tell me true, 
I my feet William ſails among the Crew ? 


William, who high upon the Yard; 
Rock d with the Billows to and fro, 
} | . as her well known Voice he heard, 
=_— -- He figh'd, and caſt his Eyes below : 
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And quick as Lightning on the 
So tte ſweet Lark, high- pois'd in Air, 
=  - - Shuts cloſe his Pinions to his Breaſt, 
= {I chance his Mate's ſhrill Voice he hear) 
And drops at once into her Neſt: _. 
© The nobleſt Captain in the Britiſh Fleet 
F  Mightenvy William” rn Nammerwroct. 
DOD © Sufany Sufan, lovely Dear 
My Vows ſhall ever true remain; 
Let me wipe off that falling Tear, + 
We only part to meet again; 


The faithful Compaſs that ſtill points to thee. 


Believe not what the Landmen ſay, 
Who temp 


Thays 1 fol „Sailors, when away, 


The AVIA RT. 


Tho' Battle calls me from thy Arms, 


The Cord flies ſwiftly thro' his glowing Hands, Tho Cannons roar, yet iafe from Harms 


k he ſtands. 


; Change as ye lift, ye Winds, my Heartthall be 


with Doubts thy conſtant Mind: 


= 2 N - * 0 
- . 
* - « 
n * 


In ev'ry Port a Miſtrefs and: 
Yes, yes, believe them, when they tell 45 0 
For thou art preſent where ſoe er 1 bo. 5-4 


If tofair India” s Coaſt we fail, CONN 
Thine Eyes are ſeen in D'monds * 3 
Thy Breath is Afﬀric's ſpicy Gale, 
Thy Skin is Ivory ſo White: 
Thus ed' ry beauteous Object that I ue 
Wakes in my Soul ſome Charm of lovely Sue, 


Let not my pretty Suſan mourn; 


William ſhall to his Dear return. 
Love turns aſide the Balls that roun _ fly, 
Leſt preciousTears ſhould fall from $ Eye. 


The Boatſwain gave the dreadful Word, 

The Sails their ſwelling Boſoms ſpreaf ; ; 
No longer muſt ſhe ſtay on board : 

They kiſ'd, ſhe gh” d, he hung his Head. 
Her leſs'ning Boat unwilling rows to Land, 
Adieu ſhe cry'd, and wav'd her Lily Hand, 5 


SONG 3. Power of Love. 


AT Dead of Night, when wrapt in a 
The-peaceful Cottage lay; | 
Paſtora left her folded Sheep, 
Her Garland, Crook, and uſeleſs Scrip 3 * 
Love led the Nymph aſtray. 
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Looſe and undreſt, ſhe takes her Flight, 
To a near Myrtle Shade; 
The conſcious Moon gave all her Light, 
To bleſs her raviſh'd Lover's Sight, 
And guide the lovely Maid, 
His eager Arms the Nymph embrace, 
And to aſſuage his Pain, 
His reftleſs Paſſion he obeys: . 
At ſuch an Hour, in ſuch a Place, 
What Lover could contain ? 


In vain ſhe call'd the conſcious Moon, 
The Moon no ſuccour gave; 

The crue! Stars, unmov'd, look on, 

And ſeem'd to ſmile at what was done, 
Nor wou id her Honour fave. 


Vanquiſh'd at laſt by pow'rful Love, 
The Nymph * lay; 

No more the ſigh'd, no more ſhe ſtrove, 

Since no kind Stars were found above, 
She bluſh'd, and dy*'d away. 

Yet bleſt the Grove, her conſcious Flight, 

And Youth that did betray ; * 

And panting, dying, with Delight, 

She bleſt the kind tranſporting Night, 

And curs'd approaching Day. 


1 SONG 4. 
A* ! Chloris, 'tis time to diſarm your bright 


— f 


And lay by thoſe terrible Glances; (Eyes, 


The Av I A RT. 


_ Kind Things he ſaid, which ſhe repai-” . 


2 N _ * 
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MT 
We live in an Age that's more civũ and wife,” - 
Than to follow the Rules of Romances. 
When once your round Bubies begin but to pout. fp | 
They'll allow you no long Time of Courting. . 3 
And you'll find it a very hard Taſk to hotd'oue” — — 4 
For all Maidens are Mortal at Fourteen 


SONG F;. Of all the Girls. 


As Damon late with Chlos füt. 
They talk'd of am'rous Bliſſes ; 


- > 
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In pleaſing Smiles and Kiſſes. * 


12 


With tuneful Tongue, of Love he ſung ; 
She thank d him for his Ditti /: ; 
But ſaid, one Day ſhe heard him ſa yr, 
The Flute was mighty pretty, x. 
Young Damon, who her Meaning knew, _ * 3 
Took out his Pipe to charm heerrk A. 
Ard while he ſtrove in wanton Love, "10 3 "= 
And ſprightly Aim, to warm herr, 
She begg*dthe Swain, to play one Strain © - .- 
In all the ſofteſt Meaſure, . | 
Whoſe killing Sound will ſweetly wound, 
And make her die with Pleaſure. 725 
Eager to do't, he take; the Flute, 


4 4 
| 4 7 


And ev'ry Accent traces © od 4 
Love trickling thioꝰ his Fingers flew, _ | - << 
And whiſper'd melting Graces > | 
W.& 4 


. 


4 The 

He d his Part with wond”rous * 
Expecting Praiſes after; 

But ſhe inſtead of falling dead, 

5. . 

nl the Hint, as Chloe meant, 

ws 3 My Dear, be eaſy; | 

Ihavea Flute, which, tho* tis mute, 

May play a Tune to pleaſe ye. 


Then down he laid the charming Maid, 
He found her kind and willing: 


Was filent, yet twas killing. 


Fair Chloe ſoon approv*d the Tune, 
And vow'd he play'd divinely ; 0 
Let's have it o'er, ſaid ſhe, once moge, 
It goesexceeding finely : 
The Flute is good that's made of Wood, 
And is, I own, the neateſt; 
Ver ne ertheleſs I muſt confefs, 
The filent Flute s the ſweeteſt. 


SONG 6. 
H! ſtay ye wanton Gales, and lend 
A friendly Moment to my Tale; 

To the dea Nymph my Sorrows ſend, 

In tend'reſt Sighs that can prevail. 
In ſecret Murmurs, Oh! convey 

What Love ſuggeſts in ſad Diſtreſs, 
And let her krow, thatev'ry Way 


= FEY 8 0 
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AVIARY. 


Within her downy Arms embrac'd, 
| He play'd again, and tho? each Strain ; 
Or ſhou'd the Deities refuſe - 


She flights the Swain ſhe ought to bleſs, | 


Or, if the Winds refuſe to bear 
3 Voice of Love to the dear Maid; 
pitying God then lend an Ear, 
** guard my Heart from be'ng betray dd 
Propitious Heav'n ! direct my St 
To the bleſt Manfion where my 
Each Day ſhe wakes, each Night ſhe ſleeps, 
With Pity may my Paſſion hear. 


I'd glut with Joys beyond compare; 
My Lips feal'd to her fragrant Breaft, 
O'erflowing Bleſſings let me ſhare, 


Immediate Aid to my Requeſt, 
Her let me not for ever loſe, 
But ſoon or late let me be bleſt. 


- In pleaſing Dreams, let tender Love 


Invade her Sleep, and let her know, | \ 
O Cupid, and Almighty Jove! FN 
How much for her I undergo. 


On her lov'd Boſom, Night and Day, 


Where Interruption knows no Reſt 3 4 
There let me breathe my. Soul away, |, + * 
And bid adieu to human Race. * 


SONG 7. 'Tavas when the, he; 


A Swain of Love deſpairing, hg 
Thus wail'd his cruel Fate; 


* 
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His Grief the ſharing, 
In Circles him fat. 
The Nymphs in kind Compaſſion, 
The luckleſs Lover mourn'd ; 
All who had felt the Paſſion, 
A Sigh for Sigh return d. 
O Friends, your Plaints give over, 
Your kind Concern forbear ; 
Shou'd Chloe but diſcover, 
For meyou'd ſhed a Tear : 


Her Eyes ſhe'd arm with Vengeance, 
Your Fri 1 fubdue ; 

Too late you'd aſk Forgiveneſs, 
And for her Mercy ſue. 

Her Charms ſuch Force diſcover, 

Reſiſtance is in vain; 

Spite of your ſelf, you'll love "wy 
And bug thegalling Chain, 

Her Wit the Flame increaſes, 
And rivets faſt the Dart; 


- She has ten thouſand Graces, 


And each could gain a Heart. | 
But oh ! one more deſerving 
Has thaw'd her frozen Breaſt, 
Heart to him devoting, 
. She's cold to all the reſt. | 
Their Love with Joy abounding, 
The Thought dftats 


The  AVIARY. 


my Brain g | 
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O cruel Maid! Then fwooning, 
He fell upon the Plain. 


SONG. S. 


Ak. bright Belinda, kither fly, = W 


And ſuch a Licht diſcover, 
As may the abſent Sun ſupply, 
' And cheer the drooping mA 
Ariſe, my Day, with ſpeed ariſe 
And all my Sorrows baniſh 3 *_ 
Before the Sun of thy bright bi 
All gloomy Terrors vaniſh. 
No longer let me fighin vain, * . 
"And curſe deb 


| Why ſhould you love to give us Pain, 


When you were made for Pleaſure. 


The petty Pow'rs of Hell deſtroy, SR 
To ſave's the Pride of Heaven 


„ 
3 


To you the firſt, if you prove c 
Ik kind, the laſt is given. 


The Choice then ſure's not hard to — * 


Betwixt the Good and Bvil; 
Which Title had you rather take, 
My Goddeſs, or my Devil? 


; SONG. 9g. 
| A Maxim this, amongſt the Wiſe, 
4 

3 


% 


That Abſence cures a LON 


I 


b 


The 


6 P 
Gravely 
Alas ! too well do Lovers ſee, 
And ſeparated beſt agree. 
Baniſh me from Belinda's Sight, 


Or the fond Maid far hence remove: 


Our Bodies part, our Souls unite, 


** 


zunce, That Love is blind. 


The more we grieve, the more we love: 


Believe the Youth you wrongly blame ; 


Abſence adds Fuel to the Flame. 
Between us burning Deſarts place, 


Or trackleſs Mountains hid in Snow: 


Or let the wide unfathom'd Space 
Of roaring Seas between us flow: 
Place or not place them, tis all one, 


Empires have Bounds, but Love has none. 


Secure us, if you can ſecure, 


On diſtant Rocks, in Tow'rs of Braſs : 


When faithful Lovers moſt endure, 


Impriſon her, Impriſon me, 
In ſpite of Priſons, Thought is free, 
Ceaſe then your idle cruel Arts, 

Recal your harſh Command: 

- A Deſtiny rules over Hearts, 

And who can Deſtiny withſtand ? 
In vain, alas ! is human Skill : 
Tove will be Love, do what you will, 


w ? 2 * 


Still moſt improw d their Minutes paſs: 


ViARY. 
SONG- 


10. 


AS Sparks fly upwards, Man is born 


To Sorrow and to Trouble; 
But he that takes to him a Wife, 
Doth make his Burthen double ; 
For Women we have always found, 
In Strife and Miſchief to abound : 
Of Man they make a Bubble, 
Of Man, &. 
Oh !- Job he was a patient Man, 
He liv'd in ſpite o'th* Devil; 


Tho' Goods and Chattles all were loſt, 


Yet Job was very civil : 
But when he took to him a Nurſe, 
She prov'd indeed his greateſt Curſe ; 
Ah! ſhe prov'd his greateſt Evil, 
Ah ! ſhe prov'd, &c. | 
Oh ! Sampſon was a mighty Man, 
He fill'd the World with Wonder ; 
With Jaw-bone he Philiſtines ſlew, 
His Blows did ſound like Thunder 


9 , 


But when with Dalilah he toy'd, : 


1 


: 
- 


i 


> 


\ 
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The Sorc'reſs ſoon his Strength deſtroy d:; 


She quickly brought him under; 
She quickly, &c. 

King David was an upright Man, - 
I tel! to you no Fiction, 


* 


* 
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Untill tHat Beerſheba he ſaw, 
That pretty pleaſing Vixen, 

When he her naked Body view'd, 

He found his Goodneſs ſoon ſubdu d; 
She wrought him great Afflictioti, 
She wrought, &c. 

King Solomon was the wiſeſt Man 
That ever try'd with Woman; 

When he had try'd the Set all round, 
The Virtuous and the Common, 
They're all alike he wiſely cry'd, 
Vexation, Vanity, and Pride; 
They merit Praiſe of no Man, 
They merit, &c. | 
The poor Man he goes out to Work, 
As hard as he is able; | 


At Night when he comes home well tir'd, - 


She bids him rock the Cradle; 
And if the ſame he doth refuſe, 
The ſaucy Puſs will him abuſe, 
And thump him with the Ladle, 
And thumps, &c. 


The Thief that rides up Holbourn-Hill, 
To Oliver Cromwell's Palace, 

May find ſome Friend perchance flep in, 
To ſave him from the Gallows * 

Oh! no, he cries, drive on to Gih, 

I'll ne'er be Slave to my own Rib, 


Drive on the Cart good Fellow, | 


Drive on, &c. 


The VA. 


2 Then back ſhe goes, to kill tlie Beaux, 


We Men ſubmit as they think fit, | » 


By matchleſs Charms , unconquer d Arms, - 


* 


Bally Spelling. 8 ON G 11. 
AL you that wou'd refine your Blood, | 
As pure as fam'd Lewellin ; ; 
By Waters clear, come'ev'ry Ver, 
And drink at Bally Spelling 
If Spots or Itch the Skin enrich; RI 
With Rubies paſt the telling; — 
*Twill clear the Skin, before you've been 
A Itonth at Bally Spelling. end 


% 
* 


If Lad 's Cheek be green as Leek, _ + 
When ſhe comes from her Dwelling z- - 

The kindling Roſe within it glows,. -. ._; > 
When ſhe's at Bally Spelling 


The ſooty Brown, who comes to Town, 8 
Grows here as fair as Helen, W 
By Dint of Bally Spelling 

Our Ladies are as freſh and fair, 
As Roſe of bright Dunkelling 5. - 

And Mars might make a fair Miſtake; _. - © 
Were he at Bally Spelling. *Y'3" 


— =»; 
— 


And here is no rebelling; , 
The Reaſon's plain, the Ladies rein, 
They're Queens at Bally Spelling, 


of quelling 2 
B 4 ND 


They have the Gi 


1 2 8 - | * | 'The 
o Such deſp*rate Foes as dare oppoſe | 
Their Pow'r at Bally Spelling. 
Cold Water turns to Fire and burns, 
IT know, becguſel fell in : 
A Stream that came from one bright Dame, 
Who drank at Bally Spelling. 
Find Beaux advance, equipt for Dance, 
And bring their Ann or Nell in 
Wich ſo much Grace, I'm ſure no Place 
Can vye with Bally Spelling. 
No Politicks, no ſubtle Tricks, 
* No Man his Country ſelling: 
wee eat, we drink, we never thi 
* Of theſe at Bally Spelling. 
The troubled Mind, the puft with Wind, 
Do all come here pell-mell in; | 
And they are ſure to work their Cure, 
. By drinking Bally Spelling. 
- If Dropſy fills you to the Gills, 
From Chin to Toe tho” fwelling 
Pour in, pour out, you cannot doubt, 
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A Cure at Bally Spelling. 


No Sexton's here a Knelling : 
Come judge and try, you'll never die, 

And live at Bally Spelling, | 
.,, Except you feel Darts tipt with Steel, 
Wich here are every Belle in, 
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Death throws no Darts thro all theſe Parts, 


When from their Eyes ſweet Ruin fliegy 
We die at Bally Spelling. 
Your Sight, your Taſte, your Smelling, 
Your Ears, your Touch, tranſporteth much, 
Each Day at Bally Spelling, 
Within this Ground we all ſleep ſound, 
No noiſy Dogs a yelling ; 
Except you wake, for Cælia's ſake, 
All Night at Bally Spelling. 
Here all you ſee, both he and ſhe, 
No Lady keeps her Cell in: 
But all partake the Mirth we make, 
Who drink at Bally ing. | 


My Rhymes are gone, I think I've none, 
Unleſs I ſhould bring Hell in ; 

But ſince I'm here, to Heay'n ſo near, 
J can't at Bally Spelling. 1 


Ar. & Ofythe by the Vill 
There lives a lovely Laſs; 


Oh ! had I her Good-will, RE 1 


How gaily Life wou'd paſs 
No bold intruding Care 
My Bliſs ſhou'd e'r deſtroy, 
Her Smiles wou'd gild Defpair, 
And brighten eri Joy. | 
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Like Nature's rural Scene, 


| SONG Ff t 
Her artleſs Beauties charm ; T Win 3 * l 
Like them with Joy ſerene, | A The _ — — bu edding, 2 ö 
—— — wirt luſty Ralph of Readngg 
17 was _—_— ——— K And bonny black Beſs of the Green z . 
n The Fiddlers were crowding before. 
crget the th nine D | * Each Laſs was as fine as a Wen? 
rennen * There was a Hundred and more, | n 
ee 
ithout her taſteleis are; 4 n 
She gives them Pow*r to pleaſe, She look'd like a Lily o'th* Vale, vg 
And makes them worth our Care And ruddy-fac'd Harry led Mary, © 577 
3 : 
Is there, ye Fates, a Bliſs | And Roger led bouncing Nell Ss 
nme With Tommy came ſmiling Katy; 
Indulgent hear my Wiſh, He help'd ber over the Stile, 
And grant” it all in her. 85 | And ee there wee 4; 
| | EE In forty and forty long N 
Tirelin | her hi to riſe 3 nt 
Urelia now one Moment loft And em Doran 5 
A Thouſand Sighs may after coft 3 Put Jenny was jeer'd by N „ 


Defires may oft return in vain, | * — 1 * WY 

er They paſs to the Bride-houſe along. © 
| e fragrant Sweets which do adorn With Johnny and pretty fac'd Nancy, © 
* The glowing Bluſhes of the Morn, J y 25 


By Noon are vaniſh'd all away: The faireſt of all the Throng. 
Then let's, Aurelia, live to Day. The Widegrom came out to meet em, 
| © -— Afraidithe Dinner was fpoil'd, 
B 5 ; 5 | And uſher'd em in to treat em, 8 \ 


With dak d, and roafted, and boa. 
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The while that his Wife was with Wi 


_ The 
The Lads were fo briſk and jolly, 
For each had his Love by his Side; 


| But Willy was melancholly, 


For he had a Mind to the Bride: 

Then Philip begins her Health, 
And turns a Beer-glaſs to his Thumb, 
But Jenkin was reckon'd for drinking, 

beſt in Chriſtendom. 
And now they had din'd, advancing 
Into the midſt of the Hall, 
The Fiddlers ſtruck up for Dancing, 
And Jeremy led up the Ball : 


_ Bur Margaret kept a Quarrel, 


-A laſs that was proud of her Pelf, 
*Cauſe Arthur had ſtolen her Garter, 
And ſwore he wou' d tie it himſelf : 


-She ſtruggl'd, and bluſh'd, and frown'd, 


And ready with Anger to cry, 


.*Cauſe Arthur in tying her Garter, 


Had flipt his Hand too high. 


And vow for throwing the Stocking; 


The Bride away was led ; 
The Bridegroom got drunk, and was knocking 

For Candles to light em to Bed: 
Bur Robin finding him filly, 

-Moſt friendly took him afide, 


ing 6 Hooper's-hids 5 | 4 
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And now the warm Game begins, 
The critical Minute was come, 

And Chatting, and Billing, and Kifſingg 

| Went merrily round the Room. 61 


Pert Strephon was kind to Betty, 

And blithe as a Bird in the Spring; 
And Tommy was ſo to Katy, 

And wedded her with a Ruſh-Ring 2 
Sukie that danc'd with the Cuſhion, - 

An Hour from the Room had been gone, 
And Barnaby knew by her biuſhing, 

That ſome other Dance had been done: 
And thus of fifty fair Maidens, 

That came to the Wedding with Men, 
Scarce five of the fifty were left ye, 

That ſo did return again. 


SONG i. 


ANP in each Tra@ of Glory fince, 
For their lov'd Country or their Prince, 


Princes that hate, that hate Rome's 'Tyranny, 


And join the Nations Right with 872 own 


Royalty, | g 
None were more ready, 5 5 5 
None were more read, 

In Diſtreſs to ſave ; 


No none were more loyal, J \ 
No none were more loyal, ; h 
No none were m loyal | 
None more bra 5 


e, 
Ys 


The 


SONG 16. Thro' the Mood, &c. 


A early I walk'd on the firſt of ſweet May, 
Beneath a ſteep Mountain, 
„ Beſide a clear Fountain, 

I heard a grave Lute ſoft Melody play ; 

Whilſt Echo reſounded the dolorous Lay. 

I liſten'd, and look'd, and ſpy d a young Swain 
With Aſpect diſtreſſed, n 
And Spirits oppreſſed, 

Seem clearing afreſh, like the ſky after Rain, 

And thus he diſcover d how he ſtrove with his 

Pain. 

Tho' Eliza be coy, why ſhould I repine, 

That a Maid much above me | 
Vouchſafe not to love mie ? 
In her high Sphere of Worth I never could ſhine 


Then why ſhould I ſeek to debaſe her to mine? 


No! henceforth Eſteem ſhall govern my Deſire, 
And in due ſubjection 
Retain warm Affection, 
To ſhew that Self- love inflames not my Fire, 
And that no other Swain can more humbly 
admire. 


When Paſſion ſhall ceaſe to rage in my. Breaſt, 
Then Quiet returning 
Shall huſh my fad Mourning, ö 
And, Lord of myſelf, in abſolute Reſt, 
U hug a which Heav'n ſhall think 


Employing my Reaſon to dry up my Tears, 


AVIARY. 11 


Thus Friendſhip unmix'd, and * refin'd, 
May ſtill be e 
Tho* Love is rejected: 1 
Eliza ſhall own, tha? to Love not inclin'd, 
That he no'er had a Friend lik her Lover . 
fign'd. 


- 


May the fortunate Youth, a hereafter tall 


With prop" rous Endeavour, 
And gain her dear Favour, 


Know as well as I, what t'Eliza is due » FM 
: 


Be much more deſerving, but never 


On calmeſt Peace ſeaſting, 


In Hopes of Heav'ns Bliſſes will fpend my 
Years, 


Ye- Pow'rs that preſide o'er virtwous Love, 
Come aid me with Patience, * 
To bear my Vexations; 5 
With equal Deſires my flat ring Heart move, 


With Sentiments pureſt my Notions ning , 


If Love in his Fetters e- er catch me again, . 
Courage protect me, * 
Prudence direct me; 

Prepar'd for all Fates, reload" Hag Soho, 

* * after loving in vain- 
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che, not willing to offend, 
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And in that Sort of Conſcience 
Do practice nothing leſs : 
I mean the Sect of thoſe Elect, 
That loath to live by Merit, 
That lead their Lives with other Mens Wives, 
According untb the Spirit. 
One met with a holy Siſter of ours, 
. A Saint who dearly loy'd him, 


And ſain ht would have kiſs'd her, 


Becauſe the Spirit mov'd him: 
But ſhe deny'd, and he reply'd, 
_ You're damn'd unleſs you do it; 


Therefore conſent, do not repent, 


: 


For the Spirit doth move me to it. 


_  Yielded unto his Motion; 
And what theſe two did intend, 
Was out of pure Devotion. 
-To tie with a Friend and a Brother, 
_  Shethought ſhe ſhould die no Sinner; 
But ere five Manths were paſt and gone, 
The Spirit was quick within he. 


But what will the Wicked ſay, * 


When they ſhall hear this Rumour 1 
They I laugh at us ev'ry Day, | 


” 
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And ſcoff us inev'ry Corner: 
Let em do ſo ſtill, if that they will, 
We mean not to follow their Faſhion ; 


They're none of our Sect, nor of the Elect, 
Congregation. 


Nor none of our 


But when the Time was come, 


That ſhe was to be laid, 


It was no very great Crime 
Commited by her, they ſaid 3 


Cauſe they did know, and the did ſhew, 


*Twas done by a Friend and a Brother ; 
But a very great Sin, they ſaid, it had been, 


If it had been dons by another, 
SONG 18. 


Aa falſe or ſhe's jealous 
For ei 's or ſhe's jea 
But give me a Mate, 1 . 
Who nothing will aſk us, or tell us: 
She ſtands at no Terms, | | 
Nor chaffers by way of Indenture : 
Or loves for the Farms, 
But takes the kind Man at a venture, 
I all prove not right, | 
Without an Act, Proceſs, or Warning, 
From a Wife for a Night, 
You may be divorc'd the next Morning, 


=— Wo Wcoc. 
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The | 13 
Where Patents are Slaves "THF 7 
Their Brats can't be any other SONG 20. 
Great Wits and-great Braves A Lexis how artleſs a Lover, 
Have always a Punk to their Mother. How baſhful and filly you grow! 


SONG 10. 
morn in the Woods one Iv u of 
te, 


A Laſs was deploring her hapleſs Eftate ; z 
Ina languiſhin i her Sg poorMaid ſhe appears, 
Al — with her Sighs, and blubber d with 


er oli ſobb'd, and Ifound it was all 
For a little of that which Harry gave Doll. 


At laſt ſhe broke out, O wretched, ſhe ſaid, 


Will no Youth come ſuccour a languithing . 


Maid ? 


With what he with Eaſe and Pleaſure may give, 


Without which, alas ! poor I cannot live ! 
Shall I never "leave ſighing, and crying, and 
For a little of that, &c. (call) 


At firſt when I ſaw a young Man in the Place, 
My Colour would fade, and then fluih in my 
Face; 
My Breath "it grew ſhort, and I ſhiver'd all 
o'er 
My Breaſt never popp'd up and down ſo before 
I ſcarce knew for what, but now nnd twas 
all 
For a little of that, &c. 


In my Eyes can you never diſcover, 
I mean Yes, when I often fay No. 


When you pine and you whine out NI 
And only entreat for a Kiſs 3 


To be coy and deny is the Faſhion, 


Alexis ſhow'd raviſh the Blits. 


In Love, as in War, tis but Reaſon . 
To make ſome Defence ſor the Town ; _ 

To ſurrender without it were Treaſon, _ __ 
Before that the Out-works were won. 


If I frown, *tis my Bluſhes to cover, 
'Tis for Honour and Modeſty Sake ; 
He is but a pitiful Lover, | | 
Who is ſoil'd by a ſingle Attack. 
But when we by Force are o erpower d, 
The beſt and the braveſt mult yield 


I am not to be won by a Coward, _ 
Who hardly dares enter the Field, 


SONG 21 ASoldier and a Sailer. 


A Dean and Prebendary 
Had late a new Vagary, 
And were at doubtſul Strife, Sir, 
Who led the better Lite, Sir, 
And was the better Man. 


*. 


The. Dean he ſaid that wuly, 
Since Bluff was ſo unruly, 
He'd prove it to his Face, Sir, 
That he had the moſt Grace, Sir, 

And fo the Fight began, &c. 
Then Preb reply'd like Thunder, 
Aud roar d out, twas no Wonder, 
Since Gods the Dean had three, Sir, 
And more by two than he, Sir, 

For he had got but one, &c. 5 
Now whilſt theſe two were raging, 
And in Diſputes engaging, f 
The Maſter of the Charter 
Said both had caught a Tartar, {| 

For Gods, Sir, there were none, &c. 


That all the Books of Moſes 

Were nothing but Suppoſes; 

That he deſerv'd Rebuke, Sir, 
Who wrate the Pentateuch, Sir, 

Tas nothing but a Sham, &c. 

That as for Father Adam, 

And Mrs Eve his Madam, 

And what the Serpent ſpoke, Sir, 

Twas nothing but a Joke, Sir, 

And well invented Flam, &c. 
Thus in this Battle-royal, 
As none would take Denial, 


The Dame for which they ſtrove, Sir, 


Could neither of them love, Sir, 
Nor neither could convince, &. 
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She therefore lily waiting, 

Left all three Fools a- prating; 

And being in a Fright, Sir, 

ion took her Flight, Sir, 

And ne' er was heard of fince, &c. 


SONG 22. 


A Fox on the Times, 
Let em go as they will, 
Thoꝰ the Taxes are grown ſo heavy, 
Our Hearts are our own, 
And -ſhall be ſo ſill, 
Drink about my Boys, and be merry. 


Let no Man deſpair ” 


But drive away Care, 


And drown all our Sorrow with Clare * th 


We'll never repine, 
So they give us good Wine, 
Let *em take all our Droſs, we can ar its 


| WE value not Chink, 
Unleſs to buy Drink, 

Or purchaſe us innocent Pleaſure * 
When *tis-gone, we ne ler fret, | | 
So we Liquor can get, ada 

For Mirth of itſelf is a Treaſure. 


No Miſer can be, 


So happy as we, 
Tho 9 8 with Riches he allow ; 


- 


* — ' 
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Day and Night he is in Fear, 
And never without Care, 
While nothing diſturbs the good Fellow. 
Come fill up the Glaſs, 
And round let it paſs, 

For Nature doth Vacuums decline ; 
Drown the ſpruce formal Aſs, 
That's afraid of his Face, 

We ll drink till our Noſes do ſhine. 
While we“ ve plenty of this 
We can ne'er do amiſs, 

Tis an Antidote againſt our Ruin; 
And the Lad that drinks molt, 

With Honour may boaſt, 
He fears neither Death nor Undoing. 


'SONG 23. 
RCH Cupid gathering a Roſe, 
Awak*d a Bee from her Repoſe ; 


The Bee provok*d his Finger gor*d, 
e ran, and to his Mother roar*d : 


« Undone ; ; ah, Mother! I'm undone, 
* By a ſmall Serpent rudely ſtung : 


A Thing with Wings they call a Bee, 


% A naughty Bee has ſlain your Son; 


< Sde, ſee the Wound, O Mother, ſee. 


The Goddeſs then embrac'd the Lad, 
She ſooth*d his Pain, and ſmiling ſaid ; 


1 
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«© The Anguiſh from ſo ſmall 3 Dart. 7 

«« Is not like that which Lovers feel; 

4% Each Lover feels thy pointed Steel, 
Not in his Finger, I Heart. 


SONG 24. 


AS I ſat at my Spinning-wheel, 
A bonny Lad there palled by ; 
I kenn*d him round, and liked hin weel, 
Geud Faith he had a bonny Eye: 
My Heart new-Panting gan to feel, 
But ſtill I turn*d my Spinning- wheel. 


Mot graciouſly he did appear, 

As he my Preſence did draw near, 

And round about my flender Waiſt 

He claſp*d his Arms and me embracf'd : 
To kiſs my Hand he down didneel, 
As I ſat at my Spinning-wheel. 


My. Milk-white Hand he did extol, 


And prais*d my Fingers long and mall „ 
And ſaid there was no Lady fair, 
That ever cou*'d with me compare. 
Theſe pleaſing Words my Heart did feel 3 
But full turn d my rin ee 
Altho I ſeemingly did chide, | 
Yet he wauf'd never be deny*d ; 
But did declare his Love the more, — 
Until my Heart was wounded fore, 


That I my Love couꝰd ſcarce conceal 3. | 


But yer I turn'd my Spinning-wheel, 


YE” 
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As ſor my Varn, my Rock and Reel, 

And after that, my Spinning-wheel, 

He bid me leave them all with Speed, 

And gang with him to yonder Mead. 
My panting Heart ſtrange Flames did feel 
Yet ſtill I turn'd my Spinning- wheel. 


He ſtopp'd and gaz'd, and blithly ſaid, 
| Now ſpeed thee well my bonny Maid ; 
But if thou*ſt to the Hay-cock go, 
 P'lIl learn thee better Work, I trow. 
__ Good Faith I lik*d him paſſing-weel 3 ; 
But ſtill I turn'd my Spinning-wheel. 


He lovely veil'd his Bonnet oft, 
And ſweetly kiſs*d my Lips ſo ſoft ; 
Vet ſtill, between each honey Kiſs 
He urg'd to gang to further Bliſs ; 
Till I refiſtlefs Fire did feel, 
Then let alone my Spinning-wheel. 


Among the pleaſing Cocks of Hay, 
Then with my bonn y Lad I lay; 
What Damſel ever could deny 
A Youth with ſuch a charming Eye? 
The Pleaſure I cannot reveal, 
A far ſurpais d the Spinning- wheel. 


| SONG 25. 
ALL you that muſt needs take a Leap in the 
Dark, 


Pity the Fate of young Lawſon and Clark: 


* 
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Cheated with Hope, by Metcy Aus d, 
Betray'd by the finful Ways we have us d 
Cropt in our Prime of and Youth 5 
Who can but weep at ſo ſad a Truth? 


Once we thought *twould never be Night 
But now, alas ! *twill-never be Light. 
Heav'nly Mercy ſhine on our Souls, 

Death it whe waa hark, $ *Palchre's Bell 

tolls ! a 
Nature is ſtronger in Vouth chan in Age, 
Grant us thy Spirit, Lord, Grief to aſſuage, 


Courſes of Evil have brought us to this, 
Sinful Pleaſure, deceitful Bliſs ; | 
We ne'er ſhould have Cauſe ſo much to repent, 
Could we with our Callings have been content 
The Snares of Wine and Women fair, 

Firſt were the Cauſe we now deſpair. 


You that now view our fatal End, 
Warn'd by our Caſe, your Carriage mend 5 
Soon or late grim Death will came; 
Who'd not prepare for ſo certain a Doom ? 
Span long Life, with lifeleſs Joys, 


What's in this World but Care and Noiſe d 


Youth, tho' bleſt by being ſo, ; 
As vaſt thy Joy, ſo great thy Woe ; 5 
Ev'ry Sin that gives Delight, | 
Wu in the End thy Soul affrig'it: 
"Tis not thy Youth, thy Wealth, nor Strer gthy 


Can add to Life one Mo.uun. » Lc!:gthe 


The 
God is as mereiſul as juſt; 
Cleanſe our Hearts, fince die we muſt ; 
Sweet Temptations of worldly | 
| Make for our Grief, and Peace y! 
# Think then, when Man his Race has run, 
| Death is the Prize which he has won. 
Sure there are none ſo abſurd and odd, 
To think, with the Fool, there is no God ! 
What is't we fear, when Death we meet, 
Were it not to account at the Judgment, geat? 
That Providence, we find each Hour, 
Proves him a ſupetnat ral Pow 'r: 
In Mercy open thy bright Abode, 
Receive our Souls, tremendous God! 


SONG 26. 


APamſel, I'm told, 
Of delicate Mold, 
| Whoſe Father was dead, td enrich het, 
| Of all her fine Things 7 
Lace, Ribbons, and Rings, 
Priz'd nothing ſo much as her Twitcher, poorGirl 
Priz'd nothing ſo much as her. Twitcher. 


The Youths all ardund, 
With Courtſhip profound, 
Try'd every Art to bewitch her: 
But ſhe was ſo chaſte, 
She'd not be embrac'd 


By any Thing, &c. 
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Was baited with Words to bewitch her, 


By any Thing elſe but her Twitcher, poor Girl; 


17 
Each oer d kts Fa: "LS 
In Exchange for herſelf, Bo : 
If to him the Parſon might ſtitehi her 3 
But ſtill ſhe reply d, * 
She'd never be ty d 
To any Thing elſe but her Twitcher, poor ew; 5 
' To any Thing, 2 | 


But Cupid, grown wild, 

To fee limſelf ford, © 
Reſolv'd to find Ways to bewitch her, 

And humble her Pride, | 

Whatever betide, r 
Ne ſcotn'd to give way to the Twiteher pogr Girl 

He ſcorn'd, &c. 
Briſk Streplion, the Young, 
Whoſe amorous Tongue 


* 


The God did prepare, 

To combat the Fair, 4 

And try'd to out-tival het Twitchẽr, poot Girl” 3 
And try'd, &c. | 


Young Strephon dtew ftigh her, . y 
And fluſh'd with derem 
Try'd Kiſſes and Oaths to bewitch Nets, oo inns 
He prattl'd and toy'd, | 
But ſtill ſhe reply'd, 
Piſh; jet go the Hold of m y Twitcherg poor on 3 
Piſh, let go, &c. 


* 


© 


He gave her a Trip, 
Which happen'd.to lip. 


The myſtical, &c. 
And thus baving ended 
The Thing he intended, 


But yet I can't go: 


I liſten'd a while fot to hear, 


Sts merry as We twa have been: 
O my Heart is like to deſpair, 


As he gently ME my Hand, 


© The 
But this cunning Spark, 


| So well took his Mark; 
He found out the Way to o 'er-reach her; 5 


® The myſtical Knot of herTwitcher, poor Girl; 


WW — Who knows what he did to bewitch her, 
#2] | She cry'd, No, no, no; 


Now do what you will with my Twitcher, dear 


Now do, &c. 
SON G 27. 
Lafs that was laden witfi Care 


Sat heavily under a Thorn; 
And thus ſhe began for to mourn. 


So happy as we twa have been ! 


When I think of the Days we have ſeen ! 
When you, my dear Shepherd, was there, 
The Birds did melodiouſly fing ; | 
And the cold nipping Winter did wear 
A face that reſembled the Spring : 


Our Flocks feeding cloſe by his Side, 
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Thad the wide World in my Pride, . 


And cou'd all its Glory withſtand. 


At the Eve, when the reſt of the Polk” 
Were merrily ſeated to ſpin, 

I ſat myfelf under his Oak, 
And I heavily fighed for him. 

My Dear, he wou' d oft to me ſay, 
What makes you hard- heated to me * 

Or — do you thus turn 8 

him who is dying for thee > 

K. now he is far from my Sight, 
Perhaps new Advice may approve; 

Which makes me lament Day and Night, 
That ever I granted him Love. 


SONG 28. 


As Celadon once from his Cottage did fray, 

To Court his dearJug ona Hillock of Hay, 

What aukward Confuſion oppreſs'd the poer 
Swain, 


When thus he dativer'd his Paſſion 1 in Pain. 


O Joy of my Heart, and Delight of my Eyes, 
Sweet Jug, tis for thee faithful Celadon dies: 
My Pipe I've forſaken, tho” reckon'd ſo ſweet, 
And ſleeping or waking. thy Name I repeat. 

When Swains to an Alehouſe by Force do me 
Inſtead of a Pitcher, I call for a Jug; (lug, 
And ſure you can't chideat repeating your Name, 
When theNightingaleevery Night does the ſame. 


FA _ # 


Sweet Jug he a hundred times o'er does repeat 
Which make People ſay, that his Voice is ſo 


Ah! whydoſt thou laugh at my ſorrowfulTale? 
Too well I'm affur'd that my Words won't 
prevail: 


For Roger, the Thatcher, poſſeſſes thy Breaſt, 


As he at our laſt Harveſt Supper confeſt. 

Town it, ſays Jug, he has gotten my Heart, 
His long curling Hair looks ſo pretty and ſmart. 
His Eyes are ſo black, and his Cheeks are fo red, 
They a more with me than all you have 

i 
Tho" you court me, and kiſs me, and do what 
you can, 


*Twill ſignify nothing p for Roger”s the Man. | 


SONG 29. 


AS Chloe o'er the Meadow paſs'd, 
I view'd the lovely Maid 

She turn'd and bluſh'd, renew'd her Haſte, 
And fear'd by me to be embrac'd ; 

My Eyes my With betray'd. 
I trembling ſelt the riſing Flame, 

The charming Nymph purſu'd; 
Daphne was not ſo bright a Game, 
The“ great Apollo's darling Dame, 

* with ſuch Charms endu d. . 


I follow'd cloſe, the Fair ſtill flew 
Along the graſſy Plain ; 


Io move thy Heart, that Seat of Pride, 
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The Graſs at length my Rivak grew, 

And catch'd my Chloe by the Shoe, | 
Her ſpeed was then in vain. my - Na 

But oh ! as tott'ring down the fell, 1, 
What did the Fall reveal | 

Such Limbs Deſcription cannot tell, 

Such Charms were never in the Mall, | 
Nor Smock did e'er conceal. , * 4 = 

She ſhriek'd ; I turn'd my raviſh'd Eyes, ; 
And burning with Deſire, 

I help'd the Queen of Love to riſe: 

She check' d her Anger and Surprize, 4, ” 
And ſaid, Raſh Youth, retire. ® 


Be gone, and boaſt what you have ſeen, 
It ſhan't avail you much; 
I know you like my Form and Mein ; 
Yet ſince ſo inſolent you've been, 
Thoſe Parts you ne er ſhall touch. : 


Too lovely Fair one, I confeſs, - 

The Swain whom you will deign to hleſs, 
Might ſigh an Age away, 

In Expectation of the Joy, 

When you no longer cold or coy, 
Shall all his Pains allay. 

Indulgent Heav'n has made thy Form 

So ſoft, ſo perfect, and ſo warm, 1. 
Who gazes muſt adore : 

But I ſo long in vain have try'd, 


That here I give it o' er. C 2 
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t now, — Fair, a Cure Ive found, 
l be no longer tamely bound, 
In hopeleſs Flames to burn. 
Vain Maid, I've ſhaken off my Chain, 
* By Wine a Conqueſt T obtain, 
And triumph in my Turn. 


| SONG 30 
AS Cælia in her Garden ſtray d, 
Secure, nor dreamt of Harm, 
A Bee approach 'd the lovely Maid, 
And reſted on her Arm. 
us Inſect thither flew, 
gb pe the tempting Bloom; 
- But, with a thouſand Sweets in View, 
Is found a ſudden Doom. | 


Her nimble Hand of Life bereav'd 

The Darling little Thing; 
But firſt the ſnowy Arm receiv'd, 

And ſelt the painful Sting. 

Once only could that Sting furprize, 
Once be injurious found : | 

Not fo the Darts of Czlia's Eyes, 
They never ceaſe to wound. 

Oh l wou'd the ſhort-liv'd burning Smart 
The Nymph to Pity move, 


And teach her to regard the Heart 
She fres with endleſs Love 


SONG al. 4 


A Mongft the Willows on the Graſs, 
Where Nymphs and Shepherds lie, 

Young Willy courted bonny Beſs, 

And Nell ſtood liſt'ning by: 
Says Will, we will not tarry 
Two Months before we marry 
No, no, fie no, never, never tell me fo, 
For a Maid I'll live and die. ö 

Says Nell, So ſhall not I, Says Nell, 20. 


Long time betwixt Hope and Deſpair, 
And Kiſſes mixt between, 

He with a Song did charm her Ear, 
Thinking ſhe chang*d had been; 


| > Will, I want a Bleſſing, 4 


tialler than Kiſſing. 
No. no, fie no, never never tell me ſo, 
For I'll never change my Mind ; 
Says Nell, She'll prove more kind, 
Says Nell, &c. 


Smart Pain the tender Virgin finds, 
Altho' by Nature taught, 

When ſhe at firſt to Man inclines : 
Quoth Nell, I'll venture that, 

Oh! who wou'd loſe a Treaſure, 

For ſuch a puny Pleaſure ? 

Not I, not I, no, a Maid III live and die, 
And to my Vow prove true: * 
Goth Nell, The more Fool you, & c. 


— 


Rd Wd Ll} X£- 
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tnto my Cloſet I'11 repair, | Dat coſt a de brave Gentry nb more as td 
. And read in godly Þ 1 a. hundred touſand Pound. * 
orget vain Love, and wo re Here C U 
— Nell, That likely looks Py ; pulp de yes of de Vorld, a 
You Meh are all perfidious, Dat make a de poor Logic veep, becauſe dey 
But I will be rehgious, vil troupe home 
Try all, fly all, and while I breathe, defy all, Pe todef Place be Medarnoiſetle Violants thew 
"= 2 1 8 1 a tbuſand Trick, it 
ys Nell, BY jove, , she jump upon de rope ten ſtorie 
Says Nell, dee. | nover bre her Neck, 98 
SONG 32. Here be de viſe Managers thew al de vitbem A 


Very pretty Fancy, a brave gallants Showe of deir Brain, 
A Avery pretty Fancy a brave gallanta Showe Dat make a de fihe ting of Vagnar &- Aberi- 
E juſte come from France, a very pretty Fancy cock in Drury-Lane, | 
E juſte come, from France, toute noveau. 1 . — about, 1 deir on Diver- | 
| in de Flying Chair: 
De firſt ting be detrue Pifture of de great mag- 80 ptodigious Entertainment vil never be dis | 


nificent City of Londre, ufand 
Dat fill evety Part of de Vorld ve Surprize, * — 
Pleaſure, and Vonder, a S8 ON G 


1 de cunning French, de viſe Italian and Arno once finding fair Daphne alonez 4 
** can ey 4 Ub, m to Diſcover d his Flame in a paſſionate Tone: 
of de 8 | orbleau, 8% He told her, and bound it witty many a Curſe, 
— Money. He was ready to take her for for wont 3 
i for de Diverſions, dat make a de Pleaſure Then talk d of the Smart, | 
And the Hole in-his Heart, . 


N 5 che 


os 


83 
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That fweep off ſuch Numbers each Week i in 
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7 But the filly coy Maid, to the God's great 


Amazement, 
Sprung away from his Arms, and leapt thro" 
the Caſement. (Dear, 
He following, cry'd out, My Life, and my 
Return to your Lover, and lay by your Fear; 
You think me, perhaps, ſome Scoundrel, or 
Whorefon ; 


I'm a God by my Trade, 
Young, plump, and well made ; 
Then let me careſs thee, and be not afraid. 


(hind. 
While the poor purſy God came on panting be- 


But ſtill ſhe kept running, and flew like the 
Wind, 


' I'm the Chief of Phyſicians, and none of | 


the College 
Muſt be mention'd with me, for Experience 
and Knowledge ; (I can call, 


Each Herb, Flow'r, and Plant, by its Name. 


And do more than the beſt Seventh-Son of em 
. [ 


all - 
A With my Powder and Pills, 
I eure all the Tlls 


the Bills ; 


But tin de kept running andflew like theWind, 


8 came on panting de⸗ 


bl 


. % 
.* 5 
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Beſides I'm a Poet, Child, into che Bargain 
And top all the Writers of fam · d Covent Garden; 
I'm the Prop of the Stage and the Pattern of 

Wit; 
I ſet my own Sonnets, and ſing to my Kit: 
. I'm at Will's all the Day, 
And each Night at the Play, 
And Verſes I make ſaſt as Hops, as they ſay, 


8 Al | I've no wicked Deſign on your . When ſhe heard him talk thus, ſhe redoubled 


her Speed, 
And flew like 2 Whore ſrom a Conſtable freed. 


Now, had our wiſe Lover, (but Lovers are 
blind) (Mind; 
In the Language of Lombard · ſtreet told her his 
Look, Lady, what here is, tis plenty of Money; 
Odsbubs, I muſt ſwinge thee, my joy, and 
I fit next the Chair, (my Honey. 
And ſhall ſhortly be Mayor, (compare 
Neither Clayton nor Duncomb with me can 
Tho” as wrinkled as Prim, as deform'd as the 
Devil, (civil. 
The God had ſucceeded, the Nymph had been 


SONG 34. Thomas I cannot, 


Aris for the dainty civil Spouſe,. 
Who's bred at the Court, or France 3 
He treats his Wife with Smiles and Bows, ©: 


And minds not the good main Chance +- 


3.5 4 


£ . * 
* 


Be G | 
The Man for me, | 
Tho" giv'n to many a Maggot 3. 
For he would wor 
Like any Turk, | 
None like him e erhandled aFag ot, a Faggot, 
None like him e' er handled a Faggot. 
SON G p 5. O Beſſy Bell. 
Curſe attend that Woman' s Love, 
Who always wou'd be pleaſing ; 


The Pertneſs of the Billing Dove, 
Like tickling, is but teaſing. 


What then in Love can Woman do? 
If we grow fond they ſhun us 

And when we fly them, they purſue, 
But leave us DALE $02 Ve won us. 


SONG 
Ana, who een the Table 
| Thy curious Texture haſt diſplay d, 
Who, if we may believe the Fable, 
Waſt once a blooming lovely Maid, 


Infiduous, reſtleſs, -watchful Spider, 
Fear no officious ** 8 ** 
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23 
Extend thy. artful Building wider, 
And ſpread thy Banners round my Room · 


While I thy wond'rous Fabrick ſtare at, 
And think on hapleſs Poet's Fate, 
Like thee confin'd to lonely Garret, | 
And proudly baniſh'd Rooms of State. 


And as from out thy tortur d Body, 


Thou draw'ſt thy ſiender Wit with Pain; 
So does he labour, like a Noddy, A 
To ſpout Materials from his Brain. 


| He for ſome gaudy flutt*ring Creature, 


That ſpreads her Charms before his Eye 5 
And that's a Conqueſt little better, 
Than thine o'er captive Butterfly. 


| Thus far, tis plain you both agree; 


Your Death, may better how 14 
en ry | 


is ten to one 


[Ends both the Spider and the Feet. 


$ONG 37. 
MIT HER. 


Avid Re ob Moris that wins in yon Olen, = 
He ph Maria eee | 
of auld Men, 
Has Fourſcore black Sheep, and Fourlihe too; | 
Rob Moris'is the Man ye maun loo. 


0 
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DOUGH TER. | 
Ha'd your Tongue, Mither, and let that abee, 
For his Eild and my Eild can never agree : 
They'l never agree, and that will be ſeen ! 
For he is Fourſcore, and I'm but Fifteen. 
MITHER. | 
HFa' d your Tongue, Doughter, and lay by your 
Pride, 8 - (Bride; 


For he's be the Bridegroom, and ye's be the 


He ſhall lie by your Side, and kiſs ye too; 

Auld Rob Moris is the Man ye maun log, 
DOUGHTER. 

Auld Rob Moris I ken him fou weel, 

His A--it ſticks out like ony Peet creel, 

He's out-ſhinn'd, in- knee d, and ringle · ey d 


— too | 

Aud Rob Noris is the Man Til ne'er loo. 
| MIT HER, | 

Tho? auld Rob Moris be an elderly Man, 

Yet his auld Brafs it will buy a new Pan ; 


Then, Doughter, ye ſhoudna he ſae ill to ſnoo, 


For auld Rob Moris is the Man ye maun loo, 
| DOUGHTER. 
Bu auld Rob Moris I never will hae, 
" His Back is ſae ſtiff, and his Beard is grown grey; 


I had Hitter die than live wi' him a Year; 
- Sac mar of Rob Noris I never will hear. 


— 
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Kate o' th Kitchen, and Kit of the Mill, 


„ 
Ndrew and Maudlin, Rebecca and Wil, 
Margaret and Thomas, Jockey and Mary, 


Dick the Plow- man, and Joan of the Dairy, 
To ſolace their Lives and to ſweeten their Labout, 
All met on a Time with a Pipe and a Tabor. 
Andrew was cloathed in Shepherd's Grey, 

And Will had put on his Holiday Jacket; 
Beck had 4 Coat of Popin-+jay, | 

And Madge had 4 Ribbon hung down to her 
Meg and Moll in Frize, Tom and Jockey In 


Leather, 
And ſo they began all to Foot it together. 
Their Heads and their Arms about them thigy 


Hung, n 

With all the Might and Force they had; 
Their Legs went like Flails, and as looſely hung: 
They cudgel'd their Arſes as if they w Made 
Their Faces did ſhine, and thgir Fixes dikindleg 
While che gg they did trip and turn like a 


Andrew chuck'd unn in under =o, 
Simper ſhe did like a Furmety- 5 
The N of whoſe Blubber L3ps made full 

a Din, * 
As if her Chaps had been mad of Bell — 
8 


Kate laugh'd heartily at the ſame Smack, 
— ſhe did anſwer it with a Bum - crack. 
At no Whitſon-Ale there e er yet had been 
Such Frayſters and Friſkers as theſe Lads and 
Laſſes ; 
From their Faces the Sweat ran down tobeſeen, 
But ſure I am, much more came from their 


Arſes | 
For had * but ſeen't, you then would have 
worn, | 
You never beheld the like-fince you were born. 
Here they did fling, and there they did hoiſt 3 
Here a hot Breath, and there went a Savour 5 
Here they did glance, and there they did gloiſt 3 
Here they did ſimper, and there they did flaver3 
Here was a Hand, and there was a Placket, 


Whilſt, hey! their Sleeves went flicketeflacket. | 


The Dance being ended, they ſweat and they 
1 did ſmi jt 5 the 'Youngſters 
| Cakes and Ale der about, they clapp'd Hands 


and drunk, 
They lat 'd and der giggh'd untill they 
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— Baffled and ſenſplgſs, tir d hap Apmte) 


SONG .4s: ; 
AS Amoret and Thyrſi lay, 8 
As Amoret and Thyrſis lay, 
Melting, melting, melting, melting the How 
in gentle Play, 
Joining, Joining, Joi 
eins Ki, inge 
ing harmleſs Blies ; ; 
He trembling cry'd with eager, eager Haſte, 
Let me, let me, let me feed, oh! oh ! df 
let me, let me, | 
Let me, let mefeed, oh oh! oh ! oh! let us 4 
let me, let me feed as well as taſte, - * ©? 
I dye, dye, dye, dye, dye, I dye, 4 
I dye, if Pm not wholly bleſt, 4 
The fearful Nymph reply d forbear, "66 
I cannot, dare not, muſt not hear; = 
Deareſt Thirſis, move me, 5 
Do not, do not, if you love me 3 Do not, 1e, 
O let me ſtiil, the Shepherd aid 3 
But while he we” Reſiſtance made, Nö 
The haſty Joy in ſtruggling fled. +S 
Vex'd at the Pleaſure ſhe had miſs d, | 
She frown'd and bluſh d, and figh'd 3 


And ſeem'd to moan, in ſullen Cooing, 


The ſad Miſcarriage of their Wooing ] 
But vain alas ! were all her Charm _— 
For Thyrſis, deaf to Love's Alarms, * 


SONG 41. 


AS on a Sun-fhine Summer*s Day, 

I to the green Wood bent my Way; 
That lonely Path my Fancy took 
Was guided by a Silver Brook: 

And truſt me, truſt me, all I meant, 
Was to be pleas d and innocent: 
Upon its flow'ry Banks I ſat, 
+ Regardleſs or of Love or Hate, 
So took my Pipe and gan to play 
The jolly Shepherds Roundelay : 
And truſt me, truſt me, &c. 
All in the ſelf-ſame ſhady Grove, 
Youthful Silvia chanc'd to rove, 
And, by its Echo led, drew near, 


= My rural oaten Reed to hear ; 


But ſurely, ſurely, all ſhe meant, &c. 


A hei her by the glowing Hand, 


She ſomething ſeem'd to underſtand ; 
+ Her ſwelling Sighs, her melting Look, 
That ſomething too, too plainly ſpoke s 
"But truſt me, truſt me, &c. 


SONG 42 Cbevy- Chace. 


A Certain P Prefbyterian pair 
Were wedded t'other Day, 


" And when in Bed the Lambs were laid, 


— to pray. 


* 
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But firſt, he bad each Gueſt depart, Lag” 
Nor ſacred Rites profane ; 0 
For carnal Eyes ſuch Myſteries 
Can never entertain. 


Then with a Puritanick Air 
Unto the Lord he pray d: 

That he would pleafe to grant Inereaſe 
To that ſame Man and Maid : 

And that the Huſbandman might dreſs 
Full well the Vine his Wife; 

And like a Vine, ſhe ſtill might twine 
About him all her Life. 

Sack-poſſet then he gave them both, 
And ſaid, with lifted Eyes, 

Bleſt of the Lord ! with one Accord, 
Begin your Enterprize. 

The Bridegroom then drew dear his Sous 
T' apply prolifick Balm; 


And while they ſtrove in mutual Love, 


The Parſon ſung à Pſalm. 


SONG 43. 
AH ſtay l ah turn! ah! whither would you flidh 
Too charming, too relentleſs Maid. 
I follow not to conquer, but to die; 
You of the fearful are afraid. | . 


In vain I call; for ſhe like fleeting Air, 
When preſt 'by ſome tempeſtuous Wind, 

Flies wiſer from the Voice of my Deſpair, 
Nor caſts one pitying Look behind, 


„ a 


wing 


SONG 44 Tuch Minute. 


AS Chloris, full of harmleſs Thought, 
Beneath a Willow lay, 

Kind Love a youthful Shepherd brought, 
To paſs the Time away. 


She bluſh'd to be encounter'd ſo, 
And chid the am'rous Swain; 

But as ſhe ſtrove to riſe and go, 
He pull'd her down again. 
Ah! Gods, ſaid ſhe, what Charms are theſe, 
That conquer and ſurprize ? a 
Oh! let me, for unleſs you pleaſe, 
I have no Powꝰr to riſe. 

She fainting ſpoke, and trembling lay, 
For Fear ſhe ſhould comply; 

Her lovely Eyes her Heart betray, 
And give her Tongue the Lie. 


A ſudden Paſſion ſeiz'd her Heart, 
In ſpite of her Diſdain ; 

She found a Pulſe in ev'ry Part, 
And Love in ev'sy Vein. 


Thus ſhe, who Princes had deny'd, | 
With all their Pomp and Train, 
Was in the lucky Minute try'd, 
And yielded to the Swain. 


2 SONG 45 
Ar Noon on ſultry Summer's Day, : 
The brighteſt Lady of the May, 
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By ſo much Truth and Modeſty 4 2 Ig 


Come, lean thy Head 


Young Chloris innocent and gay, 
Sat ing in a Shade, 


Each ſlender Finger plaid its Part 
With ſuch Activity and Art, 


As would inflame a youthful Heart, 


And warm the moſt decay*d. In 


Her fav'rite Swain by chance came bre 
He ſaw no Anger in her Eye; 

Yet when the baſhful Boy drew nigh}, © | 
She would have-ſtem''d afraid. ba 


She let her Ivory Needle fall, 


And hurl'd away the twiſted Ball» _— - 


But ſtrait gave Strephon fuch a. Call, 

As wou'd have rais'd the Dead. 
Dear gentle Youth, is't none but thee ? | 
With Innocence I dare be free : "46 


No Nymph was eber betray*d. 


upon my Laps. 
While thy (mooth Cheeks I ſtroke and can © 


Thou may'ſt ſecurely take a Nap : 


** 


Which he, poor Fool! obey d. * 


See ſaw him yawn, and heard him Wore,” 


And found him faſt aſleep. all o'er: 1 
She ſigh'd, and could endure no mort... - 


But ſtarting up, ſhe ſaid, r A 
© Such Virtue ſhall rewarded be; 
For this thy dull Fidelity, 5 3 

: -C6G | * 


22 
Tn truſt thee with my Flocks, not me 
6 Purſue thy grazing Trade. * 
G0, milk thy Goats, and ſneer thy Sheep, 
And watch all Night thy Flocks to keep; 
Thou ſhalt no more be lull'd aſleep 
By me, miſtaken Maid. 
f 80NG 46. 
AND P'll o'er the Moor to Maggie, 
* Her Wit and Sweetneſs call me, 
Then to my Fair-I'll ſhew my Mind, 
Whatever may befall me. | 
If he love Mirth 1'11 learn to ſing, 
Or likes the Nine to follow, 
Tu lay my Lugs in Pindus' Spring, 
And invocate Apollo. 
me admire a martial Mind, 
I'll ſheathe my Limbs: in Armour; 
If to the ſofter Dance inclin'd, 
Wich gayeſt Airs I'll charm her: 
If Me love Grandeur Day and Night, 
h plot my Nation's Glory, 
rind f avour in my Princeꝰs Sight, 
And ſhine in future Story. | 
Beauty can Wonders work with Eafe, 
Where Witis correſponding z 
And brayeſt Men know beſt to pleafe, 
With Complaiſance abounding. 
My bonny Maggie's Love can turn 
Me to what ſhape ihie pleaſes, 


' 
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If in her Breaſt that Flame ſhall burn, 
Which in my Boſom blazes 


SONG 47. 
T Polwart on the Green 
If you'll meet me in the Morn, 
Where Laſſes do convene 
To dance about the Thorn ; 
A kindly Welcome you ſhall meet 
Fra her wha likes to view 
A Lover and a Lad compleat, 
The Lad and Lover you, 
Let dorty Dames ſay na, 
As lang as e er they pleaſe, 
Seem caulder than the Sna 
While inwardly they bleez-: 
But I will frankly ſhaw my Mind, 
And yield my Heart to thee ; 
Be ever to the Captive kind, 
That langs na to be free. 
At Polwart on the Green, | 
Amang the new-mawn Hay, 
With Sangs and Dancing keen; 
Well paſs the heartſome Da. 
At Night, if Beds be o'er tlirang laid, 
And thou be twinn'd of thine, * 
Thou ſhalt be welcome, my deat Lad, 
To take a pard of mine, 


* 
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Then come to his Grave and your” Kindneſy 
SONG 48. purſue, : | 
A Way you Rover, | To weave him a Garland, with Cypreſs and 1 
For Shame give over, Yew 2 
You play the Lover For Life hath forſaken him, 
So like an Aſs; c Death hath o'ertaken him, 
You are for ſtorming, No Swain again will be ever fo true. 
You think you're charming, Then leave me alone to my wretched Eſtate, / 
Your faint performing I loſt him too ſoon, and 1 lov'd him too late 
We read in your Face, You Echo's, and Fountains, my Witneiles — 
How deeply I ſigh for the Loſs of my Love: 
SONG 49. And now of our Pan, whom we chiefly adore, 
A Dieu to the Pleaſures and Follies of Love, T _ * be 5 
3 
1 N more noble my Fancy does And there enjoy my Love, * 
y She pherd is dead, and I live to proclaim, - Then, then I never will part with him more 
n 8 Notes my Amyntas his Name: SONG 50 
Wood-Nymph ] . 
| — 4 * AS May in all her youthful Dreſs, 


hou never ſhall ſee thy Amyntas a My Love ſo gay did once appearz 
For Death has befirended him, daun; A Spring of Charms dwelt on her Face, * 


Fate has defended him, . And Roſes did inhabit there. 

one, none alive is ſo happy a Swain. ode * Js 

x ou Shepherds and n, that have danc' d Harmonious Words dropt from her ongve, 
-ome 88 forth Amyntas his Praiſe 2 4 Ca 
Swain for the Garland durſt with him diſpute Hr 2 3 

o Sweet were his Notes, while he ſang to his ay all its bluſhing Looks —_— i 


Lute; | To th'pale-fac'd Moon that rules below : 


A 


- The 


© My Chloe then was kind and gay; 
But when by Time I loſt the Charm, 


© Her Smiles like Autumn dropt away. 


SONG «xr. 


AV that's full, 
An empty Skull, 
A Box of Bergamot 3 ; 
A Hat ne*'er made 
To fit his Head, 
No more than that to plot. 


A Hand that's white, 
A Ring that's right, 
h A Sword, Knot, Patch, and Feather : 
4 'A gracious Smile, 
And Grounds and Oil, 
Do very well together. 


A Smatch of French, 
And none of Senſe, 
All-conguering Airs and Graces ; 
A Tune that thrills. 
A Leer that kills, 
Stoln Flights and borrow'd Phraſes, 


A Chariot gilt, 
To wait on ſilt, 
An awkward Pace and Carriage ; 
A foreign Tour, 
f Domeſtic Whore. 
And mercenary Marriage. 


* 


AVIARY. 


Whole Love was eager, briſk, and warm, 


Gopnnnm- D------- ye M'am, 
A Smock-face, tho” a mann'd one; 

A peacefu} Sword, 

Not one wiſe Word, 
But ſtate and prati at random. 


Duns, Baſtards, Claps, 
And am'rous Scraps 
Of Cælia and Amandis ; 
Toſs up a Beau, 
- That grand Ragou, 
That Hodge-podge for the Ladies. 


SONG «52. 


AS Tippling John was jogging on, 
Upon a Riot Night; 


With tott'ring Pace, and fiery Face, 
Suſpicious of high Flight : 

The Guards who took him, by his Look, 
For ſome chief Firebrand, 

Aſk'd whence he came, what was his Name, 
Who are you? ſtand, Friend, ſtand! 


I'm going home, from Meeting come! 


Ay, ſays one, that's the, Caſe, 
Some Meeting he has burnt, you ſee, 
The Flame's ſtill in his Face. 
John thought *twas time to purge his Crime, 
And ſaid, my chief Intent 
Was to aſſwage my thirſty Rage 
Tth' Meeting that 1 meant. 


on.e, Friend, be plaift, you trifle in vain, 
Says one, pray let us know, 

hat we may find how you're inclin'd, 

Are you High Church or Low ? 

lohn ſaid to that, I'll tell you what, 

To end Debates and Strite, 

All I can ſay, this is the Way 

I ſteer my Courſe of Life. 


I ne'er to Bow nor Burgeſs go, 
To Steeple-houſe nor Hall ; 
he briſk Bar-bell beſt ſuits my Zeal, 
With, Gentlemen, dye call? 
ueſs then am I, Low Church or High, 
From that Tow'r with no Steeple, 
oſe merry Toll exalts the Soul, 
And muſt make high-flown People. 


With Countenance moſt pleaſant : 
By whiſper round they all ſoon found, 
He was no dang'rous Peaſant : 
Thus while John ſtood, the beſt he cou'd, 
ExpeRting their Deciſton, 
damn him, ſays one, let him begone 
He's of our own Religion. 


SO'NG 53. 
A Quire of bright Beauties in Spring did appear 
To chuſèꝭ a May Lady to govern the Year; 


1e 


C5 


AVIARY: 


The Guards came on, and look'd at John, 


23 
All the Nymphs were in white, and the Shep* 
herds in green, 
The Garland was giv*nand Philis was Queens 
But Phillis refus'd it, and fighing did ſay, 
I'll not wear a Garland while Pan is away. 
While Pan and fair Syrinx are fled from the Shore 
The Graces are baniſh*d and Love is no more £ 
The ſoft God of Pleaſure that warm'd our Defires 
Has broken, his Bow and extinguiſh'd his Fes, 
And vows that himſelf and his Mother will 
mourn, * 
Till Pan and fair Syrinx in Triumph return, 


Forbear your Addrefſes, and court us no mores. - 
For we will perform what the Deity (wore 4 
But if you dare think of deſerving our Charms 
Away with your Sheep-hooks, and take to 
your Arms: 2 (dorn, 


Then Laurels and Myrtles your Brows Mall a- 


When Pan and fair Syrinx in Triumph return, 


SONG 54 MNonſenfical Folks. 
ATrifling Song you ſhall hear, | 
Begun with a "Trifle, and ended: 
All trifling People draw near, 
And 1 thall be nobly attended. 
Were it not fer Trifles a few, 
That lately have come into Play, 
The Men would want ſomething to do, 
And tlie Women want ſomething to fays 


32 | The 
What makes Men trifle in drefling ? 
Becauſe the Ladies, they know, 


Admire, by often poſſeſſing, 
That eminent Trifle a Beau. 


When the Lover his Moments has trifled, 


The Trifle of Trifles to gain, 
No ſooner the Virgin is rifled, 
But a Trifle ſhall part them agame 


What mortal Man would be able 


At White's half an Hour to fit ? 
Or who cou'd bear a Tea-Table, 
Without taking Trifles for Wit ? 


The Court is from Trifles ſecure ; 
Gold Keys are no Trifles, we ſee 3 
White Rods are no Trifles I'm ſure, 
Whatever their Bearers may be. 
But if you will go to the Place, 
Where Trifles abundantly breed, 
The Levee will ſhew you his Grace 
Makes Promiſes Trifles indeed. 
A Coach with Six Footmen behind F 
I count neither Trifle nor Sin ; 
But, ye Gods! how oft do we find 
A ſcandalous Trifle within ? 
A Flaſk of Champagne, People think it 
A Trifle, or ſomething as bad : 
But if you'll contrive how to drink it, 


% _ You'll find it no Trifle, by Gad. 


via 


AF the Show in Vallies lying, 


Is contemn'd by every Lover, 


A Parſon's a Trifle at Sea, * 

. 's a Trifle in Sorrow; 

A Peace is a Trifle to day; 

Who knows whit ay happen to morrow ) 


A Black-Coat a Trifle may Cloak, 
Or to hide it a Red may endeavour; 
But if once the Army is broke, 

We ſhall have more Trifles than ever. 


The Stage is a Trifle, they ſay, 
The Reaſon pray carry along, 
Becauſe that at ev'ry new Play, 
The Houſe they with Trifles do throngi 


But with People's Malice to trifle, 
And toſet us all on a Foot, 

The Author of this is a Trifle, 
And his Song is a Trifle to boot, 


SONG 55. 


Phæbus his warm Beams applylbg; 
Soon diſſolves and runs away; : 
So the Beauties, ſo the Graces 


Of the moſt bewitching Faces, I 
At approaching Age decay. 
As a Tyrant when degraded B 


Is deſpis'd, and is upbrai 
By the Slaves he once controul'd { 
So the Nymph, if none could move ha; 


When her Cuarms are grow ing o d. 


Melancholie Looks and Whining, 
Grieving, Quarrelling and Pining, 


Are th your Rigours move; 


Soft Careſſes, am'rous Glances, 
Melting Sighs, tranſporting Trances, 
Are the bleſt Effects of Love. 


he AV 


Fair ones ! while your Beauty's blooming, 


Employ Time, leſt Age reſuming 
What your Youth profuſely lends 3 

You are robb'd of all your Glories, 

And condemn'd to tell old Stories 
To your unbelieving Friends. 


SONG 56. 
AS Cupid many Ages paſt, 
Went out to take the Al 
And on the roſy Morning feaſt, 
He met Ophelia there, | 
A while he gaz d, a while ſurvey'd 
Her Shape and ev'ry Part; 
But as his Eyes run o'er the Maid, 
Hers reach'd his little Heart. 
His Quiver ſtrait and Bow he took, 
And bent it for a Flight; 
But then by chance ſhe caſt a Lock, 
Which ſpoil'd his Purpoſe quite. 


Diſarm'd, he knew not what to do, 


Nor how to crown his Love; 
At laſt reſolv'd, away he flew, 
Another Shape to prove. 


I ARY. 
A luſtful Satyr ſtrait. return'd, | 
In hopes his Form would'take'5 __ 
For many Nymphs for them have burn d, 
'Burn'd *cauſe they cou'd not ſpeak. * 


' axY 


Ophelia had no ſooner ſpy d 
His Godſhip, Goat and Man; 


But loudly for Afiſtance ery*d, 


And fleetly homeward tan. | | * 


Perplex'd at her Affright, but more 
At's own Defeat, he ſhook 

The Monſter off, then fled before, 
And ſtrait Man's Aſpect took. 

He ſmil'd, entfeated, ly'd, and vow'd, 
Nay, offer d her a Sum; _ 

And grew Importunate and rude, 
As ſhe drew neatet home. 


At laſt when Tears, nor ouglit cou'd move; 


He thus beſpoke the Fair; 
Know, cruel Maid, I'm God of Love, 
And can command Deſpairt. 
Vet Dame to ſue, oh! bleſs me then, 
As you regard yout Eaſe ; p. N 
For Lam King of Gods and Men, 
1 give and baniſh Peace. 


Or be thou Love, or be thou hate, 
Enrag*d Ophelia ſwore; -. 

In never change my Virgin State 
Nor ever ſee the more. 


5 


34 The 


" "Pxploded Love reſiſted ſo, 
In Pity to Mankind, 


Arrows broke; and burnt his Bow, 


left his Name behind. 


SONG 57. 
AL me, why I ſend-you here 
This Firſtling of the Infant Year ? 
Aſk me, Why I ſend to you 


This Primroſe all be-pearl'd with Dew ? 


I muſt whiſper to your Ears, 


The Sweets of Love are waſh'd with Tears: 


Aſk me, Why this Roſe doth ſhow 
All yellow, green and fickly too ? 
Aſk me, Why the Stalk is weak ? 


And yielding each Way, yet not break ? 


I muſt tell you, theſe difcover 


What Doubts and Fears are in a Lover. 


A fair O'inda fitting was 

i Beneath a ſhady Tree; 

Much Love I did profeſs to her, 
And ſhe the like to me: 

But when I kiſs'd her lovely Lips, 
And preſt her to be kind: 

She cry d, Oh, no. But I remember, 

Women's Wards are Wing. 

I hugg'd her till her Breath grew ſhort, 

Then farther did intrude ; 


1 


1 


AVIARx. 


She ſcratch'd and ſtruggld modeſtly, 
And told me I was rude: 

I begg' d her Pardon twenty Times, 
And ſome Concern did feign; 

But Iike a bold preſumptuous Sinner, 
I did the like again. * 

At laſt I did by Dallianee raife, 
The pretty Nymph's Defire ; 

Our Inclinations equal were, 
And mutual was our Fire : 

Then, in the Height of Joy, ſhe ant; 
Oh! I'm undone I fear; 

Oh! kill me, tick me, ſtick me, 
Kill me, kill me quite my Dear. 


SONG Fo. 


AVE my paſt Life is mine no more, 
The flying Hours are gone, | 
Like tranfitory Dreams giv'n o'er, | 
Whole Images are kept in Store, 
By Memory alone. 
Whatever is to come is not, 
How can it then be mine? 


The preſent Moment's all my Lot, 


And that as faſt as it is got, 
Phillis is only Thine. 

Then talk not of Incdnſtancy, 
Falſe Hearts and broken Vows : 


f 1 by Miracle can by | 
This be uk Minute true to thee, 
It's all that Heav'n allows, 


SONG 60. 

S unconcern'd and free as Air, 

I did retain my Liberty; 

augh' d at the Fetters of the Fair, 

And ſcorn'd a beauteous Slave to be : 


And firſt inform d me how to Love; 
hen Pleaſure did invade each Part; 
Yet to conceal my Flame I ſtrove. 


As Indians at a Diſtance pay 

Their awful Rev* rence to the Sun; 
And dare not till he'll bleſs the Day, 
| Seem to have any Thing begun: 


hus reſt, I *till your Smiles invite, 


ind tremble to expreſs Delight, 
Unleſs you pleaſe to eaſe my Pain, 


SONG 61. 


\ SK not the Cauſe, why ſudden Spring 
So long delays her Flow'rs to bear? 

hy warbling Birds forget to ſing, 

And Winter Storms invert the Year ? 

hloris ts gone, and Fate provides, 

To make it "Pg where the reſides, 


The AVIA RY * 


Till your bright Eyes ſurpriz d my Heart, 


My Looks and Thoughts I do conſtrain ; 


Chloris is gone, the cruel Fair; + a 
She caſts not back a pitying Eye; 85 
But left her Lover in Deſpair, | # 


To ſigh, to languiſh, and to die: 
Ah, how can thoſe fair Eyes endure 
To give the Wound they will not cure ! a 


Great God of Love, 4 * 
A Face that can all Hearts command. 
That all Religions can invade, | 
And change the Laws of ev'ry Land? 
Where thou hadſt plac'd ſuch Pow'r before, . 
Thou ſhould"ſt have made her Mercy more. 
When Chloris to the Temple comes, ths 
Adoring Crowds before her fall; * 
She can reſtore the Dead from Tombs, 
And ev'ry Life but mine recal; + 
I only am by Love defign'd | I 


1 
| : 


£4 To n VIE 


A Preſbyterian Cat ſat « wad of het Prop 
nd in the Houſe 
caught a Mouſe 
Upon a Sabbath Day. 
The Miniſter offended at ſuch a Cat propa 
Threw by his Book, ' 
The Cat he took, : 1 
And bound her in a Chain. 


Is. 


d. 


ney 


* . 
* Thou damnꝰ d confounded Creature, 


þ 
| 


FA LS 
- * 
# 


ſhedder ſaid he, 
Think*ſt thou to throw 
To Hell below | _. 
My holy Wife and me. 


Thou well may ſt be aſſured, thou Blood for 


Blood ſhall pay, 
© For taking of the Mouſe's Life 
Upon the Sabbath Day. 


Then up phe took the Bible, and heartily he pray'd 


That the great Sin 
The Cat was in 


py . 


+ Upon a Tree, 
While Pref. John ſung a Pſalm, 


SONG 6;. 


A Pedlar Proud, as I heard tell, . 


He came into a Town ; 


With certain Wares he had to fell, 


Which he cry*d up and down: 


And firſt of all he did begin 


With Ribbands, Laces, Points, or Pins, 


Gartering, Girdling, Tape, of Filleting, 


Maids any Coney-ſkins, 


Thave of your fine perfum'd Gloves, 


n 
_ 09. WW. A 
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* 
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_— Such as young Men do give their Lo 5 
825 When they their Favour win: vero 


Beſides he had many a 
Than Ribbands, 8 E 
1 have of your fine Necklaces, 
As ever you did behold ; 
And of your Silk Handkerchiefs, 
— are lac'd round with Gold: ; 
Beſides he had many a 
Than Ribbonds, A Thing 
Good Fellow, ſays one, and ſmiling fat, 
Your Meaſure does ſomewhat Pinch; 
Beſide you meaſure at that rate, 
It wants above an Inch : 
And then he ſhew d her a prettier Thing 
Than Ribbands, &c. 


The Lady was pleaſed with what ſhe bad ſeen 


And vow'd and did proteſt ; 


| Unleſs he'd ſhew it her once again, \ 


She ne er ſhou'd be at reft : 


| With that he ſhew'd her a prettier Thin 


Than Ribbands, &c. 


With that the Pedlar began to huff, 
And ſaid his Meaſure was good, 
If that ſhe pleaſed to try his Stuff, 

And take it whilſt it ſtood : 


And then he gave her a prettier W 
Than Ribbands, &c. 


Pray bring good ſtore of yourWare ; 

And for new Cuſtomers do not | 
For I'll take all and to ſpare: 

With that ſhe hugg d his prettier Thing 
Than or Laces, Points, or &c. 


8 ON 64. TO. 
Soldier and a Sailor, a Tinker and a Taylor, 
Had once a doubtful Strife, 'Sir, | 
To make a Maid a Wife, Sir, 
Whoſe Name was Buxom Joan; 
Whoſe Name was Buxom Joan, + 
For now the Time was ended 
When ſhe no more intended 
To lick her Lips at Man, Sir, 
Nor gnaw the Sheets in vain 
And lie a-Nights alone; 
The Soldier ſwore like Thunder 
He lov*d her mote than Plunder ; 
And ſhew*d her many a Star, Sir, 
Which he had brought from far, Sir, 
In fighting for her Sake. % 
The Taylor thought to pleaſe her, 
By off ring her his M = 
The Tinker too, with mietal,! 
Said he wou'd mend her 
And ſtop up eviry Leak” 
The Sailor dn waiting ; 


\ 


Gs 
* 


e 
Qood Fellow, ſaid ſhe, when you come again Thought, 


Sighs which are from 
.  Ev'n the Tears they ſhed 


And they leſs fimple than befors. f 
Love, li 


— 


” uf 

if it came about, Sir, "$3 

That they ſhould all fall out, Sir, 

He then might play his part: 

And juſt e en as he meant, Sir, 

To Loggerheads they went, Str, 

And then he let fly at her h 

A Shot twixt Wind and Water, 
Which won this fair Maid's Heart. 


AH! How ſweet it is to Love! ©) : 
X Ah! how gay is young Deſire! SY 

And what pleaſing Pains we-prove, ., RO 
-Whon firſt we feel a Lover's Fige 3 | 
Pains of Love are ſweeter far 

Than all other Pleaſures are, | 

vers blown, . 
gart? 


ne, FF 
Cure, like trickling Palin, their Smarty © 
Lovers, when they loſe their Breath, 
Bleed away, an eaſy Death. _ 8 
Love and Time with Rev'rence uſe, 4 
Treat fei « vita? 
Nor the golden Gifts refuſe, | 
Which in Youth fincers they lend, 
For each Year their Price is more 


» 


Do but gently heave t 


- 
©. 


| E 

e Spring- Tides, full and high, 

wells in w. Peu Veins 94 
a » -1i 
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But each Tide does leſs fupply, 
Till they quite ſhrink in again; 
Af z Flow in Age appear, 

"Tis but Rain, and runs not clear, 


8ON G 66. 
AS the Delian God 
| To fam'd Helicon, 
F. From Heav*ns High Court defcended down, 
There the tuneful Muſes playing he found 
A Sonata divinely rare; 
When Thalia touch'd the charming Flute | 
Erato ſtruck the warbling Lute ; _ 
Aud Clio's Treble joining fo't, 
Made the Harmony beyond Compare, 


Then Euterpe's full Baſs 
The fweet Conſort did raiſe, 
And with Pleaſure each Senſe was alarm'd ; 
( Ey'ry Note was enjoy d, 
Ev'ry Hand was employ'd, 5, 
With Sounds of Joy the flow'ry Vallies rung ; 
Apollo gaz'd, and filent was his Tongue 
But, when his dear Calliope ſung, 
Ah! then the God was charm d. 


5 o NG 65. 
He, Avi , thou faireſt Thing in Nature, 
6% 


i. 


How can ou when Da does 
x I ſleep 7 


® + 
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How can you ſleep, my charming EINE 
When all the World you keep awake? 

She. What Swain is this that ſings ſo early 
Under my Window, by the Dawn ? 

He. *Tis one, my Dear, that loves you dearlyy 
Therefore in Pity eaſe my Pain. 

She. Softly, elſe you'll wake my Mother, 

No Tales of Love ſhe lets me hear, 

Go tell. your Paſſion to ſome other, . 
Or whiſper ſoftly in my Ear. 

He. Howcan you bid me love another, 
Or rob.yau of your beauteous Charms? 

*Tis time you were wean'd from your Mothes 
You're fitter for your Lover's A von 


SONG „ 
Are, a Whig, and a moderate Man, 
O'er a Tub of ſtrong Ale \ | | 
Met, in Ayleſbury Vale, (Nan; 
Where liv'd a plump Laſs, they call 4 Buxom 
The Tory a Londoner, proud and high, 
The Whig was a Tradefman plaguy ly, 
The Trimmer a Farmer, but merry and 
And thus they their Suit began; 
Pretty Nancy, we're come to put in our Claim 
Reſolv'd 4 upon Wedlock*s pleafing Game; 
n. S e af 
illiam the Whig, INT 14 
2 Roger the Grigg 
uren er Were buckl Fin Girdle af 2 


Say which will you chuſe, 

Iso tye with a Nooſe 3; 

or a Wife we muſt carry, whate'er comes on't;/ 
Then think upon't, 

KV ou'll ne'er be ſorry when you have don't; 

Nor like us the worſe for our wooing ſo one 4; 
Then tell us who pleaſes beſt. 


The Laſs, who was not of the Motion ſhy, 
The ripe Years of her Life” © 
and five, ' 
To the Words of her Lovers firait made Reply ; 
I find you believe me a Girl worth Gold, 
And I know. too youlike my Copy-hold ; ; 
9 8 Fortune favours the Briſk and the 


One of ye I mean to try, W! 
But I'm not for you, nor Sacheverel's Cauſe, 
Nor you with ydur Hoadly's Hunts and Haws 3 
= Jacob the Big, | 

William the „ 
But Roger the e 
With his Mirth and Mildn 


Tis him I will e er, : 
For the conjugal Nooſe : 

So that you, the Church Bully, may rave and 
And you may cant, (rant, 


ill both are-impeach'd in Parliament; 


rf nnen 


* 


Dis Union and Peace that the Nation does TI | 
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| AS Cælia near a Fountain + 


Her Eye-lids clos'd with 
The Shepherd Damon chanc'd that at Way 
To drive his Flock of Sheep, 
To drive, &c. 


With awful Step h*approach'd the Fair, 


To view her charming Face, 
Where ev ry Feature wore an Air, 
And ev 'ry Part a grace, 
And ev'ry, &c. | 


His Heart inflam'd with amorous Pain, 


He wiſh'd the Nymph would wake, 


Tho' ne'er before was any Swain 
So unprepar d to ſpeak,” 


So unprepar*d, &c. 
Whilſt ſlumb' ring thus fair Czlia Is 


Soft Wiſhes filPd her Mind, 
She ſcry'd, come, Thyrfis, come W, | 


For now I will be * 
For now, &c. 
Damon embrae*d the lucky kur, | 
And flew into her Arms, 
He tock her in the yielding Fit, 
And rifled all her Charms, 
- And rifled, 4c. 


0 < 
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SONG 70. 
Cobler there Was, and he lived in a Stall, 
Which ſerv d him for Parlour, for Kitchen 
and Hall, 
No Coin in his Pocket, nor Care in his Pate, 
No Ambition had he, nor Duns at his Gate: 
Derry down, down, down, derry down, 


{Content he work, and be thought him 
; IF at Night he could purchaſe a Jug of brown 


Nappy 3 | (moſt ſweet, 
How he d la "a ede, and ſing too 
12 os Hair I made both Ends meet: 
down, &Cc. - 
But Love, the Diſturber of High and of Lows» 
That ſhoots at the Peaſant as well as the Beau; 
He ſhot the poor Cobler quite thorough the Heart, 
J wiſh he had hit ſome more ignoble Part: 
Derry down, &c. 
* a Cellar this Archer did play, 
ere a buxom young Damſel continually lay; 
Her Eyes ſhoneſobright when ſheroſeev'ry Day, 
That the ſhot the poor Cobler quite over the Way. 
down, &c. 
He ſung her Loves Songs as he ſat his Work, 
But ſhe was as hard ag a Jew, or a Turk: (ler, 
eee 25 pake, ſhe would flounce and would 
iah put the + wi * into deſpair : 
wy * 1 


The AVI ART. 


He took up his Awl that he had in the World, 
And to make away with himſelf was reſolv'd 3 
He pierc*d through his Body inſtead of the Sole» 
So the Cobler he dy d, and the Bell it did toll ü 
Derry down, &Cc. | 
And now in good Will I advife, as a Friend, 
All Coblers take Warning by this Cobler's End: 
- Keep. y 8 3 
what's 
That Love brings us Alto an Lad at ai 
Derry down, & ð | 


SONG. 71. 
| AGrahopper anda Fly, 291; Sk, 
In Summer hot and dry, : 
In eager Argument were met | 
About, about Priori. 0 
Says the Fly to the Graſnopper, * 
From mighty Race I rns, 
Bright Phoebus was my Dad, tis "ha 
And I eat and Drink with a King, 
Says the Graſhopper to the Fly, - 
Such Rogues are ftill preferr d; 
Your Father might be of high Deger, _—__ 
But your Mother was but a Turd, n 
WE CHORUS, _. 
1 * So Rebel my a 4 , 
h So Rebel, — * 
That did to Empipe ſoar; 


- 
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is Father might be the Lord knows what * Wi o'er Hedges and 

'His Father might be the Lord knows what, * 2 Wen, 5 

But his Mother we knew a Whore, a Whore, Without Fear of Necks, or gauling yourBreeches. 
a Whore, a Whore, a Whore, a Whore, Blow a Retreat, blow, blow, tantivee, tivee, 
a Whore, a Whore: | tivee, tivee. | 

Jis Father might be the Lord knows what, If ſhe run down the Wind ſhe may chance to 

But his Mother we knew a Whore, aWhore, - deceive ye; ; 

a Whore, a Whore, A Recheat, a Recheat, tivee, tivee, tiver. 

- Pox on't we're baulk d; for by my Soul 


t, | SONG 72. The Vixen'sjuſt now earth'd, ſee here's the Hole 
hk Way, away ye brave Fox-hunting Race, Put in the Tarriers. Faith tis fo, : 
Away, away to a Bourn Chaſe ; She's crept at leaſt five Yards below'2 
Aſhton Park alone to Day, They're working: Hark ! and lay at her ſo well. 
e or here will be the Royal Play: They' ll make her bolt, tho' twere as deep as Hell. 


ſee yonder's the Covert, to Horſe let's be going, is done, tis done ; ſne's ſnapt, ſhe*s Kik ds 
hrow, throw off the Finders then, honeſt Wil Hallow, brave Boys, then from the Feld. 
Owen. And jolly Huntſmen blow poor Reynard 's Kae. 

Away you brave, &c. [Bugles ſound. 380 5 ; 
nkennel-quick, yon blaky Ground 2 LE 
Dhey*ll hive a Touch for Ray Pound AKeſtleſs Lover I eſpy'd, 

ark, hark to Soundwell, that's noble Dog, That went from Place to Place, 
oſs him, my jolly Lads, heux, heux the Drag: Lay down and turn'd from Side to Side, 
The Fox has broke Covert; let none lag behind, And ſometimes on his Face; 
e · ve had an Entappeſſe, ſheruns up the Wind? But when thoſe Med'cines were apply d. 


. Off with the Chaſe Hounds hoa, | In Hopes of Intermiſſion, 
| Now, now the Sportſmen ſhew : Like onethat found no Eaſe, he cry'd, 
Let Lillywhore and Cæſar run; Has Cupid no Phyſician ? | 
Toſſpot and Ruler, * What do thoſe Ladies with their Loch, 
Capper and Cooler, Their Kiſſes, and their Smiles ? 


Ds » 


-1 | Pompey and Gallant, low em on. 


* 


* 
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Can no Receipt in thoſe fair Books 
Repair their former Spoils? 

But they complain as well as we, 
Their Pains have no Remiſſion, 

And when both Sexes wounded be, 
Hath Cupid, &c. 

Have we ſuch Palſies and ſuch Pains, 
Such Fevers and ſuch Fits, 

No quick effential chemick grains, 
No ZEſculapian Wits ? 

No Creature can beneath the Sun, 5 
Prevail in Oppoſition, 


Aud when ſuch Wonders may be done, 


* Hath, &c. 


Into what Poiſons do hay dip 
Their Arrows and their Darts, 
By touching of our Fingers Ends, 
The Pain doth prick our Hearts, 
Now I perceive before get, 
Into the Inquiſition, 
Death-never had a Surgeon yet, 
Nor Cypid a Phyſician. 


SONG 74. 


Shepherd t Sheep on a Hill ſo high, 
A fa, 1 bs 


And there came a pretty Maid paſſing by, fa, Ba; 


| Shepherd, quoth ſhe, doſt thou want e er a Wife, 


Poop hy Troth I'm not weary of my Life, 
23, la, la, &. 


k 
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| Shepherd for thee I care not a Fly, 


And made her believe that the World went round. 
Lock yonder my Shepherd, look yonder I ſpy 


 Andnowthey arevaniſht, and now they appear, 
Sure they will tell Stories of what we do here. 


For thou*ſt not the Face with a fair 38 Ke, | 
How now my Damſel, ſay*ſt thou me ſo, 
Thou ſhalt taſte of my Bottle before thou doſt go, 


Then he took her and laid her upon the Ground, 


There are fine pretty Babies that dance in the Sky. 


Lie ſtill, my Dear Chloris, enjoy thy Conceit/ 
For the Babies are too young, and too little to 
prate. 


See how the Heavens fly fwifter than Day, ; 
Riſe quickly, or they will all run away ' © 
Riſe quickly my Shepherd, - quickly I tell-ye, 
For the _ » Moon and aca are got ing 
Belly. 
O! Dear, where am I pray ſhew methe Way. 
Unto my Father's Houſe hard bj; 
If he chance to chide me for ſtaying ſo long, 
T'lltel him the Fumes of your Bottle was ſtrong, 
And now thou haſt brought my Body to ſhame 
I prithee now tell me what is thy Name. 
Why Robin inthe Ruſhes my Name is, quoth he 
But I think I told her quite contrary. . + 


! 


Then for Robin in the Nuſhes, ſhe did enqui 
But he hung down his Head, and he would r 
"© Pan — 1.3 D. 19. 


The 


Zo. 8 0 N G 7 5 

nd, As from a Rock paſt all Relief, 

nd. The ſhipwreckt Colin ſpying 

X His native Soil, o'ercome with Grief, 
KY. Half ſunk in Waves, and dying: 


ith the next Morning Sun he ſpies 


With Joy, and waits her Motion. 


Bo when by her whom long Llov'd, 
I ſcorn'd was, and deſerted, 

Pw with Deſpair my Spirits mov'd, 
To be for ever parted : 

hus. dropt I, till diviner' Grace 
found in pegzy s Mind and Face 7 
n gratitude appear d then baſe, 
Virtue more engaging. - 


hen now fince happily P've hit, 
7 II have no more delaying ; 

et. Beauty yield to manly Wit, 
We loſe ourſelves in ſtaying: 
N haſte dull Courtſhip to a Cloſe, 
dince Marriage can my Fears oppoſe ; 
y ſhould we happy Minutes loſe, 
Since, Peggy, I muſt love thee ? 


And deem't a Lover' s Duty, 


AVIARY 
He wink'd with one Eye, as ifhe had been blind, 
And he drew one Leg after a great Way behind. 


\ Ship, which gives unhop'd Surprize: 
New Life ſprings up, he lifts his Eyes' 


en may be fooliſh, if they pleaſe, * 


To figh, and ſacrifite their Faſe, 
Doating on a proud Beauty: 


Such was my Caſe for many a Fear, 


Till hope ſucceeding to my Fear 


Falſe Betty's Charms now diſappear, + 


Since Peggy's far outſhin'd them. 


SONG 756. 


A Worthy London *Prentice 
Came to his Love by Night 3 


The Candles they were lighted, 


The Moon did ſhine fo rights 

He knocked at the Door, 
To eaſe him of his Pain ; 

She roſe and let him in Love, 
And went to. Bed again. 


He went into the Chamber, 


Where his true Love did lie; 


She quickly gave Conſent, 


For to have his Company: 


She quickly gave Conſent, 


The Neighbours peeping out ; 

So take away your Hand, Lave. 
Let's blow the Candle « out. 

I would not for a Crown, Love, 
My Miftreſs ſhould-it know 5 

I'll in my Smock ſtep down, Love, 
And I'll out the Candle Us 4 


Ds 


Tlie Streets fo ni 
| rn. 


Some may peep in and ſi Love, 
9 Let's blow the Candle Ct. 


My Maſter and my Miſtreſs 
Upon the Bed do lie, 


- 
— * 
: 

by 


* Without any Fear or Doubt 
1 And we'll 2 another, F 
Let's blow the Candle out, 
I prithee ſpeak more ſoftly 
Of we have to do ; 
_ Leſt that our Noiſe and talking 
OP Should make our Pleaſure rue: 
Tor kiffing one another 
Will make no evil Rout, 
let us now be filent. 
And blow the Candle out, 
Rae Je 1 be doing, 
could no lon 2 
She ſtrove to . out, 
And puſh'd his Hand away: 
young Man was ſo haſty, 
To lay his Arms about 3 
But the cry d, I pray, Love, 
Let's blow the Candle out. 
As this young Couple ſported, 
The Maiden ſhe did blow z 


? 


m—_—_— TY av CRY. 


. = 


— 


But when the Candle went out, 3 
Alas ! I do not know ; 

Said ſhe, I fear not now, Sir, 
My Maſter or my Dame ; 

And what this Couple did, Sir, 


SUNG. 27; 
AS I beneath the Myrtle Shade lay mufing; 
Sylvia the fair, in mournful Sounds, / 
Venting her Grief, the Air thus wounds; 
Oh ! God of Love, ceaſe to torment me :; J 


Send to my Aid ſome gentle Swain, 
Whoſe Balm apply'd, may eaſe my Pain, / 

Aloud I cry*d, and all the Groves reſounded; 
Heavenly Nymph complain no more, It 
Love does thy wiſh'd-for Peace reſtore, 

And ſends a gentle Swain to eaſe thee ; A 
In whom a longing Maid may find 
A Balm to cure a love- ſick Mind. 


She bluſh'd and ſigh d, and puſh'd the Med ' cin 
from her, 2 
Which ſtill the more encreas d her Pain, 
Finding at length ſhe ſtrove in vain, _ 
O! Love, ſhe cry d: I muſt obey thee; 
Who can the raging Smart endure ? 
She ſuck' d che Balm, and found the Cure! 


— _AF% ” —— _ 


The 


SONG 78. 
ACockold it is thought 
A moſt reproachful Name; 

Since Wives commit the Fault, 

Whilſt Huſbands bear the Blame. 
Tis natural for Women 

Such little Slips to make; 
And if they were not common, 

How many Heads would ake ? 
Tu give my Wife her Humour, 

If ſhe'll but give me mine; 
And tho* I hear bad Rumour, 

I never will repine, | 
If ſhe a Cuckold make me, 

I'll ſerve her in her Coin; 
And may the Devil take me, 

If e'er I lag behind. 


* 
= 
8. 


' 


3 SONG 79. 
\ Beggar got a Beadle, g 
A Beadle got a Yeoman ; 


| Yeoman got a Prentice, 

A Prentice got a Freeman: 

e Freeman got a Maſter, 

The Maſter got a Leaſe ; ; 
he Leaſe made him a Gentleman, 
And Juſtice of the Peace, 

he Juſtice being rich, 

And gallant in Defire, 


AVIARY. 


He marry'd with a Lady, 
And fo he got a Squire: 
The Squire got a Knight 
Of Courage bold and ftout ; 
The Knight he got a Lord, 
And ſo it came about. 

The Lord he got an Earl, 
His Country he forſook, 
He travell'd into Spain, 

And there he got a Duke: 
The Duke, he got a Prince, | 
The Prince, a King of Hope; 
The King, he got an Emperor, 
The Emperor, a Pope. 
Thus, as the Story ſays, 
The Pedigree did run; 
The Pope heigot a Friar, 
The Friar got a Nun: | 
The Nun by chance did ſtumble, 
And'on her Back ſhe ſunk, 
The Fryar he fell top of her, 
And ſo he got a Monk. 


The Monk he had a Son, - 
With whom he did inhabit, 
Who when the Father dy'd, 
The Son became Lord Abbot 2 
Lord Abbot had a Maid, 
And he catch'd her in the 
And ſomething he did to her, 


And fo begot a Clerk. 


46 
Clerk he got a Sexton, 
The Sexton got a Digger; 
The Digger got a Prebend, 
The Prebend got a Vicar; 
The Vicar got an Attorney, 
The which he took in Snuff; 
The Attorney got a Barriſter, 
The Barriſter a Ruff. 
The Ruff did get godd Counſel, 
Good Counſel got a Fee ; 
The Fee did get a Motion, 
That it might pleaded be : 
The Motion got a Judgment ; 
And ſo it came to paſs, | 
A Beggar's Brat, a ſcolding Knave, 
A crafty Lawyer was. 


| SONG 8o. 

AS I faw fair Chloe walk alone, 
The feather'd Snow come ſoftly down, 
Like Jove deſcending from his Tower, 
Tocourt in a filver Shower. 
The wanton Snow flew to her Breaſts, 
Like little Birds into their Neſts; 
But, being o'ercome with Whiteneſs there, 
For Grief diſſolv'd into a Tear; | 
Then flowing down her Garment's Hem, 

To deck her, froze into a Gem. 
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A® Sylvia in a Foreſt lay, 
To vent her Woes alone, 

Her Swain Philander paſs'd that Way, 
And heard her dying Moan. 

Ah! is my Love, ſaid ſhe to you, 
So worthleſs and ſo vain ? 

Why is your ufual Fondneſs now 
Converted to Diſdain? 

You vow'd, The Day ſhould Darkneſs turn, 
Ere you'd forſake your Love; 

In Shades now may Creation mourn, 
Since you unfaithful prove. 


Was it for this I Credit gave 
To ev'ry Oath you ſwore ? 
But ah ! it ſeems they moſt deceive, 
Who moſt our Charms adore. 
*Tis plain your Aim was all Deceit, 
The Practice of Mankind: 
Alas! I fee it, ---- but too late, 
My Love before was blind, 
What Crime, Philander, have I done, 
For Cruelty ſo great? | 
Ves. for your ſake neglected one, 
And hugg'd you into Hate. 


For you, delighted I could die, 
But oh ! with Grief I'm fill'd, 


- 
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To think that fooliſh, conſtant > For when at laſt you have attain'd 
ould by yourſeff be Kir = th The great myſterious Bliſs ; 
But what avail my fad Complaints, wo ern NO Something gain 4, 
While you my Cauſe negle&? d "= c h þ ceting tis; 
My Wailing inward Sorrows vents, You'll carſe the fond and am'rous Heat, 
Without the wiſh'd Effect. And nnd out quiekiy who's the greateſt Cheat, 
This ſaid, ---- all breathleſs, fick and pale, ' SONG 83. 
Her Head upon her Hand, Riſe, ariſe, 
, great Dead, for Arms renown'd, 
22 2 » 3.11 i fail | A Riſe from. your Urns and ſave your dying 
tory ; 
. Philander now begins to melt ' Your Deeds will be in dark Oblivion drown'd, 


But ere the eee | For mighty William ſeizes all your Gl 
The heavy Hand of Death ſhe felt, 8 your Glory. 


Again the Britiſh Trumpet ſounds 
And her poor Heart was broKe. | Again Britannia bleeds; , 
SONG. 82. „ To glorious Death, or comely Wounds, 
As Damon, who had hardly ſped F gary Monarch leads. 
In Wedlock's heavy Chains, Pay us, kind Fate, the Debt you owe, 
His tender Flock with Thyrſis fed Celeſtial Minds from Clay untie 

Upon the ſmiling Plains; Let coward Spirits dwell below, 

hus to the Youth the Sage exclaim a, And only give the Brave to die. 


and the curſt Hour in which he marry d damn'd. 


Mo * my Rene, neuen. S Death alone the Marriage Knot unt ies, 
ould 0 thoe the Bli fs that Youth can give, „ % YO Lo | 
Without Remorſi * 3 Swe. Laſt untill Sleep, Death's Image, cloſe their Eyes, 

orle onoy | | : - Duſolve when they awake : (Theme, 
h ! ſhun that fatal Rock a Wife, 


bt galls thy Days with endl Pogue and Ag that fond Love which was B 
(trite. : | - 


The» AV 


SONG 85. 
, arm, the gen'rous Britons cry, 
Let us live free, or let us die; 
Trumpets ſounding, Banners flying, 
Braving Tyrants, Chains defying : 
Arm, arm, the $ Britons cry, 
Let us live free, or let us die; | 
Liberty ! Liberty ! 
Liberty ! Liberty ! 
z SONG 86. 
| Moret, the Milky Way, 
A Fram'd of many nameleſs Stars ! 
The ſmooth Stream, where none can ſay, 
He this Drop to that prefers ! 
Amoret, my lovely Foe ! 
Tell me where thy Strength does lie ? 
Where the Pow'r that Charms us ſo? 
In thy Soul, or in thy Eye? 
By that ſnowy Neck alone ; 
Or thy Grace in Motion ſeen ; 
No ſuch Wonders cou'd be done: 
Yet thy Waiſt is ſtrait, and clean, 
As Cupid's Shaft; or Hermes Rod; 
And pow'rful too, as either God. 


SONG 87. 
AS vainly wiſhing, gazing, dying, 
The fond Narciſſus lay; 


7 * 1 
* 


When he makes known his wond*rous Fe 


, 
I ANT. 
Kind Eccho, to his Sighs replying, - - 
Theſe Words was heard to ſay 
Ah ! wretched Swain, by Pride betray'd, 
That Pois' ner of the Mind; 
That Vice by None but Fools d, 
That Teſt of Souls defign'd ; 
That dang*rous Ill, which ne'er is found 
In ſuch as with Minerva's Gifts are crown 
What will you do when Time decaying 
| That lovely beanteons Face, 
And you the Laws of Fate obeying, 
e Muſtto old Age give place? 
Old Age, which comes with Swiftneſs on; 
Your haſty Minutes fly : 
Some Part of what you were is gone; 
Deforming Death is nigh : 
When Time and Pain your Charms abate, 
How will you then this Chriſtal Mirror hato| 
The God of Love you're now offending, 
| He looks with Anger down ; 
And while you're on yourſelf attending, 
Regardlefs of his Frown, © 
He'll make you curſe that fatal Hour 
In which you hither came: 


= 


You'll your Indiff*rence blame; 
And wiſh to me you'd kinder prov' d, 
Andleſs, much leſs, your own Perfe&tions l 
Be gone, be gone, he ſtill replying, 
Felt an inward Anguiſh ; 


h 
8 
P 
9 


7 A - _ 


* 


The 
And ſtill the wat'ry Image eying, 
For himſelf did languiſh. 


he pitying Nymph ftood grieving by, 
To ſee his vain Deſire; 


O why doſt thou retire ? F 
Why does this dear attrafting Shape 

ile thus he was himſeK admiring, - 

The cruel ſportive Pow'r, 

ho ſaw his Reaſon was expiring, 
Transform'd him to a Flow: 

The Nymph amaz'd the Wonder view'd, 
And wou'd not thence remove ; 

t length ſhe by her Grief ſubdu'd, 

An empty Voice did prove: 

Both were to Folly Victims made, 

ſhe by her Fondneſs, he by Pride betray' d. 


SONG 88. 


A Uguſtus crown'd with Majeſty, 

His weighty Cares removing, | 
tcheld this World, but nought could (py, 
Worth Royal Thought, but Loving : 

\ Synod of the Gods appear, 

And vote their ſacred Senſe : 

hat none but the divineſt Fair 

Should bleſs the greateſt Prince. 


pphronia their Command obeys, 
Sophronia their chief Bleſſing ; - 


e, 
ate 


AVIA RV. 


With dove- like Innocence, her Face + * 


With out- ſtretch d Arms ſhe heard him cry, 


From my Embrace with ſo much Haſte eſcape ? 


Was ſweet beyond expreſſirig Kod 
A Time commanding Beauty muſt, © - 
While the World laſts, be fine; 


And when the World is ſhook to Duft, 


The Sun will ceaſe to ſbine. 
I cannot blame thee : Were I Lord 


Of all the Wealth thoſe Breaſts afford, 7 


I'd be a Miſer too, nor give 

An Alms to keep a God alive. 

Oh ſmile not thus, my lovely Fair, 

On theſe cold Looks, that lifeleſs Ar; 

Prize him whoſe Boſom glows with Fe, 

With eager Love and ſoft Deſire. ** 
Tis true thy Charms, O powerſul Maid! - 

To Life can bring the filent ade: 


Thou canſt ſurpaſs the Painter's Art, 


And real Warmth and Flameg impart. 
But oh! it ne'er can love like ine; 


I've ever lov'd, and Jov'd but thee; LET 


Then, Charmer, grant my fond Requet, - 
Say thou canſt love, and make me blett. 


-.SONG 8g. 


A Taylor, good Lord, in the Time of Vacation, 
4 * When Cabbage was ſcarce, and when 
Pecket was low, 
Fer the Sake of good Liquor pretended a Paſſion 
' To one that {vid Ale in a Cuckoltdiy RN] 


F 


_ 


50 | 
Now a Louſe made him itch ; 
Here a Scratch, there a Stitch, 
And fing Cucumber, Cucumber ho. 
* One Day ſhe came up, when at Work in his 
- Garret, (know. 
To tell what he ow*d, that his Score he might 
Says he, it is all very right I declare it; 
Says ſhe, then I hope you will pay ere I go? 
Now a Louſe, &c. _ (dearly, 
Says Prick-Louſe, my Jewell, I love you moſt 
My Breaſt every Minute ſtill hotter does glow. 
Ay, only ſays ſhe, for the Juice of my Barley, 
And other good Drink in my Cellar below. 
Now a Louſe, &c. 


Says he, you miſtake, tis for fomething that's 


ö , (ſhow. 
K Which 1 dare not name, and you care not to 
4 Says ſhe, I'm afraid you are giv'n to flatter, 


What is it you mean, and pray where does it 
Now a Louſe, &c. | (grow ? 
in Says be, tis a Thing that has never a Handle, 
Tis hid in the Dark, and it lies pretty low ; 
Said ſhe, then I fear that you mult have a = 
\ | dle, 
Orelſe the wrong Way you may happen to go: 
Now a Louſe, &c. 


Says he, was it darker than ever was Charcoal, 
- Tho" I never was there, yet the Way do I 
5 (know ; 


* $3 
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Says ſhe, if it be ſuch a terrible dark Hole, 
Don't offer to grope out your Way to it ſo: 
Now a Louſe, &c. 
Says he, you ſhall ſee I will quckly be at it, 
For this is, oh this is the Way that I'll ge; 
Says ſhe, do not touzle me ſo, for I hate it, 
I vow by and by you will make me cry oh; 
So they both went to work, 14 
Now a Kiſs, then a Jirk, 
And ang Cucumber, Cucumber ho. 


The Taylor aroſe when the Buſineſs was over, 
Says he, you will rub out the Score ere you go! 
Says ſhe, I ſhall not pay ſo dear for a Lover, 
I'm not ſuch a Fool I would have you know: 
Now a Louſe made him itch, 
Here a Scrateh, there a Stitch, 
And ſing Cueumber, Cucumber ho. 


SON G go. To—in Mourning, 
AH why thoſe Tears in Nelly's Eyes ? 
To hear thy tender Sighs and Cries, 
The Gods ftand liſt' ning from the Skies, 
Pleas'd with thy Pieex. 
To movutn the Dead, dear Nymph, forbear, 
And of one dying take a Care, | | 
Who views thee as an Angel fair, 
Or fome Divinity, 
O be leſs graceful, or more kind, 
And cool this Fever of my Mind, 


zus by the Boy ſevere and blind; 
Wounded I ſigh for thee; | 

ybile hardly dare I hope to riſe 

o ſuch a Height by Hymen's Ties, 

o lay me down where Helen ties, 

And with thy Charms be free. 


Then muſt I hide my Love, and die? 

hen ſuch a ſovereign Cure is by , 
0; ſhe can love, and I'll go try, 

Whate'er my Fate may be ; 

Which ſoon Ill read in thy bright Eyes, 

ith thoſe dear Agents I'Il adviſe, 
W hey tell the Truth when Tongues tell Lies, 
The leaſt believ d by me. 


SONG gr. 

\ SI went forth to view the Spring, 
Which Flora had adorn'd 
n Raiment fair; now ev'ry Thing 
The Rage of Winter ſcorned: 

caſt mine Eye, and did eſpy 
A Youth, who made great Clamour ; 
d drawing nigh, I heard him cry, 
Ah! Omnia vincit Amor. 
pon his Breaſt he lay along, 

Hard by a murm'ring River, 
nd mournſully his doleful Song 

With Sighs he did deliver, 
u! Jenny's Face, and comely Grace, 
Her Locks that ſhin'd like Lammer, 


% 


" 
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With burning Rays have cut my Days 


For, omnia vincit Amor. 


Her glancy Een like Comets ſheen, 

The Morning Sun out- mining, 3 
Have caught my Heart in Cupid's Net, 
And make me die with Pining. 


Durſt I complain, Nature's to blame, 7 


So curiouſly to frame her, 


Whoſe Beauties rare make me with Care 


Cry, omnia vincit Amor, 


Ve chryſtal Streams that ſwiftly glide, 
Be Partners of my Mourning ! 

Ye fragrant Fields and Meadows wide, 
Condemn her for her Scorning : 

Let e'ery Tree a Witneſs be, 

Ho juſtly I may blame ber! 


Ah! omnia vincit Amor. 


Had ſhe been kind as ſhe was fair, 
She long had been admir d, 

And been ador d for Virtues rare, 
Wh'of Life now makes me tir'd. 

Thus ſaid, his Breath begun to fail, 
He cou'd not ſpeak, but ſtammer ; 

He ſigh'd full fore, and ſaid no __ 
But, omnia vincit Amor - 


When I obſerv'd him near to Death, 
I run in haſte to ſave him: | 
But quickly he reſign d his Breath; 
So deep the Wound Love gave tim, 


ve chanting Birds note theſe my Words, In 


_— The AV.IA RT. _. 


Wow for his Sake, this Vow I'll make, 
My Tongue ſhall ay defame her: 
While on his Herſe Il write this Verſe, 

Ah! omnia vincit Amor. 


Straight I conſider'd in my Mind 
__ Uponthe Matter rightly, - 
And found, tho* Cupid he be blind, 
He proves in Pith moſt mighty. 
For warlike Mars, and thund'ring Jove. 
And Vulcan with his Hammer, 
Did ever prove the Slaves of Love, 
For omnia vincit Amor. | 
Hence we may ſee th Effects of Love, 
Which Gods and Men keep under, 
That nothing can his Bonds remove, 
Or Torments break aſunder : 
Nor Wiſe, nor Fool need go to School, 
To learn this from his Grammar ; 
His Heart's the Book where he's to look, 
© For omnia vincit Amor. 


SONG 92. TI gar ye be fainto 
_. » follow me. 

He. Ab for a while my native green Plains, 
My neareſt Relations, and neighbor - 

ing Swains. 

Dear Nelly, frae theſe I'd ſtart eaſily free, 

Were Minutes not Ages, while abſent from thee. 

"She. Then tell me the Reaſon thou does not obey, 

The Pleadings of Love, but thus hurries away? 


Alake! thou Deceiver, o'er plainly I ce, 

A Lover ſae roving will never mind me. 
He. The Reaſon unhappy is owing to Fate, 

That gave me a Being without an Eſtate ; 

Which lays a Neceſſity now upon me, 

To purchaſe. a Fortune for Pleaſure to thee. 


She. Small Fortune may ſerve where Love h: 
the Sway, 

Then Johny be counſell'd na langer to ſtray; 

For while thou prove conſtant in Kindneſs to me, 

Contented I'll ay find a Treaſure in thee. 


He. Oceaſe, my dear Charmer, elſe ſoon I' 
betray 
A Weakneſs unmanly, and quickly give way 
To Fondneſs which may prove a Ruin to thee, 
A Pain to us baith, and Diſhonour to me. 


She. Bear witneſs, ye Streams ; and witne 
ye Flow'rs, 

Bear witneſs, ye watchful inviſible Pow'rs ; 

If ever my Heart be unfaithful to thee, 

May naithing propitious e er ſmile upon mg 
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N I'll awa to bony Tweed Side, 
And ſee my Deary come throw, 
And he ſhall be mine 
Gif ſac he incline, 


For I hate to lead Apes below, 


| 


The 
While young and fair, 
I'll make it my Care, 
To ſecure myſelfin a o: 
I'm na ſic a Fool 
To let my Blood cool, 
And ſyne gae lead Apes below. 
Few Words, bony Lad, 
Will eithly perſwade, 
Tho' bluſhing, I daftly ſay no; 
Gae on with your Strain, 
And doubt not to gain, 
For I hate to lead Apes below. | 
Unty'd to a Man, 
Do whate'er we can, 
We never can thrive or dow: . 
Then I will do well, 
Do better wha will, 
id let them lead Apes below, 
Our Time is precious, 
The Gods are gracious, 
hat Beauties upon us beſtow ; 
*Tis not to be thougtr, 
We got them for nought, 
Or to be ſet up for a Show. 


"Tis carried by Votes, 
Come kilt up ye're Coats, 
ad let us to Edinbuny go, 
Where ſhe that's bony * 
May catch a 2 
1 never lead Apes below 


Tas © ae 1 


SONG 94. Of, lesbare | 


A Maid i is like the golden Ore, 
Which hath Guineas intrinfical in't, : 

Whoſe Worth is never known before 

It is try'd and impreſt in the Mint. 1 Bo > 
A Wifeislike a Guinea in Gold, wort A 

Stamp'd with the Name of her N 7 
Novy here, now there, is bought, or is f 

And is current in every Houſe. . 5 


8 O0 N G .98. ; # rare V3 
AS near a Fountain“ s flow'ry Side 
The bright Selinda lay, 4 #6 
Her Looks increas'd the Summer's Pride, 
Her Eyes the Blaze of Day. 


The Roſes bluſh'd with deeper red, : a. 


To ſee themſelves out-done 3-0 © 
The Lillies ſhrunk into their Beds, © 7 
To find this faircr one. N ere 
Quick thro' the Air to this Retreat © 
A Bee induſtrious flew. ; N A 
Prepar'd to rifle ev*ry Sweet, ye 
And fip the balmy Dew. 9477 37 Jan 
Drawn b the Fragrance'of ber Breath, boy's, 
Her roſy Lips he found: | * 
Where he in Tranſports met bis Death; 8 * 
And dropt upon de Ground. . 


* ® 3 


* 
- 


# + 4 
. 
2 


* 
. 


Enjoy, bleſt Bee, enjoy thy Fate, 
Nor at thy Fall repine ; - 

Since Kings would quit their royal State, 
To ſhare a Death like thine. 


. 


| AT a May-Pole down in Kent, 

Now Spring with flow'ry Sweets was come, 
Nymphs with Swains to dancing went, 
Each hop'dto' bring the Garland home. 
When Amelia came they all gave way, 

- Youths with Joy their Homage pay, 
Nymphs confeſs her Queen of May, 
No one was ever yet ſo gay. 
As her Skin the Lilly fair, . 
New-budding Roſe her Mouth imparts. 
New-ſtrung Cupid's Bow her Hair ; 
Eyes, his keeneſt Ebon Darts. 
When you do her Temper view, 
Young, but wiſe, admir d, yet true, 
Never charm' d with empty Shew, 
Ne er indiſcreet, yet eaſy too. 
All around your Steps advance, 
No foot it in à fairy Ring, 
Nimbly trip, and as you dance, 
Live ever, bright Amelia ! ſing. 
With Böughs their Hearts of Oak beſet, 
Your brave Sires their Conquꝰ ror met; 
No Crown, but her Locks of Jet, 
Now does your free Allegiance get. 
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SONG gx. 
H! Chloris, could I now but fit 
As unconcern'd; as when 
Your infant Beauty could beget 
No Happineſs, nor Pain. 
When I this Dawning did admire, 
And prais'd the coming Day, 
I little thought that riſing Fire 
Would take my Reſt away. | 
Your Charms in harmleſs Childhood lay, 
As Metals in a Mine | 
Age from no Face takes more away, 
Than Youth conceal'd in thine. 


But as your Charms inſenſibly 
To their Perfection preſt; 
So Love, as — did fly, | 
And center*d in my . „ 121.8 
My Paſſion with your Beauty grew, 
While Cupid at my Heart, | 
Still as his Mother favour'd you, 
Threw a new flaming Dart. 
98. 


I 
AS After Noon, one Summer's Day, 
1 Venus ſtood bathing in a River, 
Cupid a Shooting went that Way, " 
New ſtrung his Bow, and fill'd his Qin 
With Skill he choſe his ſharpeſt Dart, 
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Swift to his beauteous Parent's Heart 
The too-well guided Arrow flew, 
faint, I die! the Goddeſs cry d: 
O cruel! could'ſt thou find none other 


To wreck thy Spleen on ? Parricide ! 
Like Nero, thou haſt ſlain thy Mother. 


Poor Cupid, ſobbing, ſcarce could ſpeak, 
Indeed, Mamma, I did not know ye: 
Alas! how eaſy my Miſtake ? 
I took you for your Likeneſs, Chloe. 


SONG 99. 
Las when charming Sylvia's gone, 
I ſigh, and think myſelſundone ; 
But when the lovely Nymph is here,/ 
I'm pleas'd, yet grieve ; and hope, yet fear. 
Thoughtleſs of all but her I rove, 
Ah! tell me, is not this call'd Love? 


Ah me ! what Pow'rs can move me ſo ? 

I die with Grief when ſhe muſt goz 

But I revive at her Return ; 

I ſmile, I freeze, I pant, I burn : | 
Tranſports ſo ſweet, ſo ſtrong, ſo new, 

Say, can they. be to Friendſhip due ? 

Ah no! 'tis Love, tis now too plain, 

I feel, I feel the pleaſing Pain: = 

For who. e' er ſaw bright Sylvia's Eyes, 
But wiſh'd, and long d, and was her Prize? 
Gods, if the trueſt mutt be bleſt, | 
O let hop be by me poſſeſt. | 


. 


That gave new Luſtre to the Gem. 


55 


| .. 
SONG 100 
A® Arlana, young and fair, of 21 
By Night the Starry Choir did tell, 
She found in Caſſiopeia s Chair, 2 ö 
One beauteous Light the reſt excell : 22 
This happy Star, unſeen before, 5 . 
Perhaps was kindled from her Eyes, * 
And made for Mortals to adore 
A new-born Glory in the SKI. 
Or if within the here it grew w, 
Before ſhe gaz d th Lamp was dim: 
But from her Eyes the Sparkles flew 


be... 


Bright Omen ! what doſt thou portend, 
Thou threat*ning Beauty of the Sky ? * 
What great, what happy Monarch's End? = 


For ſure by thee tis ſweet to die. 
Whether to thy fore-boding Fire 7 va 
We owe the Creſcent in decay ? TT. * 

Or muſt the mighty Gaul expire 
A Victim to thy fatal Ray? LENT 
Such a Preſage will late be ſhown 1; 
Before the World in aſhes lies; pu 
But if leſs Ruin will attone, 2 we 4 
Let Strephon's only Fate ſufhce, 740 
SONG 101 | 


A Way with the Cauſes of Riches and Cares, 
1 That eat up our Spirits, and ſhorten our 


No Pleaſure can be be 
In State or Degree, 

But *tis mingled with Troubles and Fears : 
Then periſn all Fops by Sobriety dull'd, 


While he that is merry reignsPrinceof theWorld. 
The 


Quirks and the Zealots of Beauty and Wit, 
Tho? ſupported by Power, at laſt muſt ſubmit * 
; For he that is fad, 

Grows wretched or mad, 
Whilt Mirth like a Monarch does fit : 
It cheriſhes Life in the old and the young, 
And makes every Day Wm. 
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Aich long tortur d with Diſdain, 
That hourly pin'd, but pin'd in vain, 
At length the God of Wine addreſt, 
The Refuge of a wounded Breaſt. 


Vouchſafe, oh Pow'r, thy healing Aid, 


"++ Teach me. to gain the cruel Maid; 


Thy Juices take the Lover's Part, 
Fluſh his wan Looks, and chear his Heart. 
Thus to the jolly God he cry*d; 
And thus the Jolly God reply d; 
Give Whining o'er, be briſk and gay, 
And quaff the ſfeaking Form away. 
With dauntlefs Mein approach the Fair ; 
The Way to conquer is to dare. 
The Swain purſa'd the God's Advice; 
The Nymph was now no longer nice. 
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She returns it 


* 9 
9 


She ſmil*d, and ſpoke the Sex's Mind: 
When you grow daring, we grow kind : 
Men to themſelves are moſt fevere, 

And make us Tyrants by their Fear, 


8 ONG 103. 
A*Y Cloſe of the Day, 

When the Bean-flow* r and Hay 
Breath'd Odours in every Wind, 
Love enliven'd the Veins . | 
Of the Damſels and Swains ; 

Each Glance and each Action was kind, 


Molly, wanton and free, 
Kiſs'd, and ſat on each Knee, 
Fond Ecftaſy ſwam in her OY 
See, thy Mother is near, * 
Hark ! She calls thee to hear | * 
What Age and Experience adviſe, 
Haſt thou ſeen the blithe Dove 
Stretch her Neck to her Love, 
All glofſy with Purple and Gold? 
If a Kiſs he obtain, 


again : 
| What ollows you nod not ts ett | 
Mother, ſhe cry'd, 
— & me in Pride, | 
EL 
She who trifles with all 
Is leſs likely to fall | 
Than ſhe that but trifies with cries 


: 
* 


- 
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eiche, Molly, be wife And I maun hae Pinnets, NE 
Left by ſudden Surprize . wh te Peartng fx roond, „ 

Love ſhould tingle in vv ein | 0 Y 
Take a Shepherd for Life, * 1 And a Waiftcoat of broun. 2 f 
And when once pe ou Awa with fic Vanities, 

You fafely may trifle again. ' | * — quoth he, | 
Molly ſmiling, reply d, es Kirtles 
Ther I'll — be a Bride Are fitter for thee. 

Old Roger has Gold thts Chon. My Lairdſhip — 

But I thought all you Wives, 9 As meikle a Y N 
Choſe a Man for your Lives, ; 
And trifled no more with'the reſt. ; 
SONG. 104. | 
A Cock Laird fou cadgie, n | 
With Jenny did meet, xi 
haws'd, 15 kifs*d her, 4 4 
And ca'd her his Sweet. ys 
Wilt thou gae alang For we maun bra ok, , 
Wi” me, Jenny, Jenny? | Abeit ſoud break kk * f 
uſe be my ain 7 When broken, frac Care : 
Jo Jenny, quoch he : | The Fools are fet free, b 

If I gae alang wi' ve, Wen we make them Lairds 

2 In the Abbey, quoth e. — 

0 me with Caddels "hh n 

And good Hackgt-KaII. b 8 O NG tog. 4 

N | 0 Altho' I be but a Coumtry Laſs, ' ) 

| Yet a lofty Mind I bear =, 5s 
| oe ae of alters tes Mad And think myſelf as good as thoſe ” 
2 1 EGPSETINY 14 


* 


* 


| 5 


- 
4, Quv<S 


- i —_ 
. * . 
= 
- 


Altho* my Gown be hame. 
My Skin it is as ſaft --- RO 
As them that Satin Weeds do wear, 
And carry their Heads. alaft Q. 
What tho" I keep my Father's Sheep 7 
The Thing that muſt be done -O, 
With — of the ſineſt N 2 
To ſhade me frae the Sun »-- O. 
When they are feeding pleaſantly, 
Where Graſs and Fow'rs do fpring O, 


3 Then on a flowry Bank at Noon, 


\ I ft me down and ſing=-+ O. 


My paiſly Piggy, cork*d with Sage, 
Contains my Drink but thin --- Oz: |, 


Fo tempt my Mind to ſin- - ©. 

Ny Country Curds, and wooden Spoon, | 
I think them unco fine O, 

And on a flowry Bank at Noon, 
I fet me down and dine - - O. 


MAcho' my Parents cannot raiſe 
> Great Bags of ſhining Gold ---O, 

Lie them whaſe Daughters, now a Days, N 
Lire Swine are bought and ſold -O; 
Yet my fair Body it ſhall keep 

An honeft Heart within -- O, 

And for twice fifty thoufand Crowns, 

I value not a Pin- O. , | 


F uſe nas Gums: upon my Hair, 
Nor Chains about my iy Neck —— o, 
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- I'll keep a 


Then we'll embrace and ſweetly kiſs, 


Wines do e er my Brain enrage, D 


Nor ſhining Rings upon my Hands, 
My Fingers ſtrait to deck O; 

But for Lad to me ſhall fa', 
And I have Grace to wed--- O, 

worth them a, 

I mean myMaidenhead --- O. 


O canny Fortune give to me 4 
The Man I dearly love O, ö | 

Tho' we want Gear, I dinna Care, 
My Hands I can improve O: W 

Expecting for a Bleſſing ſtill, no 
Defcending from above -O, 6 


- 1 2A£ 
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SONG 106. 
ALL L the World's in Strife and Hurry, 
And the Lord knows when "twill ca 
Some for Intereſt ſome for Glory, 
Thoꝰ their Tongues : run all of bet: 
Since the High- Church then and LW 
Make our daily Miſchiefs grow, 
And the Great, who fit at the Helm in 000 
Are not ſure, how quickly they may turn out 
How bleſs d is the happy he, (is ire 
Who from Town, and the Faction that is then 
For Love and no ill Ends, 


Treats his Neighbours and his Frier 
Hs ſhall ever, in the Book of Fang 


FR with Honour a glorious Name. 


at 


; The 

that was the High Purſe-bearer, 

At his Levy no you ſee ; 

e that was the Grand Cauſe-heareyy 

Now no longer makes Decree ; 

ay, to prove her wavering Eu 

nd that Fortune is the Devil, 

The Hero leading our Arms abroad, 

hom they late did. celebrate like a God, 
ce has any to drink his Health, 


* 


Stealth? 
A Whig is out o' Grace, 
And a Tory in his Place : 
kiddles all, and ſometNing is amiſs. 
hat a whimfical World is this ! 
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\ N old Baboon, of rueful Mein, 
Having long time'a Courtier been, 
nd many Revolutions ſeen, 

Amaſs'd up Wealth great ſtore. 

This Magnet draws him many Friends, 

, Courtier-like, he eondeſcends 


* 0 promiſe what he ne er intends, 
Or never thinks on more. 


hey, in Return, his Levee 


g — 


a hopes to gain ſome pretty Place 
But mark, how Fate devis'd! 


+ 
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F Friend does not kindly put it round by 


grace; | 
dme praiſe his Wit; his Shape, his Face, 


An Order eame from Court one Day, 

To take his ill-got Wealth away; 

And like the wap any kad ay» 
D » he's deſpis d. 


9 4 8 ONG — 4 
| . AS Naked almoſt, and more fair you appears: 
Than Diana, when ſpy d by Attzen'; 
Yet that Stag- hunter s Fae, your Votaries hebe, 
We hope you're too gantle to lay ons 
For he like a Fool, I and no moe 
So ſhe gave him "large Pair of Horns, Sirz 
What Goddeſs, undreſt; ſuch Neglect ever horas. 
Or what Woman e *er pardon'dfuchScorn, Six > - 
The Man who with Beauty feaſts only his Eye,” 
With the Fair always works his own Ruin'g 
You ſhould find by our Actions, 4 


our Sighs, 
We're not barely contented with viewings. 


7 SONG 109. 
WP it fell on a Holy-day, fe 
Oy As it fell on a Holy-day, 
2 " And upon a Holy-tide a, 
And upon a Holy-tide a2. 
And when John Dory to Paris eme 
A little before the Gate a ; 
John Dory was fitted, the Porter was „e 


To let him in thereat a. MN 
£6 


* 
. 


7 hy = 
8 — 


2 


"a * = N OE” ; * 
F 4 * . * * % 
4 © 


The firſt Man that John did 
Was good King ho Dr das, 


could well Courteſie, 
2 


: Reel 
s in merry England 
Tu briag them all hound to thee a. 


Apd Nichol was then @ Corniſh Man, 
A little befide Bohide a; 
And he mann'd forth a good black Bark, 
$3 Ss 007 Ber; mes — | 
1 up, my Boy, unto the main 
ane toy a; 


I tro it to be John Dory 


ba — tear hs, dons: pand top, 
„ The Miſcen and all was try'd a; | 


Whatever ſhould betide a. 
e 
ene 
ing Trampets loud the 'd 
To courage both all and fone 3. 1 
The gra 
*The brown Bill, and the Sword a; 


— E257 42. 


* — 
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| A Pardon, a Pardon, my Liege and my King, 


'Who ho! who ho! a goodly 1 40 4 
: — fe, And if her ſecret Heart comply d, 


every Man ſtood to his Lot, ; * 2 


grapling Hooks were brought at length, 
e for ui his Strength, ” 


yy 
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A Swain untaught in Arts of Love, 
Whom Love cou'd ne*er ſubdue, 

Obſequious bows, but never dies, 

Oft pleaſing views with wiſhing Eyes 
Myra and Chloe too. 

The ſoothing Virgin, at whoſe Feet 
The Youth lowly fell, 

With courting Eyes and ſmooth Decelt 

His ev'ry Offer ſeems to greet, 
And liſtens to his Tale. 


* But Chloe ſhe, a wanton fair, 


Whoſe Beauties well i'd, 
With wav'ring Mind oft Love deny 'ds 


Yet Affectation fail'd. 


| Now truſt me, fair one, woy'd ye with | 


The Swain might ceaſe to rove, 
Of ſteady Temper always be, | 
From fooliſh AﬀeRation free, 

And each with Caution love. 


Let Chloe leave affecting Pride, 


Myra from Fraud repair; 


W ED NEON 3» jonny,” 
| To ops GEMS Ion, | 


And Res GEICO. 


> V 
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AH! ſacred Boy, deſiſt, for F 
Comply with your reſfiſtle(s Art ; 

Your Arrows with ſuch Vigour fly, 


I will no more deſpiſe your Pow'r; 

But thus ſubmiſſively obey z 

Yet, by your Favour, *twas not your, 

But Czlia's Victory to-day, 

For had ſhe veil'd that charming Face, 

And you your keeneſt Darts had ſhot, 
our's had been the juſt Diſgrace, 

And I'd obtain'd the Viftor's Lot. x 
hen not your Pow'r, but Chance admire, 
In having ſuch a Friend as ſhe, 

ho lent you Rays t'increaſe my Fire, 

- And thus made you a Deity. 


SONG 112. 

\ SCupid roguiſhly one Day 

Had all alone ſtole out to play, 
The Muſes caught the little _—_ 
and captive Love to Beauty ga 


Ind here and there diſtrated run; 
ind ſtill; his Liberty to gain, 
peer d his Ranſom, but in vain; 
he Willing Pris' ner hugs his Chain, 
nd vows he'll ne er be nee again. 


Already they ve inflam'd my Heart. | 


he laughing Dame ſoon mils'd her Son, 


| ge, 
Have not diſdain'd to wear the Horn. 
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AW AY, away, 
We ve crown'd the Day 3 
The Hounds are waiting for their E 
The Huntſman's Call 
Invites you all; 5 
Come in, Boys, while you may, 
The jolly Horn, 
The roſy * 4 
With Harmony of deep-mouth* Bond, g 
Theſe, theſe, my Boys, A. 
Are hea” nly Joys, | 
A Sportſman's Pleaſure knows no l. 
. The Horn ſhall be is 
The Huſband's Fee, | ig? 2 
And let him take it not in Scorn ; 3 
The Brave, the Sage, 
In ev'ry A 


- 


= 


SONG 114. 1 
A Lovely Laſs to F ar came, TY 
To confeſs in a Morning early. xo | 
In what my Dear, are you to blame? 7 
Now tell to me fincerely. & | + 
I have done, Sir, what I dare nat name, 
With a Man who loves me dearly. 


The greateſt Fault in myſelf I know, 
Is what I now diſcovers 


66 4 


«oF; 


You for that Crime to Rome muſt go, 
And Diſcipline muſt ſuffer, | 
Lack-a-day, Sir, if it muſt be fo, * 
Pray ſend with me my Lover. 
No, no, my Dear, you do but dream, 
We N have no double Dealing; | 
But if with me you'll repeat the ſame, 
I'll pardon your paſt Failing. 
I muſt own, Sir (but I bluſh for Shame) 
That your Penance is prevailing. 


NG 115. 
Urelia art thou mad, | 
To let the World in me 


Envy Foys I never had, 
And cenſure them in thee ? 
Fil d with Grief for what is paſt, 
Let us at length be wiſe, 
And the Banquet boldly tafte, 
Since we have paid the Price, 


Love does eaſy Souls deſpiſe, 
-_,_ © Wholoſe themſelves for Toys, 
And Eſcape for thoſe deviſe, 
wo taſte his utmoſt Joys. 
To be thus for Trifles blam'd, 
Like theirs a Folly is, 
Who are for vain ſwearing damn d, 
Fd knew no higher Bliſs, 


Ds as 
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In the Summer, Flowers ſhould riſe, 


Love ſhould like the Year be crown'd 
With ſweet Variety; 

Hope ſhould in the Spring be found, 
Kind Fears and Jealouſy. | 


And in the Autumn Fruit; . 
His Spring doth elſe but mock our Eyes, 
And in a Scoff ſalute. N 
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9 
A Nymph anda Swain to Apollo once pray i 
The Swain had been jilted, the Nympt 
been betray d; ' 
Their Intent was to try if his Oracle knew 
E'er a Nymph that was chaſte, or a Swain 
was true, 
Apollo was mute, and had like t ave been pos'd 
But ſagely, at length, he this Secret diſclos d. 
He alone wont betray in whom none will cont 
And the Nymph may be chaſte that has new 


| been try d. Z 

. N ' 0 ; Ne 
SON G 117. Buſh aboon T raquai $ 
AT Setting Day and riſing Morn, 7 


With Soul that ſtill ſhall love thee, 
I'i! aſk of Heaven thy ſafe Return, | lui. 
With all that can improve thee. 


* * 


* . * 0 . \ ” 
l viſit oft the Birken-Buſh, 
Where firſt thou Kindly told me 


Whilſt round thou didft enfold me. 


To all our Haunts I will repair,” 

By Greenwood -ſhade or Fountain; 
Dr where the Summer-day I'd ſhare 
With thee, upon yon Mountain. 


From Thoughts unfeigh'd and tender. 
Vos you're mine, by Love is yours 
A Heart which cannot wander, 


80 NG 118. 

\ Wful Hero, Marlbro', rife ! 
Sleepy Charms I come to break: 

ther turn thy languid Eyes: 

Lo! thy Genius calls, awake ! 

Vell ſurvey this faithſul Plan, 

Which records thy Life's great Story ; 

Tis a ſhort but crowded Span, 

Full of Triumphs full of Glory. 

ne by one thy Deeds review: 

Sieges, Battles, thick appear; 

ormer Wonders loſt in new, 

Greatly fill each pompous Year. 


his is Blenheim's crimſon Ficld, 


fre retiring Squadrons yield, 
Ard a blocdie.s Wreath = gain 0, 
2 


+, 
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bweet Tales of Love, and hid my Bluſh, 


There will I tell the Trees and Flowers, 


Wet with Core, with Slaiightcs tain'd! 


Ponder in thy God-like Mind , DP 
All the Wonders thou haſt wroughtz _. 
Tyrants, from their Pride declin'd, 1458 
Be the Subject of thy Thought? 


Reſt thee here, while Life may laſt : 


Th'utmoſt Bliſs to Man allow*'d, 
Is to trace his Actions paſt, 
And to find 'em Great and Good. 
But 'tis gone ---- O Mortal born? 
Swift the fading Scenes remove---- 
Let em paſs with noble Scorn : 
Thine are Worlds which roll above. 
Poets, Prophets, Heroes, Kings, 
Pleas'd, thy ripe Approach foreſee 3 
Men who acted wond'rous Things, 
_ - Tao" they yield in Fame to thee.” _ 
Foremoſt in the Patriot Band, 71 * "£Þ 
Shining with diſtinguiſh'd Day, N 
See thy Friend Godolphin ſtand! Nas 
See ! ne beckons thee away. 
Yonder Seats and Fields of Light, 
Let thy ravith'd Thought explore? 
Withing, panting for thy Flight! 
Halt an Angel; Man no more. © 
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| A! meria's Face, her Shape, her Air, 
- With Charms retiftleis wound the Heart; 


KL 


Tn vain you for Defence prepare, 
When from her Eyes nd 
So ſtrong, ſo ſwift the Arrow flies, 
Such ſure Deſtruction flying makes ; 
The bold Oppoſer quickly * 
The Fugitive it overtakes ! 
Nor Stratagem, nor Force avails, 
No feign'd Submiſſion ſets you free; 
One Look o'er all your Arts-prevails, 
There's no Way ſafe but not to ſee ! 


For ſuch the Magic of her Arms, 
And wounding ſhe does ſo allure ; 
The Unexperienc'd court their Harms; 


The Wounded never wiſh a Cure. 
| SONG 
AS Sparabella penſive lay 

In dreary Shade along, 
With woful Mood, the Lobe. lorn Maid 
Thus wail' d in plaining Song. 
The Tears forth ſtreaming from her Eyes, 
Adown her Checks faſt flow ; 
Her Eyes, which now no longer ſhine, 
Her Cheeks no longer glow. 
Ah! well-a-day ! does Collin then 
Make Mock of all my Smart ? 
Has he ſo ſoon forgot his Vows, 
| Which won my Maiden Heart ? 
Ah, witleſs Damſel! why did I 
So Jeon myſelf reſign ?. of 


120. 


Wmilſt tenderly I ſtroak d thy * 


The Fox with Geeſe ; with Lambs, the De 


When ſhe perceiv'd her fading Life 


Ah! why didſt thou, falſe Shepherd 
Thy Heart ſhou'd fill be mine? + ap 

O! Collin, Collin, call to mind 

What you to me did ſay, 

As we in yonder Field were laid 
Beneath the cocking Hay ; 


My Apron o'er thee ſprea 

Snatch'd haſty Kiſſes r thy Lips, 
And lull'd thy leaning Head. 

Did you not ſwear, that Hounds ſhou'd firſt 
With tim*rous Hares unite ; 

The Fox with Geeſe, with Lambs, the Dog; 
And with the Hen, the Kite : 

The Moon (that roves like thee) ſhou'd fai; 
The Stars, benighted prove; 

The Sun (that burns like me) ſhou'd ceals 
To ſhine, ere thou to love ? | 


Oh! then let wide Confuſion reign, - 
The Hound with Hares unite 7 


—. 


And with the Hen, the Kite; - 

Thou Sun, no more with Glory ſhine; - 
Ye Stars, extinguiſh'd be ; 

Drop down, thou Moon, and fall to Earth, 
For Collin's falſe to me ! 


The Damſel thus, with Eyes brimful, = 
Rehears'd her piteous Woes ; | 


Draw near, alas! its Cloſe. 
*. 


* 


4 
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put firſt, — tits; phor Malt | Low at thy Feet tobreathe my lat, 


Ah! Maid no more the ery'd, 


Atid die in fight of Heaven. 

Ye Laſſes all, ſhun flatt ring Swains z ' 

Then clos'd her Eyes and dy'd. SONG 123. 

| | | Maiden of late; A 
SONG 121. A Whoſe Name was [west Kate, 
AH! | the Shepherd's moutnful Fate; - "She dyelt in London near Alderſgate "RH 
When doom'd to Love, and doom'd to Now liſt to my Ditty, declare it I can; 

WW 2 * 1 | She wou'd have a Child ebe es 

0 the ſcor air $ 1 i Doctor 

Nor dare diſcloſe his Anguiſh, "= of 8 ed 
Yet eager Looks, and dying Sighs Whoſe deep Skill in Dc K. Reportdidph WM 

My ſecret Soul difcover, | Quoth ſhe, Mr Doctor, ſhew me if you can. 
While Rapture trembling 'thro' mine Eyed, How I may conceive without help of a — 

Reveals how much I love her- | Then liſten; quoth ie, | 
The tender Glance, the ted'ning Cheek, | Since ſo it mult be, 4 "= 

O'erſpread with riſing Bluſhes, This wond'rous ftrange Med” cine P' ew pre- 
A thouſand various Ways they ſpeak | ſently. | 

A thouſand various Wiſhes. 7 nine Pound of Thunder, fox Legs of a 
For oh! that Form ſo heav*nly fair, = waht, 7 

Thoſe languid Eyes ſo ſweetly ſmiling k And you ſhall conceive without tielp ol . F 
That attleſs Bluſh, and modeſt Air, The Wooll of à Frog, © 

So fatally beguiling ! [ | The Juice of a Log, | | _—_— 

Thy ev'ry Look, and ev'ry Grace, 0 Well parboil'd together i im the Skin ** Hog; 4 | 
hy, So charm whene'er I view thee; | With the Egg of a Moon Calf, if get it yougar, - > 

Il Death o'ertake me in the Chaſe, And you ſhall conceive without help of _ = 

Still will my Hopes purſue thee, x The Love of falſe Harlots, 
Then when my tedjous Hours are mw The Faith of falſe Vartets; 


Be this laſt Bleſſing given, Wk the Truth of Decoys chat CEE in chei? 
* 


7 


66 e 
With Feathets of Lobſter well 47 di in * 


And you ſhall conceive without help of a Man. 


a ins, hay ran 
Brought hither from Spain, 


With the Blaſt of a Bellows quite over the Main „ 
With eight a of Brimſtone brew d in a 
Beer Ca 


And you ſhall conceive without help of a Man. 


Six Pottles of. Lard 
Squeez'd from a Rock hard, 
With nine Turkey-Eggs, each as long asa Yard, 


With a Pudding of Hail-ſtones well bak'd in 


a Pan, 
And you ſhall conceive without help ofa Man. 


Theſe Med'cines are good, 
| And _ have ſtood, 
Well temper d together with a Pottle of Blood, 


Squeez d from a Graſhopper and the Nail of a 
Swan, 


To make Maids conceive without _ of a 
| Man. 
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An Phillis! why are you leſs tendre, 
To my deſpairing Amour 
1. ur Heart you have promis'd to rendre, 
Do not deny the Retour: 
My Paſſion I cannot defendre, 


No, no, Torments TOs tous bes PENS: 


Av A RY: 


Thoſe Eyes which were once agreeable, 


Whole Hearts, and boaſt that Happineſs 3 
. The Roman Empire in her Pride, 


Obſcurely plac'd, to rule alone. 
Love only from thy Heart exacts 


OO” _ 


To forget your Kind Slave 7s cruelle, 
Can you expect my Devoir ? 

Since Phillis is grown infidelle, 
And wounds.me at ev'ry Revoir ! 


Now, now, are Fountains of black x Deſeſpoit, 
Adieu to my falſe 2 

Adieu les Plaiſtrs beaux Jours 1 
My Phillis appears at Diſtance, * 

And ſights my unfeigned Efforts : 
To return to her Vows impoſſible, 

No, no, adieu to the Cheats We 
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A! Czlia, that I were but ſure 
Thy Love, like mine, cou'd ſtill endurez 

That Time and Abſence, which deſtroy 

The Cares of Lovers, and their Joy, 

Cou'd never rob me of that Part 

Which you have given me of your Heart : 


Others unenvy'd might poſſeſs _ 

Tas nobler Fortune to divide 
Than on ſome low and barb'rous Throne, 
The ſeveral Debts thy Face contracts, 


And by that new and juſte way, 
Secures thy Empire and his Sway : 


* - * > o - d o n 
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Fay ring but one, he might compel W. The World may then in Flames expirs, 
The hopeleſs Lover to rebel. | And boaſt that ſo it die. | 
But ſhou'd he other Hearts thus ſhare, M. But when all Mortals are deſtroy'd, 


That in the whole fo worthleſs are; a Wa then ſhall ſing your Praile ? 
Shou'd into ſeveral Squadrons draw W. Thoſe who are fit to be employ'd ; 


That Strength, which kept entire wou'd awe 3 The Gods ſhall Altars raiſe, 
Men would his ſcatter d Pow 'r deride, - . 4 | 
And coriqu'ring him, thoſe Spoils divide. SONG 127. 
| | | AS Amoret and Phillis ſat L 
SONG 125. | One Evening on the Plain, 
Alls there lives upon the Green, And flaw the charming Strephon wait, 
Could I her Picture draw ; To tell the Nymph his Pain = 

A brighter Nymph was never ſeen, The threat*ning Danger to remove, | 
That looks and reigns a little Queen, He whiſper'd in her Ear; | | | 

And keeps the Swains in awe. | Ah! Phillis! if you wou'd not love 
Her Eyes are Cupid's Darts and Wings, a The Shepherd, do not hear. i 

Her Eye-brows are his Bow ; None ever had fo ſtrange an Art 3 
Her ſilken Hair the ſilver Strings, : His Paſſion to convey £ 
Which fure and ſwift Deſtruction brings, Into a liſt*ning Virgin's Heart, 

To all the Vale below. , And ſteal her Soul away. 2 
If Paſtorella's dawning Light RY » betimes, for F n 

Can warm, and wound us ſo: In tro ag inn wy, 
Her Noon will ſhine ſo piercing bright, = ſaid ſhe, in vain I ſtrive, N 
Each glancing Beam wil} kill outright, Alas! tis now toolate, 7 

And every Swain ſubdue, SONG 128. 

SONG 126. 5 A Archers and Fidlers, who cunninglyknow- 


M AT! lovely Nymph, the World's on fire; The Way to procure themſelves Merits 


Veil, veil thoſe cruel Eyes. . 
| F 2 


<a 


C4 
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- 
- 


'The 


Bow, 
And follow their Bus neſs with Spirit : 


So likewiſe the provident Damſel ſhould do, 
Who'd make the beſt Uſe of her Beauty; 


I the Mark ſhe wou'd hit, or the Leſſon paſs 
(throꝰ , 


Thusarm*'d againſtChance,and ſecure of Supply, 


Two Lovers muſt Rill be on Duty. 


So far our Revenge we may carry; 


Pne Spark for our Sport we may jilt and ſet by, 


And tather, poor Soul ! we may mart. 
SONG 129. 


A* Cynthio late within the Grove 


Bemoan'd his too ſucceſsleſs Love, 
And eas'd, retir'd, his ſecret Pain: 
The God of Love, who wander'd near, 


 <Chanc'd his Complaint to overhear, 


Ad thus addreſs' d the Swain. 


Riſe, filly Shepherd, riſe, he cry'd 3 - 

It ſeems y eafily deny d, 

BZBecauſe the charming Nymph is coy : 

The Tongue may learn to ſpeak with Art, 

But wou'd ye know the fair one's Heart, a 
Conſult it in her Eye 


"Tis in that Mirrour of her Soul, 


g The Secrets of her Boſom roll, 


Reveal'd without Diſguiſe to view 5 
For Cynt uo take it for a Truth, 
22 s ö 7 33 R 
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Will always provide em two Strings to their Vou only are the favour'd Youth, 


And Lydia loves but you ! 


No moremy Altars then upbraid, 

Nor thus invoke my needleſs Aid ! 
Since faithful I have done my Part; 

Thy oven perform with like Addreſs, 

She ſoon ſhall yield thy Arms to blefs, 
And give thee all her Heart ! 


So ſpoke fincere---the friendly God, 
When ſtrait along the flow'ry "Road, 

The Nymph with languid Beauty 'moy'd ; 
The Swain with Joy the Moment ſeiz d; 
She heard his tender Vows well pleas'd, 
And all his Wiſh approv'd. 

With grateful Pride and gladſome Air 
To Hymen's Shrine he led the Fair, 

And made the laſting Bliſs ſecure : 

Let Maids no more falſe Coldneſs feign, 
Let faithful Swains no more complain, 
But boldly aſk a Cure! 


SONG 130. 


A S walking forth to view the Plain, 
Upon a Morning early ; | 


While May's ſweet Scent did chear my Brain, 


From Flowers which grew ſo rarely; 
I chanc'd to meet a pretty Maid, 
Sheſhin'd, tho“ it was fogie ; 
: aſk*d her Name; Sweet Sir, ſhe ſaid, 
' My Name is Katherine Ogie. 


„„ Mile Wim 


1 ſtood awhile, and did admire 
To ſee a N ſo ſtately; 

So briſk an Air there did appear 
In a Country Maid ſo neatly: 

Such natural Sweetneſs ſhe diſpla yd, 
Like a Lily in a Bogie ; 

Diana's ſelf was ne*er array d 

Like this ſame Katherine Ogie. 


Thou, Flow'r of Females, Beauty's Queen, 
Who ſees thee, 'ſure muſt prize thee : 


Yet thoſe cannot diſguiſe thee : 
Thy handſome Air, and graceful Look, 
Excells a clowniſh Roguie z 


My charming Katherine Ogie. 

O were I but ſome Shepherd -Swain ! 
To feed my Flock befide thee, . 
At Boughting time to leave the Plain; 

In milking to abide thee ; 

I'd think myſelf a happier Man, 
With Kate, my Club and Dogie, 
Than hethat hugs his Thouſands tm, 
Had I but Katherine Ogie. | 
Then I'd deſpiſe th* Imperial Throne, 

And Stateſmens dangerous Stations 
I'd be no King, I'd wear no Crown, 
I'd ſmile at e Nations ; 
Might I careſs, and ſtill poſſeſs 
The Laſs of whom I'm vogie1 
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Tho? thou art dreſs d in Robes but mean, 


Thou'rt Match for Laird, or Lord, or Duke, 


Ty. No Flame without a Fire 


With many a curious Ring; 


With Bluſhes in her Face; 


For theſe are Toys, nd un look lefs, 
Compar d with Katherine Ogie. 

But I fear the Gods have not decreed 
For me ſo fine a Creature, - 

Whoſe Beauty rare makes her exceed 

All other Works in Nature: 

Clouds of Deſpair ſurround my Love, . 
That are both dark and fogie : 


Pity my Caſe ye Pow'rs above! 


Elſe I die for Katherine Ogie. 


SONG 131: 
LL the Materials are the ſame, 
Of Beauty and Defire ; 
In a fair Woman's goodly Frame, | 
No Brightneſs is without a Flame, eres 


Then tell me what thoſe Creatures are, I 4 
Who wou'd be thought both chaſte and fairs 
If on her Neck her Hair he ſpread, 


That Heat which ſerves to curl ber Head} 
Will make her mad to be a-bed, | 
And do another Thing. 

Then tell me, &Cc. 


If Modeſty itſelf appears 


Think you the Blood Fee 
1 a 340 
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Can revel it no other where, 
Or warm no other Place ? 
Then tell me, &c. 

Aſk but of her Philoſophy, 
What gives her Lips the Balm, 

What makes her Breaſt to heave fo high, 
What Spir'ts give Motion to her Eye, 
And Moiſture to her Palm? | 

Then tell me, &c, 
Then, Czlia, be not coy, for that * 
Betrays thyſelf and thee : 
There's not a Beauty nor a Grace, 
Bedecks thy Body or thy Faee, 
But plead within for me. 
Then tell me what thaſe Women are, 


Who wou'd be thought both chaſte ang fair. | 


SONG 132. 
A Shepherd wood, but wiſt not 


How he might his Miſtreſs" Favour gain x” 


On a time they met, but kiſt not, 

Ever after that he ſu d in vain: 
Blame her not, alas! tho' ſhe faid nay 
To him that might, but fled away. 
Time perpetually is changing, 

Every Moment Alteration brings, 
Love and Beauty ſtill eſtranging, 

Women are, alas! but wanton things, 
He that will his Miſtreſs* Favour gain, 
Mult take * a merry Vein, 


1 
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A Woman's Fancy's ike a ver, 

Or an Ague-that doth come by Fits, 
Hot and cold, but conſtant never, 

Even as the preſent Humour hits : 
Sick, and well again, and well and fick, 
In Love it is a Woman 's Trick. 

Now ſhe will, and then ſhe will not, 

Put her to the Trial if once ſhe ſmile 2 
Silly. Youth thy Fortune ſpill not, 

Lingring Labours oft themſelves deguile 7 
He that knocks, and can't get in, 
His Pick-lock is not worth a Pin. 


A Woman's Nay is no Denial, 

Silly Youth's of Love are ſerved 0 « 
Put her to a further Trial, f 

Haply ſhe'll take it, and ſay noz 


For it is a Trick which Women uſe, 


What moſt they love they will refuſe, 

Silly Youth, why doſt thou dally ? 
Having got Time and Seaſon fit, 

Then never ſtand, Sweet, ſhall I ? ſhall 12 
Nor too much comment an After-wit ; 

For he that will not when he ma, 

When he will, he ſhall have \ TS 


AS mufing I W in the Meads all alone, 
Abcautifut Creature wad mouking Be FOO 


\ 
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Oh! the Tears they did vice full fa 'from her 
Eyes, (her Cries. 

And ſhe pierc'd both the Air and my Heart'with 
Oh! a 1 faſt from her 
(her Cries. 

And the ot d boy the Air and my Heart with 


I gently requeſted the Cauſe of her Moan ; 
She told mo her ſweet Seneſino v Was flown, 
And in that fad Poſture ſhe'd ever remain 


Unleſs the Dear Charmer rs — | 


again, 
Oh! the Tears, &c. 
Why, who is this Mirtal, fo oruel, ſaid I, 
That draws ſuch a Stream from ſo lovely an 


Eye'? 
To Beauty fo blootnirig what Man can be blind, 
To Paſſton fo tender what Monſter unkind ? 
Oh! the Tears, &. 
"Tis neither for Man, nor for Woman, ſaid me; 
That thus in lamenting I water the Lee: 
My Warb' ler Celeſtial, fweet Darling of Fame, 
Is a Shado wo ſomething, a Sex withoutName. 
Oh! the Tears, r. 
Perhaps tis ſome Linnet, fome Blackbird faid 1; 
Perhaps tis your Lark that has ſoar d to the 
Sky: 
Come ay up) ur Tears, and abandon your 


Tu bringwes ud tber to mare 
Oh! the Tears, c. N 


Adieu Farinelli , Cuzzoni likewiſe, 


1 p - * 


* 
No Linnet, no Blackbird, no Sy- rk, id e, 
But one much more tuneful by far tan all 1 
Three: 
My ſweet Senefino, for whom I thiis ery, 
Is ſweeter than all tlie wing'd Sorgiters that 
fly. 
Oh! the Tears, &c. 


Whom Stars and whom Garters extol to the | 
Skies: 
Adieu to the Op'ra, adieu to the Ball, 
My Darling is gone, and a * for themall, 


'Oh! the Tears, &c. wy 


+> 5 


SONG „ 
Eauty be Vis 
B Nor — -priz'd ca. 
Still to gaze and not enjoy | l 


Is but a Hell of Sporting. RY 
For he who fancies any Face, e 

He proves his own Vexation, | 
Unleſs he can ſabdue the Place, 


And take full Satisfaction. 5h 
To ddat on one, where thouſands ate, , 
"Tis held a wilful Madneſs ; | 
For when they kndw you for them ene, * 
They triumph in your Sadneſs. 
Then fit not fighing and Mighty #2 | 
For one that proves » _— 
4 2 


But caft her off, and ſeem to flight! _ Bear all my Sighs, ye gentle Winds, 


O then ſhe'll fly to follow. And waft em to her Breaſt : 

_ Give me the Lady that is free, Tell her, if e'er ſhe proves unkind, 

That needs np.tedious wooing ; : I never ſhall have Reſt. 
rn | | SONS. 126, 

. tway fall to doing. Defire. . 
For who doth compliment and court B 18 DN me —4 ; 
"May: e . to 8 Eager as when a Bridegroom all on Fire 

*" Or keep his M 3 s quiet port, Longs for the Company to be gone : 
ſtreſs quiet. . She bluſhing flies the 2 
| S O N G 135. | a He ruſhing graſps his ure, 
2 the Morning, cool was the Air, Ne — * they 
' Serene was allthe Sky, | 3 ; 
When on the Waves I left my Dear, Since Phczbe's my Guide, | 
The Center of my Joy ; 75 And Love does preſide, 1 
Heaven and Nature ſmiling were, —̃ — 1 | 
A nothing ſad but I. For the, the alons has the Pont to charat. 
Each roſy Field did Odours ſpread, 970 bu 
All fragrant was the Shore; : | SONG 137. | 
Each River-God roſe from his Bed, Acchus, aſſiſt us to ſing thy great Glory, 
And figh'd, and own'd her Power; — Chief of the Gods, we exult * ol 
* 8 8 deck d theirHeads, Wine's firſt Projector, 
proud of what ; | Mankind's Protector, 
So N the fair 7:7 Queen - 2 ＋ to 5 A : 
Her Hero went to ow de we adore thee, 
| Cidnus ſwell'd o'er her Banks with Pride, Wine's firſt Projector, ec. ? 
As much in Love as he. Friend to the Muſes, and Whetſtone to * 
Glide on, ye Waters, bear theſe Lines, Herald to Pleaſures, when rn Y convene 
— Ges „ Sorrdw's Phyſcian, 14 
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When our Condition With Joy then, Sylvia, fly to your Lover, wy 
jn worldly Cares wants a Cordial to ſkreen us. | You'll there diſcover | 


Nature ſhe ſmil'd, when thy Birth it was blazed 
Mankind rejoic d when thy Altars were 


Mirth will be flowing, Why ſhould you fly me, what can you bear x 
Whilſt the Vine's growing, 
And ſober Souls at our Joys be SONG 140. 
5 Bird of May, | 
PElinda' s pretty, pretty, pleaſing Form, Fly to the Grove, 
Does my happy, happy, happy, happy, Wake my Love; | p 
Fancy c O there the Dove OO 
Her Prittle-prattle, Tittle-tattle's all engaging, Slumb' ring lies 
moſt obliging; Warble an Air 
Whuſt I'm prefling, clafping, kiſſing, Till the Fair 
Oh ! oh! how ſhe does. my Soul alarm ! Speaks a Paſſion with her Eyes. a 
There is ſuch Magic in her Eyes, . But if my Grief | N 
— Magic — her _ — her Eyes, Finds no Relief, | * 
my wand'ring urprize: Whiſper her, that Thyrſis dies : 
Her prinking, nimping, twinking, pinking, 2 Bird of May. 
Whilſt I'm courting, far tranſporting, Keep the Spray, 
How like an Angel ſhe panting lies, 9 | the Spray; 
ing lies ! | Bird of May, 
S ON G 139. Chis files, TOO: 
Lat with my Sxivln, Liſe yroves's Planter, . 
BR ure tis nought but Pain SONG 141. Tohnnie ts 
Fondly loving, Y ſmooth winding Tay | 
Conſtant moving, A Swain was r 3 
Sweetly flowing, Aſt cry'd he, oh hey! n 


# * 


:; How much you reign : 


raiſed ; If then you find my Soul fincere, - 


Maun I ſtill live pining Fs 


- 
7 » 
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My feltthus awa 
And dare na- W by 
To my bonny Hay, that I am her 
Nae mair it will hide, 
+ The Flame waxes ſtranger 
If ſhe's not my Bride, N 
My Days are na langer: 
* take a Heart, 
try at a venture, 
May be, ere we part, 
My Vows may content her. 
Sheꝰs freſh as the | 
And ſweet as Am 
When Birds mount and ſing, 
| Bidding ay a good morrow. 
The Sward ofthe Mead, 
Enamell'd with Daiſies; 
Looks wither' d and dead, 
When twin'd of her Graces, 


But if ſhe appear, 


Where Verdures invite her, 
The Fountain runs clear, 
And Flow'rs ſmell the fweeter : 
Tis Heav'n to be by, 

When her Wit is flowing; 
Her Smiles and bright Eye 

Set my Spirits a glowing. 
The mair that I gaze, 


The 


Lover? 
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Struck dumb with Amate, 
My Mind is confounded; 


I'm all in a Fire, 
Dear Maid to careſs thee, 


For a' my Deſire 


Is Hay's bonny Laſſie. 


4 8 0 N G 142. 
Bl on ye Winds, deſcend ſoft Rains 


To ſooth my tender Grief; 
Your ſolemn Mufick lulls my Pains, 
And gives me ſhort Relief. 


In ſome lone Corner would'I fit 


Retir'd from human kind; 


Since Mirth, nor Show, nor fparkling Wit 


Can pleaſe my anxious Mind. 


The Sun which makes all Nature gay, 
Torments my weary E yes: 

And in dark Shades I ſpend the Day, 

Where Echo ſleeping lies. 

The ſparkling Stars which gaily thin... 
And glitt'ring deck the Night, 

Are all ſuch cruel Foes of mine, 0 
I ſicken at their Sight. | 


SONG 43s « | 


BY Moon-light on the Green, 


Our bonny Laſſes cooing, 
One dancing there T've'ſeen, 


Who ſeem” 4 alone worth wooing 5 


WV 
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— | And whilſt the Fiddle play'd, 
+ Skin Uke driv*n Snow, | e 1. K 
Her Hair brown 38.3 Berry, * erſelf in Hear 
er Eyes black as a Se, | Oh | how ſte, &. 
Her Lips red as a Cherry. At laſt, ſhe, with a Smile, - 
dh! how ſhe tript it, ſkipt it, | To dance again defir'd me; 
Leapt it, ſept it, G. a Quoth I, I, Pray ſtay awhile, * 
Whiſk: dit, friſk'd it, Por now, good Faith, you've tir'd mes 
Whirl'd it, twirl'd it ; With that ſhe look d upon — | 
Swimming, (pringing, | And figh'd with muckle Sorrow: 
Starting ſo quick, | Then gang your WAYS, que ne, 
- to nick; | But dance again to-morrow. 
Wik al eave and a Toſs, | Oh ! how ſhe, &c. "255 wal | 
E at, parting- 3 8 q 
A END and Tres, 8 O NG 8 b 
And a Jerk at parting. | PLowzabella, my bouncing Doxy, 
Come let us trudge it to Kerkham air; 
$ (he fat down, I bow'd; . a There s ſtout Liquor enough to fox ye, 
And veil d my Bonnet to her: And young Cullies to buy your Ware. 
Then took her from the Crowd. She. Mind your Matters, ye Sot, without 
With Honey-words to woo her . | | meddling 
dweet blitheſt Laſs, quoth 4 8 3 1 manage the Sed my Toys 3 
(F I WY bleak Weather, Sora | Get thou by Piping, as I do dy Pedling, 
prithee Ee us try age +: You need ne er come to me for 
Another Dance together. © He. God'a-mercy, my Sweeting, I find d 
Dh ! how ſhe, &c. | chink I fitting * 
* un ſuing thus I ſtood, Fooling To hint —— this Twitting, I owe . 
oth. ſhe leave your 5 ; 
ons During hou the Blood. She, Tho? for has 8 N a grea 
5 I fear, lacks cooling. | | : 
bil for a D 1 pray'd, | Pour Nag df delaying willnever compares 


And we at t had ba, F 6 


* * 
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He. T'll come Home with my Pouch ſo full, CHORUS. 8 
And ſoundly pay thee all old Arrears. ? Free and Frolick we'll couple gratis, 
She. You'll forget it, your Pate's ſo dull, Thus we'll ſhew. all human Race, 
As by drowſy Neglect appears. That the Beſt of the Marriage State, is 
He. May the Drone of my Bag never hum, Blowzabella's and Colin's Cale, 
Tf I fail to remember my Blowze. SONG 146. 


She. May my Buttocks be ev'ry Man's Drum, Ny the Mould of your Bubbies, ſo round and 


If I think thou wilt pay me a Souſe. i „o white, 
He, Squeakum, ſqueakium," Bag-pipe will By the Mould of your Neck, where my Arms 
FF ny wag uld unite | 
Whiſking, Friſking, Money bring in. wo N 
She. Smoaking, Toping , Landlady groping, By W d. elſe you have got out 
Whores by the Score will ſpend it again. I beſeech thee to hear me, dear Molly! 
He. By the Beſt that I kiſs in the Town age” ine from ; 
I ſwear thou ſhalt have ev'ry Groat. : « By thy Ri 1 * of. x08 
He. Then if good Nature works no better, By rw as ny / TE (far our 
_ -Blowzabella I'd have thee to know, | 8 a nich my 
Tho? you fancy my Stock is fo low, By the Down on your Boſom, on my 
I've more Rhino than always I ſhow,  _ Soul dies, 2 
For one good Reaſon of State that I know. By the Thing of on Things, which you love 
as your Eyes, 


She. Since your Cheating I always knew . FASL». 
For my Ware I got ſomething too; ”  . By the wan 0 "ts with, A 


9 


' : ry * 1 


But I've more Senſe than to tell to you. 1A 
He. Singly then let's try our Wit, : I beſesch, &. 2 
T uſe my Pipe as my Gain ſhall hit. By all the ſoft Pleaſure a Virgin can ſhare, 
She. And if I anew Chapman get. By the critical Minute no Virgin can bear, 
You ſhall be eaſy too. | By · the Queſtion I burn for. to aſk, but don't 
He. As eaſy as any worn- out Shoe. Ibeſeech thesto hear me, dear Molly! (dae, 


* 
. 


A 


The 
. SONG 147. 
Acchus one Day gaily ſtriding 
On his never-failing Tun, 
Sneaking empty Pots deriding, 
Thus addreſs'd each toping Son ; 
Praiſe the Joys that never vary, 

And adore the liquid Shrine; 
Things noble, gay, and airy, 
Are perform'd by gen'rous Wine. 
Incient Heroes, crown'd with Glory, 

Owe their noble Riſe to me; 


Poets wrote the flaming Story, 
Fir'd by my Divinity : 


a my Influence is wanting, 
a Muſic's Charms but ſlowly move; 
 WDBcauty too in vain lies panting, 


*Till I fill the Swain with Love. 


you'd crown the laſting Pleaſure, 
Mortals this way bend your Eyes; 
rom my ever-flowing Treaſure 
Charming Scenes of Bliſs ariſe. 
Ere's the ſoothing balmy Bleſſing, 
Sole Diſpeller of your Pain 

loomy Souls from Care releaſing : 
He wo drinks not, lives in vain. 


b SONG 148. 
. Eneath a ſhady Wille w, 
Hard by a purling dream; 


I'ARY. 


A moſſy Bank my Pillow, 
I fancy'dina Dream, 
That I the charming Phillis 
Did eagerly embrace ; 
Her Breaſt as white as Lillies, 
And Rofamonda's Face. 


What Extaſies of Pleaſure ** 
She gave, to tell's in vain, 
When with the hidden Treaſure 
She bleſs*d her am*rous Swain: 
Cou'd nought but Joys diſcover, 
And I my Dream believe; 
I fo cou'd ſleep for ever, 
And ſtill be ſo deceiv'd. 


But when.I wak'd, deluded, 


And found all but a Dream; 
I fain wou'd have eluded 
The melancholy Theme. 
Ye Gods! there's no enduring 
So exquiſitea Pain; 
The Wound is paſt all curing, 
That Cupid gave the Swain. 


SONG 149. 


Buty and Wit, illuſtrious Maid, 
| Bright as to you belong, . 
Charm all Mankind, without the Aid 
Of ſoft melodious Song. 
Why will you add, enchanting Fair, 
The Magick of your Voice, 
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By which in us you cauſe Deſpair, 
Yet make our Fate our Choice. 
In vain to tempt Laertes Heir 
Their Songs the Syren's try d; 
But cou'd their Notes with thine compare, 
He muſt have heard, and dy'd. 
Sing on, bright Maid, repeat each Strain, 
Tho? in each Strain's a Dart ; | 
We die by Pleaſure, not by Pain, 
. While thus you pierce the H eart. 


d 


SONG 


| 150, 
Ben a Myrtle Shade, 
Which Love for none but Lovers made, 
I ſlept, and ſtraight my Love before me brought 
Phillis the Object of my waking Thought: 
Undreſt ſhe came, my Flames to meet, 
Whilſt Love ftrew*d Flow*'rs beneath her Feet, 


Which preſt by her, became, became more ſweet, 


From the bright Viſion's Head, 


A careleſs Veil of Lawn was looſely ſpread ; 
From her white 'Temples fell her ſhaded Hair, 
Like clowdy Sun ſhine, not too brown or fair. 
Her Hands, her Lips, did Love inſpire, 

Her ev*ry Grace my Heart did fire, 


But moſt her Eyes, which languiſh'd with Deſire. 


Ah! charming Fair, ſaid I, 


How long can you my Bliſs and yours deny; 
By Nature and by Love, this lonely Shade 
Was for Revenge of ſuff ring Lovers made: 


Both ſhelter you, and favour me, 


Ah! cruel Nymph, ceaſe your Diſdain, 


* 
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Silence and Shades with Love agree, 


You cannot bluſh, becauſe I cannot ſee, 
No, let me die, ſhe ſaid, £ 
Rather than loſe the ſpotleſs Name of Maid. 
Faintly ſhe ſpoke me-thought, for all the Whit 
She bid me not believe her, with a Smile: 
Then die, ſaid I ; ſhe til deny*d, 

And is it thus, thus, thus ſhe cry'd, 4 
You uſe a harmleſs Maid? and fo ſhe dy d. 
I wak'd, and. ftraight I knew, 

I lov'd ſo well, it made my Dream prove true} 
Fancy the kinder Miſtreſs of the two, 
Fancy had done what Phillis would not do: 


While I can dream, you ſcorn in vain : 
Aſleep, or waking, you muſt eafe my Pain. 


SONG 151. | 

BFlieve me Jenny, for I tell you true, 
Theſe Sighs, theſe Sobs, theſe Tears, u 

all for you ; 13 
Can you miſtruſtful of my Paſſton prove, 
When every Action thus proclaims my Lone 


Is't not enough, you cruel Fair, d ha 
To ſlight my Love, negle& my Pain? G 
At leaſt, that rigid Sentence ſpare ; der 
Nor ſay that I firſt caus'd you to diſdain, Al 


No, no, theſe filly Stories won't ſuffice, 
Fate ſpeaks me better in your lovely Eyes; 


2 
— 


t not Diſſimulation, haſer. Art, 

tile the buſy Faſſton of your Heart: 

et, let the Candour of your Mind 

Now with your Beauty equal prove; 

Which I believe ne er yet deſign d 

The Death of me, and Murder of my Love. 


SONG 152. 

QEauty from Fancy takes its Arms, 

And ev'ry common Face ſome Breaſt may 
move z 

me in a Look, a Shape, or Ait find Charms, 


ut had the great Apelles ſeen that Face, 

When he the Cyprian Goddeſs, drew, 

e had neglected. all the Female Race, | 
Thrown his firſt Venus by, and copy d you. 
In that Deſign, 

Great Nature would combine 

To fix the Standard of her ſacred Coin; 

e charming Figure had embrac'd his Fame, 
d Shrines been rais'd to Seraphina's Name. 
t fince no Painter e er could take 

That Face which. baffies all his curious Ar t; 
ind he that ſtrives the bold Attempt to make, 


happy Glaſs, I'll thee prefer, 

Content to be like thee inanimate, 

Ince only to be gaz*d.on thus by her, 

A better Life and Moton would create. 


The AVIARY. 
Her Eyes would inſpire; 


To juſtify their Choice, or boaſt their Love; 


As well might paint the Secrets of the Heart. 
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And like Promotheus Fire, 4 
At once inform the Piece, and give Defire ; 
The charming Phantom I would graſp, and ty. 
O'er all the Orb, tho” in that Moment die. 
Let meaner Beauties fear the Day, 
Whoſe Charms are fading, and ſubmitto Time; 
The Graces which from them it ſteals ay, 
It with a laviſn Hand ſtill adds to thine. 
The God of Love in Ambuſh lies, 
And with. his Arm ſurrounds the Fair; 
He points his N "ring Arrows in theſe Eyes, 
Then hangs Dart at ev'ry Hair. 
As with f fatal Skill, 
Turn which way you will, 
or Eden” 1 cach in | 
ill ; 
$0 rip*ning 'Years improve rich Nature's Store, 
And give Perfection to the golden Ore. 


SONG 1 53. Believe my Sighs, my T, ni | 
my Dear. 
Ehold the Birds, in Loved; 
In friendly Couplets move! 
O would you try, you ſoon would find, 
Like theirs, my conſtant Love. 
Celia, Such moving Words I muſt not hear, 
So fatal to a Maid; 
Should I believe, too much I fear 
My Love would be betray'd. 


Dies, 


»*- l 
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Damon. -O ſmile, my Dear | nor thus diſdain » 


The Heart which is your Prize. 
Then kindly look, and eaſe my Pain, 
Or wretched Damon dies. | 


Celia. If Damon I your Heart have won, 
And cauſe you ſo to grieve ; | 
I, in Exchange, have loſt my own, 
Which I can ne er retrieve. 


Dam, Then fince our mutual Lovewe've ſhewn, 
No more, my Dear, torment. 

Celia. Altho' I'm willing, 1 muſt own, 

| I dare not yet conſent. 

Damon. To yonder Shade we'll trait repair, 
And be for ever bleſt. 

Cells. Your Tongue's ſo ſweet, Imuſt declare, 

| I can no more reſiſt. 


SONG 154. 


Elinda, ſee from yonder Flow'rs 
The Bee flies loaded to its Cell ; 
Can you perceive what it devours, 
Are they impair'd in Shew or Smell? 


So tho? I robb'd you of a Kiſs, 

Sweeter than their ambroſial Dew, 
Why are you angry at my Bliſs, - 

Has it at all impoveriſh'd you ? 
Tis by this Cunning 1 contrive, 

In ſpite of your unkind Reſerve, 
To keep my famiſh'd Love alive, 
Which you inhumanly would ſtarve. 


To tell 


14 R 


| $0NG 7 1 on þ 
Y a murm' ring Stream a fair ly, 
Be ſo kind, OyeNymphs, Foft cn n 
J 
I die, if he paſſes this Way, 
And that Love is the Cauſe of my Mourning, 
Falſe Shepherds that tell me of Beauty and | 
Charms, (Warms | 
You deceive me, for Strephon's cold Heart never 
Yet bring me this Strephon, let me die in his 


Arms, 

Oh Strephon ! the Cauſe of my Mourning, 

But firſt, ſaid ſhe, let me go 

Down to the Shades below, 

Ere ye let Strephon know 

That I have lov'd him ſo: 
Then on my pale Cheek no Bluſhes will fon, 
That Love was the Cauſe of my man 


Her Eyes were ſcarce cloſed when Strepl 
came by; 

He thought ſhe” had been ſleeping, and 
drew nigh; bh 
But finding her breathleſs, oh Heav'ng! I 

cry, 
Ah Chloris ! the Cauſe of my Mourning. 


Reſtore me my Chloris, ye Nymphs uſe you 


Art | 
They ſighing reply d, wa, yourlelf ſhetl 1 
2 
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That wounded the tender young Shepherdeſs In Competition ſet with me, 


Heart, 

And kill'd the poor Chloris with Mourning. 

Ah then is Chloris dead, 

- Wounded by me! he ſaid; 

I'll follow thee, chaſte Maid, 

Down to the ſilent Shade. 
Then en her cold ſnowy Breaſt leaning his Head, 
Expir'd the poor Strephon with Mourning; 


BYSY, curious, thirity Fly, | 
Drink with me, and drink as I; 

Freely welcome to my Cup, 

Couldſt thou ſip, and fip it up: 

Make the moſt of Life you may, 


Life is ſhort, and wears away, 
Life is, &C.- 


Both alike are mine and thine, - 

Haſt ning quick to their Decline. 

Thine's a Summer, mine no more, 

Tho“ repeated to Threeſcore; 

Threeſcore Summers, when they're gone, 
Will appear as ſhort as one, 

Will appear, &c. 


SONG 47. 


Acchus muit now his Power reſign, 
I am the only God of Wine; 


It is not fit that Rogue ſhould be 


4 


Freedom now for het Flight makes Preparative; 


_ Gracious God! to affiſt exurgitate, 


Who can drink ten times more than he. 


Make a new World, ye Pow'rs divine, 
Stock it with nothing elſe but Wine; 
Let Wine its only Product be, 

Let Wine be Earth, be Air, and Sea, 
And let that Wine be all for me. 


Let other Mortals vainly wear 

A tedious Life in anxious Care: 

Let the Ambitious toil and think, 

Let States ot Empires fwim or fink, | 
My ſole Ambition is to drink, - | 1 


SONG 138. 


PRitons, where is your great Magnanimity * 5 
Where's your boaſted Courage flown ? ' 
Quite perverted to Puſillanimity, 
Scarce to call yourſelves your own, - 
What your Anceſtors won ſo vifter:ouſfly, - 
Crown'd with Conqueſt in the Field; 
You'd relinquiſh ; and O moſt ing! 'orioully 
To Oppreſſion tamely yield: 


See her weeping quit the Shore; 
Britain's Loſs will be then paſt COPY 
Never tobehold her more. 


Stretch forth thy vitdiftive Hand ; 45? 
G f | 


1 * 
- 
1 
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Make Oppteſſors their Plunder regurgitate, 
And preſerve a ſinking Land. 


SONG 139. 
Mortals, bleſs the clearing Light, 
That flows from Colia's Eyes; 
For never did a Star ſo bright 
In Beauty's Heav*n rife : 

And whilſt a Crown's uneaſy Weight, 
And all the mighty Toils of State, 
She ſoftens with her Charms, 


Bleſs bleſs the happy Monarch in hef Arms. 


Who lives that does not yield to. Love, 

And oft his Joys renew ? 

And yet how few in Kings approve, 

What they themſelves purfue ? 

The murm'ring Crowd themſelves afford 
The Pleafures they deny their Lord, 
Tho“ Love is Empire's Dower, 

To recompence the Slavery of Power. 


SONG 140. 
dufia ! Nymph of this fair Spring 


pear, while we your Virtues ſing; 


While ſwelling Notes do raiſe your Name, 


And flowing Numbers ſpread your Fame. 


See! round your Wells we thronging ſtand; 


Now gently wave your ſacred Wand, 
And touch the yielding Mountains Brow, | 


And let your healing Waters flo . 
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They cure the thinking Matron's Spleen, 
The longing Virgin's ſickly Green ; 
Cool the good Fellow's glowing Veips, 
And purge a raving Poet's Brains, 


_ You mingle with em pureſt Air, 
Which ftreams from Hills that touch the Sky! 


That ſpacious Valley yields the Fair, 
Which feeds the vaſt luxurious Eye. 

The greateſt Dainties here we ſee ! 
Delicious Villa's, ſweeteft Groves 

Each Thing in tull Maturity, | 
Which courts the Eye, or Fancy moves. 


With what Varieties the bright, 


The noble Thames regales the Sight ! 
Cover'd with Barks which Plenty brings, 
The Sweets of Zephyr's laden Wings. 

His gliding by Elyfian Fields, 

In frequent T wines ſtrange Pleaſure yields; 
And thoſe ſo near fair wat' ry Plains, 
Where ride ſuch royal Fleets of Swains. | 


Two Chiefs, I've ſeen, with pleaſing Pain, 


A long and bloody Fight maintain 
Rutfled and under Sail, like Jove, ' 
Stemming the ſtronger Tide of Love. 


SONG 141. 
Eneath a Beech's grateful Shade 
Young Colin lay complaining ; 


Fe 


% 


He ſigh'd, and ſeem'd to love a Maid, 
Without Hopes of obraining : , 

For thus the Swain indulg' d his Grief, 
Tho' Pity cannot move thee, 

Tho' thy hard Heart gives no Relief, 
Yet Peggy I muſt love thee. 

day, Peggy, what has Colin done, 
That thus you cruelly uſe him? 

If Love's a Fault, *tis that alone 
For which you ſhould excuſe him: 

'Twas thy dear ſelf firſt raig*d this Flame, 
This Fire by which I langwiſh ; 

'Tis thou alone canſt quench the ſame, 
And cool my ſcorching Anguiſh, 

For thee I leave the ſportive Plain, 
Where every Maid invites me; 

For thee, ſole Cauſe of all my Pain, 
For thee that only flights me : 

This Love that fires my Faithful Heart 
By all but thee's commended. + - 

Oh] wouldſt thou act ſo good a Part, 
My Grief might ſoon be ended. 

That beauteous Breaſt, ſo ſoſt to feel, 
Seem'd Tenderneſs all over; 

Yet it defends thy Heart like Steel, 
'Gainſt thy deſpairing Lover. 

Mas ! tho' it ſhould ne er relent, 
Nor Colin's Care ne er move thee, 

Vet till Life's lateſt Breath is ſpent, 
My Peggy, 1 muſt love thee, 
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Belinda's haughty Air deſtroys 


—_— 


SONG 14z. . 
RRight Cynthia's Pow'r divinely Great, 
What Heart is not obeying ? | 
A thouſand Cupids on her wait, 
q A in her Eyes are playn g. 
dems the 7 — af Love to reign 
For ſhe alone diſpenſes , 3 | 
Such Sweets as can entertain | G 
The Guilt of all the Senſes; | | 
Her Face a charming Proſpect brings, 
Her Breath gives balmy Bliſſes ; 
I hear an Angel when the ſings, 
And taſte of Heav*n in Kiſſes. 2 4 
Four Senſes thus the feaſts with Joy, * 0 
From Nature's richeſt Treaſure: 
Let me the'other Senſe employ, 
And I ſhall die with Pleaſure, 


SONG 143. 
Elinda ! with affected Mein, 
Tries all the Pow'r of Art x 
Yet finds her Efforts all in vain, 
To gain a fingle Heart : 


_ Whilſt Chloe, in a different Way, 


Is but herſelf to pleaſe, 


And makes new Conqueſts every Day, 
Without one borrow'd Grace. 7 


What native Charms inſpire; 


. .. : | 
- q . 
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While Chloe's artleſs ſhining Eyes 
Set all the World on fire: 
Belinda may our Pity move, 
But Chloe gives us Pain; 
And while ſne ſmiles us into Love, 
Her Siſter frowns in vain. 


SONG 144 
Born with the Vices of my Kind, 
I were inconſtant too, 
per Cynthia could I rambling find 
More Beauty than in you. 
The rolling Surges of my Blood, 
By Virtue now ebb'd low; 
Should a ngw Show'r encreaſs the Flood, 
Too ſoon *twou'd overflow. 
But Frailty, when thy Face I ws 
Does modeitly retire ; 
Uncommon muſt her Graces be, 
Whoſe Look can bound Defire. | 
Not to my Virtue, but thy Power, 
This Conſtancy is due; N 
When Change itfelf can give no more, 
"Tis eaſy to be true. ä 


SONG 145. 
Br the gaily circling Glaſs . 
We can ſee how Minutes paſs 3 


the hollow Caſk are told 
the waining Might grob old. 


* 
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After Death no Drinking' + foupd. 


AVIARY. 9 


Soon, too ſpon, the buſy Day 
Drives us from our Sport and Blay, 
What have we witb Day to do ? 
Sons of Care ! 'twas made for you. 


SONG 146. 


BY dimpled Brook, and Fountain brim, 
The Wood N ymphs deck d with Deny 
trim, 
Their merry Wakes and Paſtimes keepy | 
What has Night-to do with Sleep ? 


Night has better Sweets to prove 
Venus now wakes, and wakens Love 1 
Come, let us our Rites begin; 

Tis only Day- light that makes Sin. 


SONG 147. 


B cchus, God of mortal Pleaſure, 


Ever give me thy dear Treaſure, 
How I long for tother Quart | 
Drowſy Waiter, 
Since tis no later, 
Why ſhould good Companions . 4 
He that's willing 
Whip a Shilling, 
Follow this Example round. 


If you wear a lib'ral Spirit, 
Put about the gen*rous Claref, 


a— 


wow 


; Wo 
SONG 148. 
Leſt as th'immortal Gods is he, 

The Youth who fondly fits by thee, 
And hears and ſees thee all the while, 


goltly ſpeak, and ſweetly ſmile ! 
So ſpoke the Eaſtern Maid ; 


That in Circafſia's Vineyard ſtray' d, 
And bleſt the wiſeſt Monarch's Arms. 


A thouſand Fair, of high Deſert, 

Strove to enchant the am'rous King; 

But the Circaſſian gain'd his Heart, 

And taught the foyal Bard to ſing. 
Clarinda thus our Song inſpires, 

And claims the ſmooth and ſofteſt Lays : 
But while each Charm our Boſom fires, 
Words ſeem to6 few to ſound her Praiſe, 


Her Mind in ev'ry Grace compleat, 
To paint, ſurpaſſes human Skill: 
Her Majeſty, mixt with the Sweet, 
Let Seraphs fing her, if they will. 
Whilſt wand' ring, with a raviſh'd Eye, 
We all that's perfect in her view, 
Viewing a Siſter of the Sky, 
To whom an Adoration's due. 


SONG 149. 


BY drinking drive dull Care away, 
Be briſk and airy, 


"AV 1 AY. . = 


From dull Reflection to be free, 


(Like thine, ſeraphick were her TY 


| To embrace what Beauty yields, 


Never vary 
In your Tempers, but be gay 1 4 
Let Mirth know no Ceſſation. 
We all were born (Mankind agree) 


But he that drinks not, cannot be: 

Then anſwer your Creation. | 
When Cupid wounds, grave Hymen hefty, 
Then all our whining; 3 
Wiſhing, Striving, * 4 | 


Is left when in Poſſeſſion; _. 

But Bacchus ſends ſuch Treaſure forth, 
Poſſeſſion never palls its Wort, 
We always wiſh' d for't from our Birth, 

And ſhall for ever wiſh-on. 


All Malice here is flung aſide, 
Each take his Glaſs, WS. 
No Healths do paſs, i 
Nor Party Feuds here e er abide; - 3 
They nought but Ill occaſion; 92 
We only meet to celebrate 
The Day which brought us to this State j 
But not to curſe, nor yet to hate 
The Hour of our Creation. : 


% 
—_ - 


SONG 14g. 72 
Bir old Caro, I prithee er 
ou 


9 


Be gone, old Care, 
Bree: 


* Long Time have you been vexing me, 
And fain you would me kill ; 
But efaith old Care, 
Thou never ſhalt have thy Will. 


Tod much Care will make a young Man look 


grey, 
NS mack Caro welt eur an old Man to 
2 
Cons you mal dance, and I will fing, 
So merrily we will play; 
1 
To drive old Care away. | 


| SONG 151. 
* * Boreas blow, and let thy furly 
Winds 
Make the Biſlows foam and roar ; 
- Thou canſt no Terror breed in valiant Minds, 
But ſpite of thee we'lt live, and find a Shore. 


Then chear, my Mates, and be not aw'd, 
But keep the Gun-Room clear; 
' Tho" Hell's broke looſe, and the Devils roar 


abroad, 
Whilſt be have Ses room hereBoys, never fear, 
Hey! how ſhe toſſes up, how far 
The mounting Top-maſt touch'd a Star ; 
The Meteors blaz'd, as thro” the Clouds we 


; 


þ Aid, Sclanjander-like, we n Flame. 
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But now, now we fink ! now we go 

Down to the deepeſt Shades below : 

Alas! alas! where are we now! <@ | 
Who, who can tell ? 

Sure tis the loweſt Room of Hell, 
Or where the Sea-Gods dwell: 

With them we'll live, with them we'll live and Wl | 


reign 3 
With them we'll laugh, and fing, and drink 
Amain: 4 
But ſee] we mount ! ſee! ſee! we riſe gn | 


SONG 152. | 
BEleve my Sighs, my Tears, my Dear, 
Believe the Heart you” ve won: 
Believe my Vows to you ſincere, | 
Or Moggy I'm undone. 
You ſay vs fickle, and apt to change 
At ev'ry Face that's new ; | 
But, of all the Girls I ever ſaw, 
I ne'er lov'd one but you. 
My Heart was but aLump of Ice, - 
Till warm'd by your bright Eyes ; | 
But ah! it kindled in a trice : 1 
A Flame which never dies. 


Come, take me, try me, and you'l find, 


Tho” you ſay I am not true; 


Of all the Girls I ever ſaw 


I never loy'd one but vu. 


The 


REfy's Beauties ſhine ſac bright, 
Were her many Virtues fewer, 
She wad ever give Delight, 
And in Tranſport make me view her, 
Bonny Beſſy, thee alane 
Love I, naithing elſe about thee ; 
With thy Camelineſs I'm tane, | 
And langer cannot live without thee. 
Beſſy's Boſom's faſt and warm, 
Milk-white Fingers ſtill .- 
He who takes her to his Arm 
Of her Sweets can ne'er be cloy'd, 
My dear Befſy when the Roſes 
Leave thy Cheek, as thou grows aulder, 
"= which thy Mind diſcloſes, ' 
keep Love frae growing caulder. 

Beſſy's Toucher is but ſcanty, 
Yet her Face and Soul diſcovers 
Thoſe efichanting Sweets in plenty 

Muſt entice a thouſand Lovers. 
It's not Money, but a Woman 

Of a T kind and eaſy, 
That gives Happineſs uncommon, 
Petted Things can nought but teeze yo. 


SONG 154. 
Beneath a green Shade I fand a fair Maid, 
Was Geeping ſound and iill-+-O 3 


AVIARY. 


| bas w_ 


My Laſs, like a Fool, had mounted the ndl, 


And nae mair look wan, for 1 was the Man 


My bonny ſweet Laſs, on the gowapy Graft 


 Othe Mill, Mill--- Y ind the Neil, SE 


ew 

A'lowan wi' Love, my F cy did e > 
Around her with good Will---0;- 

Her Boſom I preſt, but, ſunk ip her 

She ſtirdna my [oys to ſpill- O , 

he dep cloſe to her 

d her my 2 7 

ou = — in Flanders to E. 

T'employ my Courage and Skill---O, 

Frae er quietly I ſtaw, hoift Sails and Wa, | 

For Wind blew fair on the Bill---O: _-; j 

Tu re where loud flop ” 
ame | 

Tald me with a Voice right ſhrill--O, | 


OO 


Nor kend who had done her the II- O 
Mair fond OE CI with my Son in hpe 


I ferlying 1 ded how ſbe fell O. - 
Wi' the Tear in her Eye, quoth ſhe, let me dio, 
Sweet Sir, gin I can tell O. 
Love gave the Command, [ took her bythe Hand 
And bad a her Fears expell---O, 1 


Wha had done her the Deed my ſell- 0. 


Beneath the Shilling-Hifl---O, 
If I did offence, Fſe make ye amends 
Before I leave 's Mil -O. 


. G +. 
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The Sack and the Sieve, a. that ye maun leave, 


And round with a Sodger-reel---O. 


8 ON G 146, Lady Anne Bothwel's 


Lament. 
Bl my Boy, lye ſtill and ſleep, 
grieves me ſore to hear thee weep; 
If had 5 be filent, I'll be glad, 
Thy Mourning makes my Heart full (ad ; 
Balow, my Boy, thy Mother's Joy, 
N Father bred me great parry 
Balow, my Boy, lie ſtill and ſleep, 
It grieves me ſore to thee weep. 
ew, my Parling, fleep awhile, 
And when thou wak' ſt then ſweetly ſmile ; 
3 ſmile not as thy Father did, 
To cozen Maids: nay God forbid ; - 
For in thine Eye his Look I ſee, 
The tempting Look that ruin'd me. 
© Balow, my Boy, &c. 


When he began to court my Love, 
And with his ſugar d Words to move, 
His tempting Face and flatt ring Chear, 


-£ rr 


t now I ſee that cruel he 
neither for his Babe nor me. 
- Balow, my Boy, &c. 
Farewell, farewell, thou falſeſt Youth, 
3 


AVIA RX. +" "0 


Let never any after me 
Submit unto thy Courteſy , 


For, if they do, O! cruel thou 
Wilt her abuſe and care not how. 


Balow, my Boy, &c, 


I was too cred'lous at the firſt, 

To yield thee all a Maiden durſt ; 

Thou ſwore for ever true to prove, 

Thy Faith unchang' d, unchang'd my Love 3 3 

But quick as Thought the Change is wrought, 

Thy Love's no more, thy Promiſe nought, 
Balow, my Boy, &c. 

I with I were a Maid again, 

From young Men's Flattery I'd refrain, 

For now unto my Grief I find 

They all are perjur d and unkind: 

Bewitching Charms bred all my Harms, 

Witneſs my Babe lies in my Arms. 
Balow, my Boy, &c. 

I take my Fate from bad to worte, 

That I muſt needs be now a Nurſe, 

And lull my young Son on my Lap, 

From me, ſweet „ take the Ar. * 

Balow, my Child, thy Mother mid 


Shall wail as from all Blifs exil'd, | 


Balow, my Boy, &c. 


' Balow, my Boy,, weep not for me, 


Whoſe greateſt Grief's for r thee 3 
Nor pity her deſerved Smart 


| Who can blame none bt bg fond Hear 5 
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for, too ſoon truſting lateſt finds There will we ſport and gather Dew, 
with faireſt Tongues are falſeſt Minds. Dancing while Lav' rocks ſing the Morning 3 
Balow, my Boy, c. There learn frae Turtles to prove truę; 
3alow, my Boy, thy Father's fled, O Bell ne'er vex me with thy Scorning. 
When he the thriftleſs Son has play d; To weſtlin Breezes Flora yields, 
Of Vows and Oaths forgetful, he And when the Beams are kindly warming, 
Preferr'd the Wars to thee and me. Blythneſs appears all o'er the Fields, | 
| zut now, perhaps, thy Curſe and mine And Nature looks mair freſh and charming, 
3 Make him eat Acorns with the Swine. Learn frae the Burns that trace the Mead, 
it, Balow, my Boy, &c. Tho? on their Banks the Roſes bloſſom, 
zut curſe not him, perhaps now he, Yet haſtilie they flow to weed, en 
Lung with ns gre bleſſing thee: And pour their Sweetneſs in his Bofom. 
ferhaps at Death, for who can tell Haſte ye, haſte ye, my bony Bell. 
Vhether the Judge of Heaven and Hell, Haſte to my Arms, and there II guard ch; 
By ſome proud Foe has ſtruck the Blow, With free Conſent my Fears repel, 1 8 
And laid the dear Deceiver low. I'll with my Love and Care reward the- 
Balow, my Boy, &c. e . 'Thus ſang I ſaftly to my. Fair, * 
Iwiſh I were into the Bounds Who rais'd my Hopes without relenting. 
Where he lies ſmother' d in his Wounds, - O Queen of Smiles, 1 aſk nae mar, 
Repeating as he pants for Air, Since now my bony Bell's conſenting. 
My Name, whom once he call'd his Fair. SONG 8 
No Woman's yet ſo fiercely ſet, : 2 f 
Fat ſhe'll forgive, tho' not forget, Baut) is not what 1 pray, dk 
Balow, my Boy, &c. I aſk no ſhining Graces; 2 
| Czlia has another Way, f — 
SONG 157. Without — of Faces, a 
Bom ye, bug ye, my bony Bride; FEE ay 
B Buſk ye, buſk ye, my bony Marrow; Kind Heav n, ic 8 enough for me. Ky 
Buſk ye, buſk ye, my bony Bride, + Mere Fruition is a 7 
Buſk and go to the Braes of Yarrow ; But of a Moment's laſting, | 
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Fruit that doth fo quickly cloy, 
It ſurfeits but with taſting : 
No true Blifs in Love we find, 
Unleſs two Bodies ſhare one Mind. 


SONG 159. 
| PATIE. 
BY the delicious Warmneſs of thy Mouth, 
And rolling Eye, which ſmiling tell 
Trath, - a 
1 guefs my Laſſie, that as well as I, 
You're made for Love, and why ſhould ye deny? 
' PEGGY. 
But ken ye, Lad, gin we confeſs o'er ſoon, 
Yethink us cheap, and fyne the Wooing's done; 
The Maiden that o'er quickly tines her Pow'r, 
Like unripe Fruit will taſte but hard and fow'r. 


PATIE. 
But when they hing o'er lang upon the Tree, 
Theirs they may tine, and ſae may ye; 


Red eh you compleatly ripe appear, 
And I have thol'd and woo'd a lang haff Year, 
] PEGGY. 
Then dinna pu* me; gently thus I fa" 
Into my Patie's Arms for good and a: 
But ftint your Wiſhes to this frank Embrace, 
And mint nae farther till we've got the Grace. 
| PATIE. 
, © © charming Armsfu*! hence, ye Cares, away. 
Tu kifs my Treaſure a the live lang Day: 
* 
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A' Night I'll dream my Kiſſes o'er again, 

Till that Day come that ye'll be a' my ain, 

| CHORUS. 
Sun, gallop down the weſtlin Skies, 
Gang ſoonto Bed, and quickly riſe ; | 
O laſh your Steeds, poſt Time away, 
And haſte about our Bridal Day : | 
And if ye're weary d, ' honeſt Light, | 
Sleep gin ye like a Week that Night. | 


SONG 1560. There's my Thumb 
oed ne more, fond Swain of Pleaſure | 
That the fickle Fair can give thee ; 

Believe me, tis a Fairy Treaſure, 

And all thy Hopes will ſoon deceive thee; 
Sweet's the Morn, but quickly flying; 

Her Smiles I've known, and her Diſdaining: 
The Flow'r is fair, but quickly dying ; 

And Chloe ſtill will be complaining, 


SONG 161. N 
Be early gone a Maying, 

Met her Sweetheart Willie ſtraying; 
Deſign or Chance, no Matter whether, 
But this we know, he reaſon' d with her. 

Mark, dear Maid, the Turtles cooin 
Fondly Billing, kindly Woing; | 
See how ev'ry Buſh diſcovers 
Happy Pairs of feather'd Lovers, 
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Or in Singing, or in Loving, 
Ev'ry Moment ſtill improving : 
Love and Nature wiſely leads 'em : 
Love and Nature ne'er miſguides em. 

See how the op*ning bluſhing Roſe, 
Does all her ſecret Charms diſcloſe ; 
Sweet's the Time, ah! ſhort's the Meaſure 
Of our fleeting, haſty Pleaſure. a 


Quickly we muſt ſnatch the Bliſſes 
Of their ſoft and fragrant Kiſſes ; 


To- day they bloom, they fade To-morrow, 


Droop their Heads, and die in Sorrow. 
Time, my Beſs, will leave no Traces 

Of thoſe Beauties, of thoſe Graces ; 

Youth and Love forbid our ſtaying ; 

Love and Youth abhor delaying, 
Deareſt Maid ! nay, do not fly me, 

Let your Pride no more deny me; 

Never doubt your faithful Willie, 

There's my Thumb, I'll ne'er beguile thee, 


SONG 1562. 
RaAcchus is a Pow'r divine 
For he no ſooner fills my Head 
With mighty Wine, 
Rt all my Cares reſign, 


And droop, and droop, and finkdown dead: Young Damon, deſpis 


Then, then the pleaſing Thoughts begin, 
And I in Riches flow, 
At leaſt I fancyſo; 


And without Thought of Want T fing, 
Stretch'd on the Earth, my Head all , 
With Flowers weav'd into a Garland, crown d 
Then, then I begin to live, 
And ſcorn what all the World can ſhow or give. 
Let the brave Fools that fondly think 
Of Honour, and delight | 
To make a Noiſe, a Noiſe, and fight, - 
Go ſeek out War, whilſt I ſeek Peace, 
Whilſt 1 ſeck Peace, ſeek Peace and Drink, 
Whilſt I ſeek Peace, ſeek Peace and Drink. 
Then fill my Glaſs, fill, fill it high 3 
Some perhaps think it fit to fall and die: 
But when Bottles are rang'd, 
Make War with.me, 
The fighting Fool ſhall ſee 
When I am ſunk, . 
The Difference to lie dead, 
And lie dead drunk: 


The fighting Fool, &c, 


SONG 1863. 


BE wary my Czlia, when Celadon ſues, 


Theſe Wits are the Bane of your Charms 2 
Beauty, play d againſt Reaſon will certainly loſe, 

Warring naked with Robbers in Arms. 
'd for his Plainneſs, of 


Has worth that a Woman ſhould prize z +. 
| G 6 , | 


92 - 
He'll run the Race out, tho? he heavily ſtatts, 

And Diſtance the ſhort-winded Wiſe. ; 
Your Fool is a Saint in the Temple of Love, 
And kneels all his Life there to pray; 


Tour Wit but looks in, and makes haſte to re- 


move, 
®Tis a Stage he but takes in his Way. 


SONG 164. 

Pig out your Coney-ſkins, 

Bring out your Coney-ſkins Maids to me, 
And hold them fait that I may ſee, 
' Grey, black, and blue: For the ſmaller Skins, 
Tul give you Bracelets, Laces, Pins, 

And for your whole Coney 
Here's ready Money. 
Come, gentle Joan, do thou begin 
With thy black Coney, thy black Coney-ſkin, 
And Mary and Joan will follow, 
With their filver hair d Skins and yellow : 
The white Coney -Tkin I will not lay by; 
For tho” it be faint, it is fair to the Eye; 
The grey it is worn ; but yet for my Money, 
Give me the bonny, bonny black Coney : 
Come away, fair Maids, your Skins will decay, 
Come and take Money, Maids, put your Wares 
40 away 

Ha ye any Coney- ſkins, ha'ye any Coney-ſkins, 
Ha ye any Coney-ſkins here to ſell!? 
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SONG 165. 
Bui not what you ought to ſmother 5 
Honour's Laws ſhou'd ſacred be ; 
Boaſting Favours from another, ' 
Ne er will Favour gain with me, 
Ne'er will Favour gain with me. ] 


But, inſpir'd with Indignation, 


Sooner I'd lead Apes in Hell, 

Ere I'd truſt my Reputation * 
With ſuch Fools as kiſs and tell, * 
With ſuch Fools as kiſs and tell. 


He who finds a hidden Treaſure, 
Never ſhould the ſame reveal : 

He whom Beauty crowns with Pleaſure, 
Cautious ſhould his Joy conceal, | 
Cautious ſhould his — conceal. 

Him with whom my Heart I'll venture, 
Shall my Fame from Cenſure ſave ; 

One where Truth and Prudence center, | 
And as ſecret as the Grave, 1 
And as ſecret as the Gi ave. 


SONG 166. 


BIT H Jockey young and gay 
Is all my Heart's Delight ; 
He's all my Talk by Day, 
And all my Dreams by Night. 
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If from the Lad I be, 

"Tis Winter then with me; 
But when he tarries here, 
"Tis Summer all the Year. 


When I and Jockey met 
Firſt on the flow ry Dale, 
Right ſweetly he me tret, 
And Love was all his Tale: 
You are the Laſs, ſaid he, 
That ſtaw my Heart frae me ? 
O eaſe me of my Pain, 
And never ſhaw Diſdain. 


Well can my Jockey kyth 
His Love and Courteſie: 
He made my Heart full blyth. 
When he firſt ſpake to me. 
His Suit I till deny'd, 
He kiſs d, and I comply'd : 
Sae Jockey promis'd me, 
That he wad faithful be. 


: I'm glad when Jeckey comes, 
Sad when he gangs away; 
'Tis Night when Jockey glooms, 
But when he ſmiles *tis Day. 
When our Eyes meet, 1 pant, 
I colour, figh, and faint ; 
What Laſs that wad be kind, 
Can better tell her Mind ? 


AVIARY. | 
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Butz and Love once fell at odds, 
And thus revil'd each other: 

Quoth Love, I am one of the Gods, 
And thou wait'ſt on my Mother: 

Thou had'ſt no Power on Man at all, 
But what I gave to thee; 

Nor are you fonger Sweet or Fair, 
Than Men acknowledge me. 


Away, fond Boy, then Beauty cry'd, 


We know that thou art blind : 

And Men of noble Parts when try'd 
Our Graces better find : 

*T'was I begot the mortal Snow, 
And kindled Mens Defires ; 

I made thy Quiver and thy Bow, 
And- Wings to fan thy Fires. 


Cupid in Anger flung away, 
And thus to Vulcan pray d, 


That he would tip his Shaft with Scorfl; 


To puniſh this proud Maid ; 


So ever ſince Beauty has been 


But courted for an Hour; 
To love a Day is held a Sin 
*Gainſt Cupid and his Power, 


SONG 168. 


BRI Claret and Sherry 


Will make us all merry; 


93 


* 


The 


94 
Then fill the Glaſs, fill the Glafs readily round; 
Put it o'er the left Thumb, 


Tho? the y's Dumb, 
"Twill open their Pipes with a muſica] Sound. 
»Twill Open, &c. ; 
Then, ſo, la, me, fa, 
With a Note on ela ; 
Then higher, then higher perhaps it may riſe, 
Fill a Bumper about, 
For without any doubt, 
Jolly Bacehus, jolly Bacchus is prais'd to the 
Is prais'd to the Skies. (Skies, 


SONG 169. 
Beer, blow, thou Winter's Wind; 
Thou art not ſo unkind 
As Man's Ingratitude. 
Thy Tooth is not ſo keen, 
Becauſe thou art not ſeen, 
Altho* thy Breath be rude. 
Heigh ho ! ng, heigh ho! unto the green Holly; 
Moſt Friendſhip is feigning, moſt Loving meer 
Then heigh ho, the Holly ; (Folly : 
'This Life is moſt jolly. 
Freeze, freeze, thou bitter Sky, 
Thou doſt not bite ſo nigh, 
As Benefits forgot. 
Tho' thou the Waters warp, 
Thy Sting is not ſo ſharp, 
As Friends remembigd not. 
| Heigh ho! ſing, &c. 
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SONG 150. 
Y the Beer as brown as 4 
By the Cyder and the Perry, 
Which fo oft has made us merry. | , 
With a hy down, ho down, derry, $. 
Mauxelinda's I'll remain; 
True Blue will never ſtain : 
Mauxelinda's I'll remain, 
True Blue will never ſtain, 
True, &c, 
SONG 171. 
Elinda's Pride's an errant Cheat, 
A fooliſh Artifice to blind ; 
Some honeſt Glance that ſcorns Deceit 
Does ſil] reveal her Native Mind. 
With Look demure, and forc'd Diſdain, 
She idly acts the Saint; | 
We ſee thro* this Diſguiſe as plain 
As we diſtinguiſh Paint. 
So have I ſeen grave Fools deſign, 
With formal Looks to paſs for wiſe; * 
But Nature is a Light will ſhine, | 
And break thro” all Diſguiſe. 


SONG 172. 


© N Fhold the Brand of Beauty toſt ! 
See how the Motion does dilate the Flame! 


Delighted Love his Spoils does boaſt, 
And triumphs in this Game. 
Fire, to no Place confin'd, 
Is both our Wonder, and our Fear; 
Moving the Mind, 
As Lightning hurled thro the Air. 


High Heav*n ths Glory does increafe . 
Of all the ſhining Lamps, this artful Way ; 
The Sun in Figures, ſuch as theſe, 
Joys with the Moon to play : 
To the ſweet Strains they advance, 
Which do reſult from their own Spheres ; 


As this Nymph's Dance 
Moves with the Numbers which ſhe hears. 
SONG 173. 


Ruſh not redder than the Morning, 

Tho” the Virgins gave you Warni ng; 
Sigh not at the Chance befel ye, 
Tho' they ſmile and dare not tell ye. 


Maids, like Turtles, love the Cooing, 
Bill and Murmur in their Wooing. 

Thus, like you, they ſtart and tremble, 
And their troubled Joys difſemble. 


Graſp the Pleaſure while tis coming; 
Tho' your Beauties now are blooming, 
Time at laſt our Joys will ſever, 

And they*il * they'll part for ever. 
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SONG 174. 

CAN you leave Ranging, 

Ne'er think of Changing, 

And conſtant grow ? 

No. Reform and marry ? No. 
In Love ne'er vary ? No. 
You'd ſoon be weary, 
And from me go. 
You'd wiſh to leave me 
I'd wiſh to leave you---- 
You wou'd deceive me 
I wou'd deceive you, 


Your Fate you know ; Y 
I would deceive you, 
Your Fate you know. 
80 NG rye 
CAN I view a doating Aſs, 
Cringing to a ſcornfyul Laſs, 


And not burit my Sides with ha, "ha, ha? 
Or behold a haughty Fair, 
Giving Sentence of Deſpair, 

Nor the Farce deride with ha, ha, ha ? 


Tho' I flatter, figh, and whine, 
When I hope to have her mine; 
Yet when Frolick makes her prance, 
I give Muſick to her Dance, 
And tune her Pride with ha, ha, ha! 


bu A 


1 


| SONG- 176. 
AN chen a Look create a Thought, 
| Which Time can ne er remove? 
Ves, fooliſh Heart, again thou' rt caught, 
Again thou bleed'ſt for Love. 
She ſees the Conqueſt of her Eyes, 
Nor heals the Wounds ſhe gave ; 
She ſmiles, when'er his Bluſhes riſe ; 
And ſighing, ſhuns her Slave. 


Then, Swain, be bold, and ſtill adore her, 
Still her flying Charms purſue z 
Love and Friendſhip both implore her, 
Pleading Night and Day for you. 


SONG 177. 
Auld be the Rebels caſt, 
Oppreſſors baſe and bloody; 
J hope we'll ſee them at the laſt 
Strung a' up in a Woody. 
Bleſt be he of Worth and Senſe, 
And very high his Station, 
That bravely ſtands in his Defence 
Of Conſcicnce, King, and Nation. 


SONG 178. 
E Alia too late you wou' d repent ; 
The offering all your Store, 
Is row but like a Pardon ſent 
To one that's dead before. . 


„ 


But when your Falſhoods plain appear, 
My Love no longer ſtay d. | 
Your Bounty of theſe Favours ſhown, 


When theſe Charms that Youth have tent Fas 


While at the firſt you cruel prov d, ' 
And grant the Bliſs too late, 

You hindred me of one I lov'd, 
To give me one I hate. 


I thought you innocent as fair, 
When firſt my Court I made; 


Whoſe Worth you firſt deface, 

Is melting valu'd Medals down, + 
And giving us the Braſs. 

O! ſince the Thing we beg's a Toy, 
That's priz d by Love alone; 

Why cannot Women grant the Joy 
Before the Love is gone. 


| SONG 179. 
Aua, let not Pride undo you, ] 
Love and Life fly ſwiftly on 
Let not Damon ſtill purſue you, 4 \ 
Still in vain, till Love is gone : 
See how fair the blooming Role is, k 
See by all how juſtly priz'd ; 
But when it its Beauty loſes, 
See the wither*'d Thing deſpis d. 


— 


nd Pa 


Like the Roſes are d.cay'd, 
Czlia you'll too late repezt you, 
And bs forc'd to die a Maid? 


Pte a Mak! die a Maid! die d Ma! 

Catia you'll too late t you, 

And be forc'd to die a Mad! 
SON G 186; 

(lia hoard thy 


by Charms no more; 
Beauty's like the Miſer's Treaſufe; 
Still the vain Poſſeſſor's poor: 

What are Riches without Pleaſure hs 
Endleſs Pains the Miſer takes 

To encreaſe his Heaps of Money; 
Lab'ring Bees his Pattern makes, 

Yet he feats to taſte his Honey. 


Views, with aching Aer, his Store, 
Trembling, leſt he chance to loſe it,” 
Pining ſtill for want of mote, 


Czlia thus; with e Arts, 

Spends her Days, her Charms improvingy 
Lab'ring ſtill to conquer H 

Yet ne er taſtes the Sweets of Loving: 


Views, with Pride, her Shape, her Face, 
Fancying till ſhe's under Twenty 3 1 
Age brings wrinkles Os ; 

While ſhe ſtarves wittfa}l her Plenty. 
Soon * 2 both 2 F 

Ti Idol from 
He muſt leave his Gold behind wy 

Lock d within his Grave yo 


4 


8 
\ , ft 
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| Callia's Fate Will ill be worſe, 
Van Dates her fading Charms . 


* Lie of thy Stote; | 
| is * without Pleaſure? 


Tho' the Wretch wants Pow'r to uſe it, | 


— WI N 
"4 OE * * 
: 
. 


11. 


ill be her Carke, | 9 
—— will relieve her. | 
la har thy Charms p6 more, 
14 the „ 1 


> & 


* ' SONG 181. 


Fj Alia, charming Czlis, hear me; 
0 


Liften to à Lover's VO. 


95 Lmile tho lovely Nympli and cheat me 4). 4 


Let no Frown deform thy Brow. 
Let no Ffown deform thy Brow. 
Tel) rhe, is't a Crime to love 
Whom the G ve made fo fair? 
Let my Sighs and Prayers move you, | | 
And reward a Love fincere. 


- "Tis not, tis not wild Deſite, | 3 = 


But the ſofteſt Paing of Love : 
Cheriſh then a-noble' Fire, | 
And the generous Flame improve, 
Lovely 2 L adore you, 3 _ 
Kindly elſe a. Lovet”s Smart >, _— 
I ne'er lov'd-a Maid before 8 N 
You alone poſſeſs my Heart. | 
-__ my Dear, how frail is FOOTY 
\ Think how long m1 


. [x 


cy. 


| 2 


To emplo AF var Dur, 
. "Tint is ger ed when paſt, SONG 167 
Eaſ Rovers, ceaſe to range; 
SONG. 182, C Pleaſure revels leaſt ip, * e wn "\ 


Elia, my Heart has often rang'd 
Like Bees e er gaudy Flow'rs, 
And many thouſand Loves has chang d, 
Till it was fix'd an yours; 
But Cælia, when I ſa thoſe Eyes, 
Twas ſoon determin'd there; T 
Stars might as well forſake the Skies, 
And vaniſh into Air. 
Now, if from this great Rule J err, 
New Beauties to adore, 
May I again turn Wandeger, 
And never fettle more. 


| $ONG 18. 
(Aua has a thouſand Charms; 


"Tis Heav'n to lie within her Arms 3. 


While I ſtand gazing on her Face, 
Some new and ſome reſiſtleſs Grace, 
Fills with freſtr Magic all the Place. 
While I ſtand gazing, &c. 
But while the Nymph I thus adore, 
I muſt my wretched Fate deplore g 
For, oh! Myrtilla, have a Care, 
Her Sweetneſs is A Compare, 
But then ſhe's falle ell as ſair. 
ktave a Care, M &c. 


* 
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And wh 


Wand'ring ſtill uneaſy, ſtill, 
| Nonight can fix ye, 
Nought can pleaſe 5e, 


„ 


Whilſt true Love, like hea w aly Joys. 


Never dies, and never cloys. 


l $ONG, 185. 


G5 „when Spring came on, 
18 n in d Grove, 
— 7 . and ſtill he ſung 
* 4 and Be of Love: 
Wedded Joys in Girls aud Boys, 
And pretty Chat of this and thag ! 
The honey Kiſs, and charming Bliſs, 
That crowns the Marriage Bed; 


Fe ſnatch*d hex Hand, ſhe bluſh'd and fann' 


And ſeem'd as if afraid | 
Forbear,, ſhe-cries, your fawning Lies, 


Tue vow'd to die Maid, 1. 


Celadon, at that begun f 
To talk of Apes in Hell, | 

worſe, the odious Curſe. 
Of growing old and ſtale; ; 

Loſs of Bl when Wrinkles come, 
And Offers Kind when none will mind; 


x 


OI Wu » £m 


© 


= 


| The 


The roſie Joy, and ſparkling Eye, 
Grown faded and decay*'d, | 

At which, when known, ſhe chang d her Tone, 
And to the Shepherd ſaid, | 

Dear Swain, give 6'er, T'Il think once more, 
Before I'U die a Maid. eee Ara 


SON G 186. 


(Elebrate this Feſtival, 
'Tis ſacred,” bid the Trumpers ceaſe z 
Kindly treat Märia's Day, © r 
And your Homage *twill repay ; 
Bequeathing Meflings dn our Iſle, 
The tedious Minutes to beguile : 
Till Conqueſt to Maria's Arms reſtore 
Peace and her Helge; to'depart no'more, 
SONG 187. 
(Eaſe to perſuade; not ſay you love ſincerely, 
When you've betray di you il treat me 
ſeverely, EE 1 2 50h 
And fly what once you did purſue ! 
Happy's the Fair home er believes you, 
Who gives Deſpair, or elſe deceives you, 


8 


Or learns Inconſtancy from you. [Da Capo, a 


SONG 188. 
(CEafe dear Larinda, ceaſe admiring, 
Why Crowds and Notts Roypeove 5 


EASE : 


ay 
What e'er I ſee abroad is tiring, 
O let us to ſome Cell remove, z nb 
Where all alone ourſelves enjoying, | 
c ny with Innocence and Peace, 
n nobleſt Themes our Thoughts loying 
Let us our inward Joys — 3, - 
And ſtill the happy Taſte purſuing, ; 
Raiſe our. Love and/Friendſhip higher ; - 
And thus the ſacred Flames renewing, 
In Extaſies of Bliſs expire. 
"SONG 189. 
(CEafe, ceaſe of Cupid to complain, 
Love, Love's a Joy, even while a Pain; 


: . * 


Oh!] then think! oh! then think 


Oh! then think how great his Bliſes! 
Moving Glanees; balmy Kiſſes 
Charming Raptures; matchleſs Sweets; 
Love, Love alone; Love, Love alone, 
Love, Love alone, all Joys compleats. 
SONG 190. 
; DAMON. 
Tae, fair Caliſtris, ceaſe diſdaining ; 
Tis Time to leave that uſeleſs Art; 
Your Shepherd's-weary of complaining z.- 
Be kind, or he*l] reſume his Heart. 
CCALIST RIS. 
Damon, be gone; I hate complying; 
oe To ED 


2 


* ey 


I take more Pleafure in denying, 
Than in the Conqueſts I have made. 


DAMON. 


Why, cruel Nymph, why, why ſo lighting ? Ct 


Is this the Treatment I muſt have? 
Were not your Beauty ſo inviting, 
I wqu'd no longer be your Slave. 
ALI Rs. 
Damon, be gone, I hate complying; 


Vour Heart's not worth the having; 
Were there ten thouſand Shepherds dying, 


Not one were worth the ſaving. 


| SONG 191. 
Cie to purſue the ſcornſul Fair; 

I Let not her vain deluding Air 
One Thought of thine engage ; 

Leave her to ftale Virginity, 

Let Pride in Youth her Torment be, 
"And Envy in old Age. 


$ONG 192. 


Cilia, w when with artful Note 
| Vou charm th'attentive Ear; 
And warble from your tuneful 
What Seraphims might hear; 
My Soul in Raptures feells the Song, 
. er dwells upon — e Sound: 
So Syrens draw the liſt ning Throng, 
_ And pleaſe them white they wound. 


100 TD The AVIARY. 


SONG 103. 
Haſte Lucretia, when you left me, 
You of all Things dear bereft me 
Tho" I ſhew'd no Diſcontent. 
Griefis ſtrongeſt, 
And the longeft, 


. When too great to find a Vent. 


How much fiercer is the Anguiſh, 


When we moſt in ſecret languiſh 


Silent Streams are deepeſt found ; 
Noiſy Grieving 
Is 2 


Had I Words that could reveal it 
Vet I wiſely would conceal it; 
Tho the Queſtion be but fair ; 
Grief and Merits, 
Love and Spirits, 
Always loſe by taking Air. 
Guardian Angels ſtill defend you, 
And ſurprizing Joys attend you; 
Whilſt I'm like the Winter Sun: 
Faintly ſhining, 
And declining, 


Till thy charming Spring return. 


80 N G 104. 
(CHarming Chloe, look with Pity 
On yqur faithful Love-fick Swain, 


tear, oh! hear his doleful Ditty; 


And relieve his mighty Pain. Was wont to play ſuch Roundelays, 
Find you Muſick in his ſighing ? ' Is thrown away, and not aSwain 

Can you ſee him in Diſtreſs ? Dares pipe ar fing, within his Plain; 
Wiſhing, trembling, panting, dying; Tis Death for any one to ſay: 

Yet afford no kind Redreſs! One Word to him but well - a- day. 
Strephon mov'd by lawleſs Paſſion The May- pole where thy little Feet 

For no Favours rudely ſues ; So roundly did in Meaſures meet, | 
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- His Oaten Pipe, 


All his Flame is out of Faſhion, 
Ancient Honour for him wooes. 


Love for Love's the Swain's Ambition 


, 


But if that is deem'd too great, 


Pity; pity his Condition, 
Say, at leaſt, you do not 
Shou'd you, fonder of a Rover, 
PraQtis*d in the Art of Guile, 


Slight ſo true and kind a Lover, 
Chloe, might not Strephon ſmile ? 

Yes, well pleas'd at thy undoing, 
Vulgar Lovers might upbraid ; 

Strephon, conſcious of thy Ruin, 
Soon would be a filent Shade. 


8 ON G 


And all the Joy he took to ſee 
His pretty Lambs run after thee, . 
Is gone, is gone, and he alone, 


Sings nothing now but well-a- 


* 


| 195. 
Cris, no thou'rt fled away, 
Amyntor*s Sheep are gone aſtray z 


day, well-a-day» 


chat in thy Praiſe if 


Is broken down, and no Content 


Comes near Amynterfince you went. : 


All that I ever heard hint ſay, 
Was Chloris, Chloris, well-a-day. 
Upon thoſe Banks you us d to tread, 
He ever fince hath lain his Head: 
And whiſper'd there ſuch pining Woe, 


As hot a Blade of Graſs will grow; 


O Chloris ! Chloris ! come aways 
And hear Amyntor's well-a-day, 


SONG 


196; 


(cHloris, in native Purplebright, 
The Vidlet of Beauty ſprings. 3 : 
She ſpreads her op'fthing Sweets to Sight, | 
And raviſhes with warbling Strings. 
Fair Charmer of our Eyes and Ears, 
Cecilia ſure has Heav*n forſaok 3 +. 
She brings ſoft Mufick from the Spheres 


And bears an Angel in her Look; 


Hz 


— 


o 
- 


Tor" 


0 EY : | 
* * - hd * 
* 


The 


. * 

Cn found Love for his Pſyche in Tears; 

= Ade with his Dart, and ſmil d at his 
Ta feeling at length the-Poiſon it keeps, .. 
Cupid he ſmiles, and Chloe ſhe weeps : 
Till feeling at length the Poiſon it keeps. 
Cupid he ſmiles, and Cube ſhe weeps, 
Cupid he ſmiles, and Chloe ſhe weeps. 


5 NG. RC 
| (Cre bluſh'd, and frown'd,. and ſwore, 
And- puſh'd me rudely from her: 
Icall'd her faithleſ jilting- Whore, 
To talk to me of Honour, 
But when I roſe, and would begone, 
She cry d, nay, whither go ye? 
Young Damon, ſtay; now vy re alone, 
Do, do, do what you will, 
Do what you will with Chloe: 
Do hat you will, what you will, 
What you will with Chloe: 
Do what you will, what you will, 
What you will with Chloe, 
- $SONG 199. 
Coe, my fair Deſpiſer, | 
Take. Warning, and be wiſer, | 
Nor more refuſe me: 


* 
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If I ſhould change my Mi 
And ſhould ſome Charmer 
That Pity may make kind, 
You might loſe me. | 
Too long to light a Lover V Pains, = 
Sheys but the Folly of the Mind ; 
Tis difficult to hold Love's Reins, .-. 
When thoſe that hold them are unkind: 
The prudent Fair, (as there are ſuch) . 
That ſmile, and kindly play the Rein 
Nor hold their Hands, nor give too muc d 
O' er all the World a Congueſt gain. 
Smile, my Fair, and take the Prize, 
My Heart is yet your Richte, 
Love waits Orders from thaſe 
To ſtay, or take his Flight, | 0 


SONG. 200. 


(CHloe's a Nymph in'flow'ry Groves, 
A Nereid in the Streams; 
Saint-like ſhe in the Temple "037g 
A Woman in my Dreams. 
Love ſteals Artillery from her E en, | 
The Graces point her Charms; 
Orpheus is rivall'd in her Voice, 
And Venus in her Arms. 


Never ſo happily i in one 

5 Did Heavy n and EK combine 

And yet tis Fleſh and Blood wh 
That makes her ſo divine. 


x7 - & 


Y. 
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fy 


She looks indeed like other — 44 
With Atlas cover d oer; 80 NG 203. 

But when undreſt e meets my Flames, NHioe, a uet in Prime, 
Lr Behold the ſtrange Effects Te! - 
SONG 2or. Maries, and doats at Forty Five. 

(Floris, yourſelf you fo excel, So Welther-cocks, that for . a 2 

Wulen you vouckſafetobteithe my 7 Have ver d about with ev 
That, like à Spirit, With chin Spel! Gros old, and deſtitute of 3 
Of my 6wn teaching I am caught. | Ruſt to a Point, Sx: at laſt. 
That Eagle's Fate and mine are'one $ ON G 204. 


Which, on the Shaft that made "him de, 


Epy'd a Feather bf Bis on, 
Wherewith be wont to ſoar ſo high. 

Had Eccho; With ſo ſweet a Grace, 
Narcifſus* loud Complaints return d, 

Ne fr ectiom of his Face, 


Voice, the Boy had burn'd. | 


. 1 » 4 v 2 


SONG 202. 


Coe, ſure the ids above 
For our Joys flick you compoſe, 
Graceful as the Qn of Lore, * 
Wanten as the bi — Dove, 
Fragrant as the blowing Ron. 
Wit and Beaũty both we find, 
Strivirnig*which ſhall arm ybu mo ſts 
Doubly, Chloe; thus you bind 
Had not Nature made you kind, 
We, alas! were doubly loſt, 


How can you, love 


Coe be kind, no mote perplex me, 


te 


Slight not y Love at fuck aBate ; 


Should I your Scorn # 


Love much abus'd will tur | to. 


Put on the Look 


* 3 


Women were firſt deſign d by — 


To give a Pleaſure, hot à Pain. 


Kindneſs creates u Flame thus s taQing, WY 
When other Charms are fled away 3 

Te 1 
Throw off thoſe-Frowns;: and Love db. 


SONG 205. 


53+ 1 | 


. (Hoe pro proves falſe, but Kill ſhe is charming x '4 
Nature like Beauty her Temper has made; 


Subject to change, 
O'er each Heart ſhe will range; 


% 


H4 


* « 


704 | 
Ever . 2 
Never diimay d. 


— 
* 


A er was made to inherit Diſdain; | 
Love is a Bubble, 
That gives Mankind Trouble; 
Reflecting Extaſy 
Drops with the Simile/ 
Airy and vain. © *© 
Sure Venus pre her that Face to deceive me, 
And gave the Boy but one Arrow would fly; 
" Haſte to thy . 5 


. 
muſt be, 
Make her to Pity me, 


Ere that I die. 


ml SO N G 206. 
Coe s the Wonder of her Sex, 
1 "Tis welt her Heart is tender; 
How might ſuch killing Eyes perplex, 
With Vitue'to defend her! 
© But Nature graciouſly inclin'd, 
Not bent to vex but pleaſe us, 
Loy to her boundleſs Beauty yoin'd 
- + » AÞbgundteſs Will to eaſe us, 


$ i? 


. 
© 
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Wanich my genes, or let ber not flight me; 


Being by my Example taught 


F \ i — % 


b SONG 207; 


is farewel! I now muſt | Fe 


For if with thee T longer 5. 
Thy Eyes prevail upon me ſo, | 
I ſhall prove blind, and loſe my war. 
Fame of thy Beauty, and thy Youth, * 
Among the reſt me hither brought ; 
Finding this Fame fall ſhort of Truth, 
Made me ſtay longer than I thonght, 
For I'm engag*d'by Word and Oath, 
A Servant to another's Will? 
Yet, for thy Love, I'd forfeit both, 
Could I be ſure to keep it ſtill. 
But what Affurance can I take? 
When thou, foreknowing this Abuſe, 
For ſome more worthy Lover's — 
May' t leave me with ſo juſt Excuſe 


For thou may ſt ſay, twas not thy Fault, & | 


That thou didſt thus inconſtant prove z 


To break thy Oath, to mend thy Love, 
No, Chloris, no: I will return, 
And raiſe thy Story to that Height, 
That Strangers ſhall at Diſtance burn 3 


And ſhe diſtruſt me reprobate, 


a. , ww 


a + Wi.q9zqz 


; | v 1 A RY. 10% 
SONG 208. : "BY "Ti 100 mucho los Time and Jo © 


ris 'twill be for either's Reſt, 4 SONG. 209. 
Truly to know each other's Breaſt 3 * Lorinda does at Fifty Six : Ti 
Fl make th NE | C To youthful Charms lay claims, * PP. 
em Saunters and liſps, plays Monkey Friis. 
If you will deal but fo with me. At ev'ry Heart ae | 
We ſoon ſhall part, or ohn agree. Aukwardly gay, the apes, 
Kao os ee eee And rolls her dying Byes, 4” 
If it cou as now you are; * mes Variety of Shapes; 
And tho? the Graces 0 your Mind | 7 2 alas! +; * BP 
With reſembling Luſtre ſhin'd ; il foe Twelve dir rent Airs one Hour wine 
Vet if you Jove me not, you \' 7 {CO RG s engage 3 * 
1 value thoſe as you dome: But all theſe Arts will never 90” 2» 
Tho' I a thouſand Times had ſworn 7 To blind us to ber Age. * "i 
My Paſſion ſhould tranſcend your Scorn, Fain ſhe'd avoid the heavy Curſe © 
And that your bright triumphant Eyes * Laid on ti ancient Belle, 
Create a Flame that never dies; But as ſhe has no heavy Purſe, 
Yet if to me you prove untrue, She muſt lead Apes in Hell. | 
Thoſe Oaths ſhould turn as falſe to you. ene 
I I'vow'd to pay Love for Hate, 8 ON G 210. * 
"Twas, I confeſs, a meer Deceit ; | (Linda, hear my Moan, . ; 
Or that my Flame ſhould deathleſs prove, ' My Boon do not deny; 732 2 
"Twas but to render fo your Love: If you'll not be my own, | N 
I bragg'd as Cowards us d to do N Your Martyr LO * "Y | * 1 
Of Dangers they Il ne er run into. Remember that my loↄẽ e 
And now my Tenets I have ſhow'd, To you is ever tus ” 
If you think them too great a Load; I can't my Paſſion more, 
T attempt your Change, were but in vain, It's fx d till Death on you, 


The Conqueſt not being worth the Pain, = 


A Victim to — * Charms. 
But when I'm, dead anf gare, 
Let this then be bd 5 


* BAY hol 5 8. 


SHOT ER rita = h 2 7 1 . 
Neglected, — - E - 
ith hope . 55 | 


5 * Fol 
Oh ! could the p Hours bn 
When I triumph! din, 9 


Clarinda would 
Would mutually fi by bare 


—y far 22 Fog Plain dN 

joys the ſweet a 

Whale Sen.. hp won, 
And Clarinds no tno dre. is his 


How oft at theſe Feet has =_ 


Bewailing his ſforrowful: Fate! 
But all his Complaints were in vain, 
n 


4 


* 


ned 


t 


_ 
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| 1 lang'd to be gaz'd'on in Town, 


To ſparkle in golden Array; 
By my Dreſs and my Charms to be e 
In the Park, and at ev ry; new Play. 


ithout Grande! 
e 


2 Sos wenn . * EY ——_- 


« And 1 d 
5 ZN 
4 170 $ Sigh Difdain 3 


I regarded his Vows 585 A8 WI 
And ſcornfully Trait'd at this Faſo, 


How happy my Fortune 


- my Reaſon 
In PL I Rad ny 


1258 * Pride! 


Had I been my 3% . en 
Wich him Fibre co Content Thad f 
Than Grandrur Aid Fame os ip 
For his Fôhdness oh Witties had 2M 
With a bs afſion would die. 


rener, al ol 


Lhad feaſted Wi innocent 0 | 
On the N of gene Joy. and Eaſe; * 
While the Fears © ax 5 ace annoys 
Had ne'er in e 
But ah! that gladPr 75 5 a | 
His Love I can hev 1 5 
And the Lofs I hall 82 n, 
Tilt Death ſhalf'teheve Dn from Pain, 
Thus wail'd the fad Nyi 5 all in Tears, 
Yep he Sn Re oe did Sc nee 
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Ome, dear 1. qui 
And to the rural Hamlets ply; 
Behold, the, Winter Storms are gone, 
CNS the e 5 


The Birds 3 th e Flo 


'Tis Joy and 
'Tis Love and 
Come, let us 


iN 


k the kradua] ring, | 
Gd, e Bien , 
ins jo IM 


Let us ſecure the Mart Delis 
And wiſely crop the, blog 

For ſoon, too ſoon it will 
Ariſe, my Love, bes come . 


Till Philomel 


ab 18 148 that Mahomet was 80 I 


N de Mite A, 


g 1&5 WW.) 
the Litjudr 


: To forbid the Us of 
Than — 


| Wenz. all hs racer 158 
As cn fs rom i e 4 
Come fill up the BY E. * 
8 O NG 214. 


Conti s drfnk, n 
Winter and cold We wal 2 
For to paſs away lo 
5 to paſk away 
Better far than Catds'br Dice, 
nit ag EVE | 
dp NS | 
. Of grand Ado s on the 15 
Je win jeald * 


Give us Liquor g 
And will make a HE Nm 
Than the 3 Veneti 

Within the Dara. 


But a ſenſeleſs Wige 


— | 


v 5 7 Ls dl FEED 
* 4 3 f 
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Falling-fickneſs was his Shame, 
And his Fame ſhall have the Blame, 
For all his whiſp*ring Pigeon. 

Valentia, that famous Town, 
Stood the Frenchmen's Wonder; 
Water it employ'd to drown, 
And to cut their Troops aſunder. 
e | 
# Whilſt the crafty Spaniards t 
a- Ferte and his Plunder. 
Therefore Water we diſdain, 
Mankind's Adverſary ; 
Once it caus'd the World's whole Frame 
RE In e 2 
— 4 the Enemies of Joy, , 
with Envy to 
| And murder good Canary. 
+  Sack's the Prince's ſureſt Guard, 
If he would but try it ; 
No Rebellion e'er was heard, 
* Where the Subjects ſoundly ply it; 
And three Conſtables at moſt, 
5 * enough to quell an Hoſt, 
ö e full-brim Bowls, 
: nr | 
| or to quench your chiaſty Souls, 
. W Waking 5 
3 TO Og RP 


[OED 


The AVIA RY. 


Sack doth make the Spirit bold, 


How to make our Colours riſe, | 
And our Noſes rich with drinking 


Cauſe the Rubies to a 

In their Orient * 
Pottle Pots bring up the Rear, 

For our Forces we muſt muſter : 


Signor Gallon leads the Van, 
He hath taken many a Man, 


And drowns them in a Cluſter, | 


Sack it doth inſpire the Wit, 
Tho' the Brain be muddy: 

Some that ne er knew nothing, yet 
By its Virtue fall to ſtudy. 

He that tipples up good Sack 


Finds ſound Marrow in the Back, 


That's wholeſome for the Belly. 


All the Faculties of Man 


Are enriched by this Treaſure ; 
He that firſt this Bowl began 

Let him give to all his Meafure 1 
Sack is like th" ZEtherial Fire, 


Which doth kindlenew Deſire. 


To do a Woman Pleaſure, 


. 
— 72 - 
4 ® 


"Tis like the Muſes Nectar. 
Some that filent Tongues did hold, 1 
Now can ſpeak a lęarned Lecture; 
By the flowing of the Tub, 
They can break Alcides* Club, 
And take the Crown from Hector. 


We never covet to be rich 

With Commerce, or with Trading; 
Nor have we a zealous Itch, 

Tho* quondam Means are fading ; 
But our Veſſel's all our Store, 
And Wits are how to get at more 

Good Sack, and that's our Lading. 
We that drink good Sack in Plate, 

To make us blithe and jolly, 
Never plot againſt the State, 

Jo be puniſh'd for ſuch Folly ; 
But the merry Glaſs and Pipe 
Make our Senſes quick and ripe, 

And expel melancholly. 

See the Squibs, and hear the Bells, 

The Fifth Day of November; 
The Preacher a ſad Story tells, 

And with Horrour doth remember, 
How ſome dry-brain'd Traitors wrought, 
Plots, that would to Ruin brought 
Both King, and every Member. 


We that drink have no ſuch Thoughts, 
Blind and void of Reaſon ; 
We take Care to fill our Vaults, 
With good Wine at ev'ry Seaſon, 
And with many a chearful Cup 
We blow one another up, 


And that's our only Treaſon, 


* 
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Co take your Glaſs, the Northern Laſs | 
prettily advis'd ; 


lame and really. was 


Agreeably ſu pri d. wee 


Her Shape 5 neat, her Voice ſo ſweet, 
Her Air and Mien ſo free; 

The Syren charm'd me from my Meat, 
But take your Drink, ſaid ſhe. 


If from the North ſuch Beauty came, | 8 


How is it that I feel 

Within my Breaſt that-glowing Flame 
No Tongue can e er reveal ? 

Tho? cold and raw the North-wind blow, 
All Summer's on her Breaſt ; | 


| Her Skin was like the driven Snow, 


But Sun-ſhine all the Reſt. Tad 


Her Heart may Southern Climates melt, 
Tho? frozen now it ſeems ; | 

That oy with Pain be equal felt, ＋ _ 
And balanc'd in Extremes. - 

Then like our genial Wing ſhe Il hm 
With Love my panting Breaſt : 

Me, like our Sun, her Heape fall warm 3 


—_— 
4 
: 


Con, fair Nymphs, to this fweet Grove; 


Conſtant Swain make haſte away,. 


2 


% 
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And behold my charming Love 
Rejoice with me this happy Day. 
N , at length, has chang*d her Mind, 
Pity ſhews, and nd Diſdain: mr: 
why fm fiying,” BOY 
Nor denying, 


"> Her Heaht. tome top has refign'd 


I no more ſhall figh in vain. 
My faithful Yows ſie now will hear; 
Joys delighting, © 
Charms inviting, 


In fair Sylvia do appear. 


SONG 217. 
Co. 4 5 56 ye Nymphs, 
Nymphs, and ev ry Swain, 
Come ye "ye mph and ev'ry Swain, 
Galatea lea | 
| To revive us on the Plain, | 


the Main, 
To revive us, to revive us, to rgvive us on the 
Plain ; | 

Come, come, tome, come ye Nymphe. 

Come ye Nymphs andey*ry Swain, 
Come ye Nyriphs and ev ry Swain, 
Galatea leaves the Main, | 
To revive us ou the Plain 
To revive us on than 
Come ye Nymphs 


ry Swain. 


Be frank, my Laſſie, leſt I grow fickle, 


* 


| SONG 218. 
(ComeLatie, lend me your braw Hem 
And I'll lend yo Thripling 
bo v1 ad yo Thoging Ki 
If you'll go alice the Bob of 5" pM A 


Haſte ye, * to the Grond of ye'r Trunkies, 
Buſk * — and dinna think Shame 
Confider i in Time, if leading of Monkles 


Be better than dancing the Bob of Dunblane. 


And tak my Word and Offer again, 
9 ye may chante to repent it mickle, 
Ve didna accept of the Bob of Dunblane, 


The Dinner, the Piper, the Prieſt ſnall be ready, ] 
And I'm grown dowie with lying alane; 

Away then, leave both Minny and Dady, s 
Ang try with me the Bob of Dunblarie, 


SONG 219. 


Qme let us drink, 1 | 
Tis vain to think, a 


Like Fools, on Grief or Sadnefs ibs | 
Let'our Money fly, [Sy 
And our Sorrow die, | 

All wordly Care is Madneſs, 
But Wine and good chear, 


Will, in ſpite of our Fear, 
3 odr Hearts with Mirth, Boys: 


- 


Hand — the we 4. 
The Delight of 
And to my Hand 2 it; 


A Fig for my Dit | 

"Twas made to * | 
And before we' go 5 ales we'll fd it, 

8 ONG 220. 
en to my Ditty, 
C ye 16 Hearts of Gold: : 

Lend a Brother Tar your Pil 

Who was, once ſo ſtout nl hol * 
But the Arrows of Blind | 


Alas ! have made me Fob x * 
Sure true Love was nel er ſo treated, i 
As I am by ſeornful'Sue 1! N 
Whep I landed fit{f at Dover, | 
She WPI 12 deſs bright; 
From Foreign Parts but juſt come over, 
I was ſtruck with ſo fair a Sight: * 
Qn the Shore pretty. -Sukie walked, © _ 
Near to where our Frigate lay, 
And altho' ſ6 near the Landing, 
I, alas! was caſt away. . 


When firſt I hail'd my pretty Creature, 
The Delight of Land and Sea ; 


„ -&Y *L 
AY The Av 1 a R. 
Ee q N 
To Wine let. us giv 8 
15e: all mut turn Nude, „ir 


TP Ik 
LA 4 
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No * ever _ Reiter; I 
I'd have k Companye. Oo 
I'd have — Her my rde Loe, ” 

For better, or for worſ :; Na 
But alas! I could not l her, 

For to ſteer the Marriage Courſe. 
Once, no greater Joy ab Pleafore the deb 

Could have comeifits'my Mind, © - 
Than fo ſee the bold 'Defiitice © = 

Sailing right before” the Wind': 
O'er the white Waves as ſhe | 

And her Colours gail e 9 
But that as not alf @ charming | 

As the Trim of o ve. _— 
On a rocky Coaſt T Nene, 

Where the ſtormy Winds 60 He; . 
Where the rolling mbunting — 

Lift a Veſſel to the Ses; er 
But from Land, or frohe Ocean 

Little Dread T ever Knew, N 
When compared to the Banger 

In the Frowns of ſcornfult Sue. 


Long I wonder d, Why thy fewel | | 
Had the Heart to uſ u ſo; |} __» 
Tin I found by often, , 1 22 

She'd another L Tow : 
So farewell, hard- 1 9 
I'll my Fortune ſeek | 


3 Ard try a more friepdly ee, DOR _ 


Since in yours] cannot be, 


a : — 
4 * 1 < 4. 
a * . $a . itt N 
_ * 4 ** <> 
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C „ chear up your Hearts, 
KAnn call for your Quarts, 
And let there no Liquor be lacking: 
We have Money in Store, 
And intend for to roar, 
Vntill we have ſent it all packing 2 
Then Drawer make haſte, 
And let no Time waſte, 
 — But give ev'ry Man his Due; 
To avoid all Trouble, 
Go fill the Pot double, 


Since he that made ne, made Two. 


Come drink, my Hearts, drink, 
And call for Wine ; 
| Tis that makes a Man to ſpeak truly ; 
What Sot can refrain, 
RE. Or daily complain, | 
That he, in his Drink, i unruly ? 
Then drink and be eivil, | 
Intending no Evil, 
If that you Il be ruled by me; 
For Claret and Sack 
We never will lack, 
th + Since he that made Ts, made Three, 
” Since he, Ke. 
The eld Curmülgeon 
Fg Sits all the Day drudging 


Since he that made One, made Two. 


9 & 
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At home, Ag gn e e 
With ſcraping damn'd Pelf, 


He ſtarveth himſelf, 

Scarce eats a good Meal in a Years 
But we'll not doſo, 

Howe'er the World go, 

Since that we have Money in Store 
For Claret and Sack 
We never will lack, * 

Since he that made Three, made Four, 


Since he, &c. | 
Come drink, my Hearts, drink, 
And call for your Wines | ; 
D' ye think Fl leave you i ih Lurch ? 
My Reck'ningT'll pay 
Ere I go away, 
Or hang me as high as Paul's Church, 
Tho* ſome Men will ay, 
This is not the Way 
For us in this World to m_ 
"Tis no Matter — that, 


Let us uu t other * 
Since he that mads Fo made Fing 
Since he, OP | 


A Pox of old Charon. * 
His Brains are all barren, 
His Liquor (like Coffee) is dry; 6 
But we are for Wine, 
Tis Drink mare divine, 
Without it we periſh ang die, ' 


Then troll it about, 
Until 'tis all out, 
We'll affront him in ſpite of his Styx ; 
If he grudges his Ferry, | 
We'll drink and be merry, 
Since he that made Five, made Six. 
Since he, &c. 1 
But now the Time's come 
That we all muſt go home, 
Our Liquor's all gane, that's for certain; 
Which makes me repine, 


That a God fo Divine . 
Won't give us one Cup at our parting. 

But ſince all is paid, bx 

Let's not be diſmay d, 

t fly to great Bacchus in Heaven; 

And ehide him becauſe 


He made no better Laws, 
Since he that made Six, 1 Seven. 
Since he, &c. 


SONG 222. 


Come to my Arms, my Treaſure, 
Thou Spring of all my Joy; 
Without thy Aid all Pleaſure 
Muſt languiſh, fade and dic. 
In vain is all Reſiſtance,” 
When arm'd with thy Aſſiſtance, 
What fair One can deny? 


'1 
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ti; 
Then fill around the Glaſſes, * 
And thus we'll drink and chant, 
May all the dear kind Laſſes 
Have all they wiſh or want. Da Taps; 
SONG 223. 


Ce whes I view thee ſmiling, 
Joys cele ſtial round me move, 
Pleaſing Viſions, Care beguiling, 
Guard my State, and crown my Love. 


To behold thee gaily ſhining, 


Is a Fleaſure paſt defining, 
Ev*ry Feature charms my Sight ; ; 
But, O Heav'ns ! when I'm carefſing/ 


Thrilling Raptures, never ceaſing, 


Fill my Soul w:th ſaft Delight. 


Oh! thou lovely deareft Creature ! 
| Sweet Enflaver of my Heart; 
Beauteous Maſter-piece of Nature, 

Cauſe of all my Joy and Smart 


In thy Arms enfolded lay me, 
To diſſolving Bliſs convey me, 
Softly ſooth my Soul to reſt ; 


Gently, kindiy, oh my Treafure! 


Bleſs me, let me die with Pleaſure * 
On thy panting ſnowy Breaſt. , 


SONG 224, 


| C Old and raw the North did blow, 


\ Bleak in the Morning earty, 


1 
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All the Trees were hid with Snow, 
Cover d with Winter yearly ; 

As I was riding o'er the Slough, 

I met with a Farmer's Daughter, 

Her roſy Cheeks and bonny Bfow ; 
Good Faith my Mouth did water. 


Pown I veil'd my Bonnet low, 
Meaning to ſhew my Breedipg. 

She return'd a graceful Bow, 
Her Viſage far exceeding. 

I aſk'd her where ſhe was going fo ſoon, 
And long' d to hold a Parley. 

She told me to the next Market-town, 
On purpoſe to ſell her Barley. 


In this Purſe, ſweet Soul, faid I, 
Twenty Pounds lies fairly ; 3 l 
Seek no further one to buy, 
For Ie take all thy Barley: 
Twenty Pounds more ſhall purchaſe Delight, 
Thy Perſon I love ſo dearly, 


1 thou wilt lig with me all Night, 


And gang home in the Morning early. 


If Forty Pounds would buy the Globe, 


This Thing I would not do, Sir; 

Or were my Friends as poor as Job, 
I'd never raiſe them ſo, Sir: 

For ſhou*d you prove one Night my Friend, 
We's get a young Kid together, 


And you'd begone ere nine Months End; 


Then where ſhould I find the Father ? 


* 


'% 
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Pray what would then my Parents "ON. 
If I ſhould be ſo filly, 
To give my Maidenhead away, 
And loſe my true Love Billy ? 
Oh, this would bring me to Diſgrace, 
And therefore I ſay you nay, Sir; 
And if that you would me embrace, 
Firſt marry, and then you may, Sir. 
I told her I had wedded been 
Fourteen Years and longer; 
Elſe I'd chuſe her for my Queen, 
And tie the Knot ſtill ſtronger. 
She bid me then no farther come, 
But manage my Wedlock fairly, ' 
And keep my Purſe for poor Spouſe at home, 
For ſome other ſhould buy her Barley. 
Then as ſwift as any Roe 
She rode away and left me; 


Aſter her I could not go, 


Of Joy ſhe quite bereft me; 

Thus I myſels did diſappoint, 
For ſhe did leave me fairly ; 

One Word knockt all Things out of Joint, 
T loſt both Maid and Barley. L 


Riding down a narrow Lane, | f 
Some two or three Hours after, 
Then I chanc'd to, meet again 
This Farmer's bonny Daughter. 
itho* it was bcth raw and cold, 
I ſtaid to hold a Parley, 
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And ſnew'd once more my Purſe of Gold, We'll to the Market-Town this Day, 


When as ſhe had ſold her Barley. And ſtraitway end this Quarrel ; 
Love, ſaid I, pray do not frown, And deck thee like a Lady gay, 
But let us change Embraces : In flouriſhing rich Apparel. x 
11] buy thee a fine ſilken Gown, All my Gold and Silver there 7 
With Ribbons, Gloves, or Laces; To her I did deliver; 
A Ring and Bodkin, Muff and Fan, On the Road we did repair, 
No Lady ſhall have neater; Out-coming to a River, g 
For, as I am an honeſt Man, Whoſe Waters are both deep and wide, - 
I ne'er ſaw a ſweeter Creature. | ' Such Rivers I ne'er ſee many; * 
hen I took her by the Hand, She leapt her Mare on th'other Side, 
And ſaid, My deareſt Jewel, And left me not one Penny. 
y ſhould*ſt thou thus diſputing ſtand, Then my Heart wasſunk full low, 
| prithee be not cruel. | - With Grief and Care ſurrounded ; 
She found my Mind was fully bent, After her I could not go, 


To pleaſe my fond Deſire ; For Fear of being drowned : 
herefore ſhe ſeemed to conſent, She turn'd about, and ſaid, Behold 
But I wiſh I had ne'er come nigh her. I'm not for your Devotion; 


ir, ſaid ſhe, what ſhall I do, But, Sir, I thank. you for your Gold, 
If I commit this Evil, | "Twill ſerve Cenlarge my Portion. . 
Ind yield myſelf in Love with you, I began to ſtamp and ſtare, | 
I hope you will prove civil ? To ſee what ſhe had acted ; 
| ou talk of Ribbons, Gloves, and Rings, With my Hands I tore my Hair, 
And likewiſe Gold and Treaſure ; Like one that was diſtracted. * 
Ph, let me firſt enjoy thoſe Things, Give me my Money then, I cry'd, 
And then you ſhall have your Pleaſure. Good Faith, I did but lend it ; 
rethy Will ſhall be obey'd, But ſhe full faſt away did ride, 
Said I, my own dear Honey : And vow'd ſhe did not intend it, - 
hen into her Lap I quickly laid | 7 , 
2 


Full Forty Pounds in Money; ' | 
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Ome from the Groves, each Goddeſs, 
Tune up your ſweet Hautboys, 8 

And to the Voice of Muſick 
Make an harmonious Noiſe : 
Sing her for whom I languiſh, 
The charming Song approve 5 
Sing on till jove grow jealous, 

And envy me my Love. - 
Flora, thou charming Goddeſs, 

In all thy Bloom appear ; 
Put on again freſh Garland, 

Begin once more the Year. 
Join thyſelf to Pomona, 

With Flow'rs 'adorn the Ground ; j 
Let Spring remain for ever, 

With Youth and Beauty crown d. 
Let little Birds, throꝰ Meadows, 

All tune their warbling Throats, 
While bubbling Water ecchoes 

The Muſick of their Notes. 

Sing her for whom Tlanguith, 

The charming Song approve z 
Sing on tilt Jove grow Jealous, ' 

Ang envy me my Love. 


SONG 226, 
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How Engliſhmen ſtarve while the Foreigner 


gain. 
With a down, down, down, derry, &c. 


What have you e*er done to deſerve ſuch a Doom? 

With your Fathers your Wit is ſure all in the 
Tomb, 

That you forſeit yourSenſe for aSqualler of Rome, 


The TR of an Eunuch what Clown won't 0- 
y ? 

Sound Senſe forFranciſque you've barter'd away, 

And x Glaſſes your Eyes you * ev'ry 
lay. 

No Fool is ſo dull but their Worth will * 

But if all their Nation come hither to dance, 

I hope we ſhall quickly be tir'd of France. 


Court, City and Country ſtand on their Side, 

Our Delight it is grown, and our Boaſt, and our 
Pride, (ride. 

To ſees Engliſhmen walk while the Foreignes 


With Monſieur ourplay- bills: are ſtuck ev*ryDay; 
Italian, French, Dutchmen fill up ev*ry Way, 
And Signior and Monſieur is all we can ſay. 


Our Heroes like Italians now impotent grow, | 
Our Elders all weak as Franciſque in his Show, 
And ourStateſmen ſhort-fighted, alas! as a Beau, 


YeSchools that for Learning are worthily known, 
No Wonder your Benches ſo empty are grown, 


Come litten, ye Engliſh, awhile to my Strain, Since our Nation deſpiſe ev'ry Art tl at's the 


IR tell you a Story will give you much Pain "os 


. own. 4 


In the Manners of England none try to ſucceed, 
Moſt of us, like Frenchmen, both habit and 

feed, | (deed. 
But who can't talk French, is a Blockhead in- 
Our Old Engliſh Diſhes we're taught to diſown,z 
To Ragouſts and Toupees we now are ſo prone, 
That we've neither a Dreſs nor aDiſh of our own. 
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Come fill me a Glaſs, fill it high, 
A Bumper, a Bumper I'll have; 
He's a Fool that will flinch, I'll not bate an Inch, 
Tho' 1 drink myſelfinto my Grave. 
Here's a Health to all thoſe jolly Souls, 

Who like me will never give ober, 
Whom no Danger controuls, but will take off 
their Bowls, ; 

And merrily tickle for more. 
a Drown Reaſon and all ſuch weak Foes, 
+ I ſcorn to obey her Command ;. 
, Cou'd the ever ſuppoſe, I'd be led by the Noſe, 
And let my Glaſs idly ſtand ? 
Reputation's a Bugbear to Fools, 
| A Foe to the Joys of dear Drinking; 
Made uſeof by Tools, who'd ſet. us new Rules, 
, And bring us to politick Thinking. 
| Fill em all, Tl have fix in my Hand, 
) For I've trifled an Age away : 
"Tis in vain to command, the fleeting Sand 
Rolls on andeannot ſtay, 
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Come, my Lads, move the Glaſs, drink about, 
We'll drink the Univerſe dry; 


We'll ſet Foot to Foot, and drink it all out; 
If once we grow ſober we die. 


SONG 228. 
Roger, Come, Love, let us join, 
Come prithee be mine, 
My only, my dear pretty Creature; 
More my Cicely I prize, 
Than Ido both my Eyes, 
And than Honey to me ſhe is ſweeter. 
Cicely. Vou think to petſuade 
A Poor filly Maid, 
Unſkill'd in the Bus'neſs of Wooing ; 
If you hold on your Jeſt, 
I'll be gone, I proteſt, 1 
For fear it ſhould prove my Undoing. 
Rog. I'm in ſuch a Fever, 
'The like it was never ;. 


So dreadfully ſore is my Smart, 


That Cupid, I weet, 

Were you but to ſee t, 
Has bor'd a great Hole in my Heart. 
Cic. Yes, yes, the plain Caſe is, 

You know all your Paces, «© = 
Whene'er you would compaſs your Pleaſure ; 

And if filly Wenches 
Beelieve your Pretences,,  » ., 
They're left to repent at their Leiſure, I3 


ie 


Rog. In pity forbear 
| To inſult me, my Dear ; 
O _ while ſo ſorely I languiſh ! ! 
What Room, dear Unkind, 
For Deceit can you find 


In a Breaſt that is brimful of Anguiſh ? 


Cic. Nay, nay, Roger, now, 
You wrong me, I vow,z 


I would not be reckon'd hard-hearted: 


But alas! I have known, 
For believing too ſoon, 


Poor Maids that have wofully ſmarted. 


Rog. Pray do not ſuppoſe, 
That I'm one of thoſe 


Who can leave their Sweet-hearts in the Lurch: 


- TI mean, in good Sooth, 
To plight you my Troth, 


When the Banns have been aſk'd in the Church. 


Cic. But then ſhould you ſoon, 
With the firſt Honey-moon, 


Should you forfeit the Troth you have plighted ? 
Should you cool to your Spouſe, 


Laugh at all your paſt Vows, 


And Cicely, poor Cicely, be lighted ? 
Rog. Corge, Sweet, be not ſhy, 


On your True-love rely, 


Come, with hearty good Will let's agree ; 


You may quit ev'ry Fear, 


| When, without you, I ſwear, 
Allghe World would ay nothing to me, 
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Cic. Well, I can't but approve 
Of ſo honeſt a Love, 72 

Nor dread to be ſuch a one's Wife. 

Rog. And a Love, my dear Cis, 

That's as honeſt as this, 

So as long and as laſting as Life. 


SONG 229. 


Come, all ye jolly Bacchanals, 
That love to tope good Wine, 
Let us offer up a Hogſhead 
Unto our Maſter's _ 


And a Toping we will go, &c. 


Then let us drink and never ſhrink, 
For I'll give a Reafon why ; 

"Tis a great Sin to leave a Houſe, 
Till we've drank the Cellar dry. 

And a Toping, &c. 

In Times of old I was a Fool, 
I drank the Water clear ; 

But Bacchus took me from that Rule, 
He thought twas too ſevere, 

And a Toping, &c. : 

He fill'd a Goblet to the Brim, 
Andbade me take a Sup ; 

But had it been a Gallon Pot 
By Jove I'd toſt it up. 

And a Toping, &c. 

And ever ſince that happy Time, 
Good Wine has been my Cheers 
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Now nothing puts me in a Swoon And you ſhall wear it ev'ry Day; © 
But Water, or Small Beer. And ſo you ſhall your Gown; | 
And a Toping, &c. | Your Shift ſhall be of Holland fine, EY 
Then let us tope about, my Boys, If you in Love with me will join Ye 
And never flinch, nor fly ; O no, kind Sir, I dare not be thine, 
But fill our Skins brimfal of Wine, My Mother, c. 
And drein the Bottles dry. I'll ſettle you in a Copy-hold 
And a Toping, &c. Of Forty Pounds a Year; 
And I have twenty Pounds in Gold, 
SON G 230. Will ſerve to buy good Chear. 
Come, come, my Molly, come xtus be jolly, O no, kind Sir, I know you too well, 
Since we are here met together; Give you an Inch, and you en take an Eu, 
My Mother's from home, and we are alone, And when you W you' Il tell, you en | 
” * * ar * * 1 
I'll give you _ ets fine, 
22 fine Trinkets, if you'll be mine. 8 0 NG 231. * 
© nd, kind Sir, 1 dare not incline, C hay good People, 1 
My Mother ſhe tells me I munnut, I munnut, oung, 
My Mother ſhe tells me I munnut. And. give your __— iny ny Song ; 
You ſhall have a Gown of the fineſt Silk I'H fing you a true one, and not hold you 
That ever yet was ſeen ; With a down, down, down, op and dow 
You ſhall have the Cream of all the Milk derry, &c. 
Of the Cows that go o'er the Green; A PITS, and whoſe Name I could 
You ſhall have Curds and Cheeſe-cakes Store, 
And Cuſtards too, all ſugar d o'er, But ſuppoſe © 140 not, it will do full as well, 
O no, kind Sir, pray aſk no more, Whoſe Wife did all Yorkſhire in Beauty excel. 
My Mother, &c. With a down, &c. 
You ſhall. have a Pettigoat fine and gay, Her Texture ſo perfect, ber Eyes black asSloes 5 
W 2 0 
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Which oſten denotes tis the ſame Thing below. 
With a down, &c. 
1 ſprightly young Spark ſne had ſmitten ſo deep, 
Day had he Quiet, nor Night could he fleep ; 
Which made him think how to her Bed he ſhould 


creep. 
With a down, &c. 


Aſſiſtance he wanted, and then did unbend 
His Mind to a Brother, beſure a good Friend; 
Who ſaid, Fear not, Watt, thou ſhajt compaſs 
thy E End. 
| With a down, &c. ? 
In Woman's Apparel drefs out, and be gay; 
I'll venture my Life on't, *twill be a ſure Way, 
If you condeſcend but to what I ſhall ſay. 
With a down, &c. 


: 


And thus to the Parſon's this Couple rode on : 


Dear Doctor, ſays Frank, here's a Thing to be 


done, 

"Which Office perform'd, I ſhall gratefully own. 
With a Down, &c. 
This Lady that long has Love's Paſſion defy d, 
And all my Addrefſes ſo often deny d, 
Will now make me happy, by being my Bride, 

With a down, &c. 
Tis paſt the canonical Hour, ſaid he, 
And till the next Morning you know it can't be, 
"And then I'IF attend you, Sir, moſt readily, 
"With a down, &. 
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Says Frank, Iconfeſs, Sir, you "re perfeQly right 


But here lies the Hardſhip, we can't while *tis 
Light, 

Get to the next Town for a Lodging, to Night. 
With a Down, &. 

Take no Care of that, Sir, for thus it ſhall be, 

The Lady, if ſhe thinks it fit to agree, 

Shall lie with my Deareſt, and you lie with me, 
With a down,  &c. 

Youſo much oblige me, in what you now ſay, 

J hope in Return I ſhall find out a Way, 

Such generous Kindneſs with Thanks torepaye 
With a down, &Cc. 


This being agreed on, both Sides did conſent, 
n Glaſs round, and the Evening wa 
pent 
In Mirth and good Chear, then to Bed they all 
went. 
With a down, &c. 


No ſooner in Bed'then, but with a bold Pre”; 
Watt, full of Deſire, thus open'd the Caſe; 
Dear Madam, ſays he, T muſt---then did 1 


brace. ** 


With a down, &c. 


Confounded ſhe lay, and not able to peak, 
To think _ theſe Wags had deceiv'd ber and 
ick ; 


But at laſt ſhe was pleas'd with the Frolickand 


Trick. 
With a down, &c. 


a 


je pleas'd her ſo well, that tranſported ſhe lay, 

ontriving and plotting for his longer Stay, 

kich thus to her Huſband the form'd the next 
With a down, &c. (Day. 

Phis Lady, my Deareſt, laſt Night full of Grief, 

dit hugg d me, and told me, I can't for my 

Life 

nſent, tho* I've promis*d him to be his Wife, 

With a down, &c. | 

o-morrow, ſaid ſhe, and then freely went on, 


| gone: 

Ir ſo, the poor Man, you know, may be undone. 
With a down, &C. 

Now how to prevent this, I' think of a Way, 
If I can perſuade her ſome Time for to ſtay ; 
And that's a good Office, Im ſure you will ſay. 
With a down, &C. / 

Tis ſo my dear Creature; pray do what you can 
Topleaſe her, and bring her to Humour again ; 
And I'll do the beſt to divert the poor Man. 
With a down, &. 

The Plot ſo well taken, made both their Hearts 
bound; 
All Night and all Day too, whenever they 
+> nas | 


Convenience for Paſtime her Pleaſure hecrown*d 
With a down, &c. (obtain, 


And thus my Friend Watt his full Swing did 


22 


( 
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ho' I love him, my Heart tells me I muſt be 
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The Wife too in Tranſport a whole Week dil 
And the Man, -ne'er the worſe, had his Kare 

With a Down, Kc. * 

SONGS 232. 2 5 
Come, come, bid adieu to Fear, 

Love and Harmony live here: 

No domeſtic jealous Jars, _ | ** 
Buzzing Slanders, wordy Wars 
In my Preſence will appear, | Sade 


Love and Harmony reign here. 
Sighs to am*rous Sighs returning, 
Pulſes beating, Boſoms burning, 


Boſoms with warm Wiſhes panting, - ; 
Words to ſpeak thoſe Wiſhes wanting, | 

Are the only Tumults here, = 39 at 
All the Woes you need to fear, f 

Love and Harmony reign here. © + 


'SONG-3244 
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Come, all ye Youths, whaſe Hearts er bled 


By cruel Beauty's Pride, IT 

Bring each a Garland on his Head, . 
Let none his Sorrows hide; | 

But Hand in Hand around me move, 


Singing the ſaddeſt Tales of Love: 2 
And ſee, when your Complaints ye Join, 
If all your Wrongs can equal ming... 
The happieſt Mortal once was I, * 

My Heart no Sorrows knew; 9 + 13 


, 
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Ney the Pain with which I die, 

. But aſk not whence it grew. 

Vet if a tempting Fair you find, 
That's very lovely, very kind, 

Tho" bright as Heav*n, whoſeStamp ſhe bears, 
Think of my Fate, and ſnun her Snares. 


SONG 234. 

Ome here's tothe Nymph that I love ; 
Away ye vain Sorrows, away: 
Far, far from my Boſom begone, 

All there ſhall be pleafant and gay. 
Far hence be the Sad and the Penfive, 

Come fill up the Glaſſes around; 
We'll drink till our Faces be ruddy, 

And all our vain Sorrows are drown'd. 
?Tis done, and my Fancy's exulting 

With ev'ry gay blooming Defire ; 

My Blood with briſk Ardour is gtowing, 
Such Pleaſures my Boſom inſpire. 

My Soul now to Love is diffolving ; 

On Fate! had T here my fair Charmer, 

Fd claſp her ; I'd claſp her ſo cager, 

Of all her Diſdain I'd diſarm her. 

ms, what has Love to do here, 
| is Troops of vain Cares in Array ? 
Avaunt idle penſtve Intruder. 
He triumphs, he will not away. 
PH drown him, come give me a Bumper; 
- Young Cupid, heze's to thy Confuſion :-- - 


Now, now, he's departing he's vanquiſh 
Adieu to his anxious Deluſion. , 
Come, jolly God Bacchus, here's to thee; 
Huzza Boys, huzza Boys, huzaaz © 
Sing Io, fing Io to Bacchus------ | 
Hence all yedull Thinkers withdraw. 
Come, what ſhould we do but be joyial? 
Come tune up your Voices and fing; 
What Soul is ſo dull to be heavy, 
When Wine ſets our Fancy on Wing. 
Come, Pegaſus hes in this Bottle, 
He'll mount us, he'll mount us on high; 


Each of us a gallant young Perſeus, 

Sublime we'll aſcend to the Sky. ( 
Come mount, or adieu; I arife, 

In Seas of wide Ather I'm drown'd; ' [ 
The Clouds far beneath me are failing, 

I ſee the Spheres whirling around. ( 


What Darkneſs, what Rattling is this? 
Thro' Chaos dark Regions I'm-hurl'd ; 
And now,---oh my Head it is knockt 
Upon ſome confounded new World. - 
Now, now theſt dark Shades are retiring, 
See yonder bright blazes a Star ! | 
Where am I ?---behold th Empyreum, 
With flaming Light ſtreaming from far, 
SONG 235. 
(come, come, my Hearts of Gold, 
Let us be merry and wiſe, - 
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It is a Proverb of old, 
Suſpicion has double Eyes : b 


Whatſoever we ſay or do, 


Let's laugh for an Hour or two, 
And ne'er be drunk again. 


A Cup of old Sack is good, 

To drive the cold Winter away 
'Twill cheriſh and comfort the Blood 
Moſt when a Man's Spirits decay: 
-But he that doth drink too much, 

Of his Head he will complain; 
Then let's have a gentle Touch, 
And ne*'er, &c. 


Good Claret was made for Man, 
But Man was not made for it ; 
Let's be merry as we can, 
So we drink not away our Wit: 
Good Fellowſhip is abus d, 
And Wine will infeR the Brain ; 
But we'll have it better us d, 
And ne'er, &c. 


When with Good - Fellows we meet, 
„A Quart among three or Four, 

Twill make us ſtand on our Feet, 
While others lie drunk on the Floor, 
Then Drawer go fill us a Quart, 

And let it be Claret in grain; 
Twill cheriſh and comfort the-Heart, 
But we'll ne'cr, c. 


F 


AVIA XT. 


Let's not drink to diſturb our Brain; 


Here's a Health to our noble King, 

And to the Queen of his Heart ; 
Let's laugh and merrily fing, 

And he's a Coward that will ſtart : 
Here's a Health to our General, 

And to thoſe that were in Spain. 
And eke to our Colonel, 

And we'll ne'er, &c. 


h's as good as a Feaſt, 
If a Man did but Meaſure' know; 


 ADrunkard's worſe than a Beaſt, 


For he'll drink till he cannot $0. 
If a Man coul Time recall, 

In a Tavern that's ſpent in vain, 
We'd learn to be ſober all, 

And we'd ne er, c. 


SONG 236. 


(come hither, my Country Squire, 
Take friendly Inſtructions from me; 
The Lords ſhalf admire 
Thy Taſte in Attire, 
The Ladies ſhall. iſh for * 
a CHORUS. 


Such 8 
Thou ne er 


2 2 
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Shalt quit London ſweet Town, And when you find 
To live in thine own Country. She's coming kind, 
A Skimming-Diſk Hat provide, Let not that Moment paſs, 5 
With little more Brim than Lace; CHORUS. e 
Nine Hairs on a Side We'll toſs off our Bowls to true Love ind Ho- 
To a Pig's Tail ty'd, nour, 
Will ſet — thy jolly broad Face. To all kind loving Girls, and the Lord of the 
Such Flaunting, &c, US Manor. 
Go get thee a Footman's Frock, At Night when round the Hall we're. ſat, 
A Cudgel quite up to thy Pon ; : With good brown Bowls, 
Then friz like a Shock, To chear our Souls, 
And plaiſter thy Block, And raiſe a merry Chat ; 
And buckle thy Shoes at thy Toes. . When Blood grows warm, and Love runs high 
Such Flaunting, &c. 2 And Jokes about the Table fly; 
A Brace of Ladies fair; 8 Then we retreat, 
' To pleaſure thee ſhallfirive ;_ ._. ; And that repeat, 
In a Chaiſe and a Pair Which all would gladly try. 
They ſhall take the Air, Let lazy Great ones of the Town 
And thon in the Box ſhalt drive.” N Drink Night away, 
Such Flaunting, &c. " FAN And ſleep all Day, 
; | Til Gouty they are grown : 
SONG 2 37. b Our nightly Sports ſuch Vigour give, 
| Come Neizhbours, now we ve made ur Hey, That oftentimes we do revive, + U 
The Sun in hafte | And kiſs our Dames | 
Drives to the Weſt, | | With ſtronger Flames 
With Sports conclude the Day. | Than any Prince alive, 
Let every Man chuſe out his Laſs, 
And then falute her on the Graſs ; SONG 238. 


(come Ome, fair one, be kind, 
You never ſhall fing 


9 
& 
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The 
A Fellow ſo fit for a Lover; 
The World ſhall view 
My Paſſion for you, 
But never my Paſſion diſcover. 
I ſtill will complain 
Of Frowns and Diſdain, 
Tho! I revel thro” all your Charms; 
The World ſhall declare | 
I die with Deſpair, 
When only I die in your Arms. 
I till will adore, 
And loye more and more ; 
But, by Jove, if you chance to prove cruel, 
I'll get me a Miſs, 


That freely will kiſs, 
Tho' after I drink Water-Gruel. 
SONG 239. 


| (Come follow, follow me, 


Ye Fairy Elves that be; 
Light tripping o'er the Green; 
Come follow Mab your Queen; 
Hand in Hand we'll dance around, 
For this Place is Fairy Ground, 
When Mortals are at Reſt, 

And fnorinz in their Neſt ; 
Unhear*d and uneſpy d, 

Thro* Key-holes we do glide ; 
Over Tables, Stools, and Shelves, 
We trip it With our Fairy E. ves. 
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And if the Houſe be ſoul, 3 
With Platter, Diſh, or Bowl, | 
Up Stairs we nimbly creep, 
And fird the Sluts aſleep ; 


Then we pinch their Arms and Thighs: 
None us hears, and none us ſpies. 


But if the H6uſe be ſwept, 
And from Uncleanneſs kept, 
We praiſe the Houſhold Maid, 
And ſurely ſhe is paid: 

Every Night before we go, 
We drop a Teſter in her Shoe. 


Then o'er a Muſhroom's Head 

Our Table-clcath we ſpread ; 

A Grain of Rye or Wheat, 

The Diet that we eat; 

Pearly Drops of Dew we drink, | 

In Acorn Cups fill d to the Brink. 

The Brains of Nightingales, ; 

With unxious Fat of Snails, i 
Between two Cockles ſtew d, 2 
Is Meat that's eas ly chew'd ; 

Brains of Worms, and Marrow of Mice, 

Do make a Feait that's wond*rous nice. 


The Graſhopper, Gnat, and Fly, 

Serve for our Minſtrelſy ; | 

Grace ſaid we dance awhile, 

And ſo the Time beguile ; 

But if the Moon doth hide her Head 
The Glow-werm lizhts us home to Bed. 


: 
- ® 


126 
Oeꝰ' r Tops of dewy Graſs 
So nimbly we d6 paſs, 
The young and tender Stalk 
Ne'er bends where we do walk ; 
Yet in the Morning may be ſeen 
Where we the Night before have been. 


| SONG 240. 
Come Beaus, Virtuoſo's, rich Heirs and My- 
ficians, 1 45 ? 
Away, and in Troops to the Jubilee jog; 
Leave Diſcord and Death to the College Phy- 
f ſicians, 
Let the Vig'rous whore on, and the Impo- 
tent flog : 22 

Already Rome opens her Arms to receive ye, 
And of ev'ry Tranſgreſſion her Lord will ſor- 
give ye. 2 
Indulgences, Pardons, and ſuch holy Lumber, 


As cheap are there now as our Cabbages grown ; 


Whilſt muſty old Relicts of Saints without Num- 


Ber, 
Fẽor barely the looking upon ſhall be ſhown : 
= Theſe, were you an Atheiſt, wou'd needs over- 
come ye, 
That firſt were made Martyrs, and afterwards 
Mummy. | 
They'll ſhew ye the River ſo ſung by the Poet, 
With the Rock from whence Mortals were 
knock*d on the Head : | 


— 
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They'll ſhew ye the Place too, as ſome will d. 
vow it 
Where once a She-Pope was brought fairly 
to Bed : 
For which, ever ſince, to prevent interloping, 
In a Chair her Succeſſors ſtill ſuffer.a Groping. 
What a Sight *tis to ſee the gay Idol accouter'd 
With ons and Cope, and two Keys by his 
ide ! 
Be his Inſide what "twill, yet the Pomp of his 
outward 
Shews Servus Servorum no Hater of Pride. 
Thoſe Keys into Heav*n will as ſurely admit ye, 
As the Clerk's of a Pariſh to a Pew in the City. 


What a Sight 'tis to ſee the Old Man in Pro- 
ceſſion, | 
Thro' Rome, in ſuch Pomp as her Cæſars did 
ride! 
Here ſcatt'ring her Pardons, there croſſing and 
bleſſing, 
With all his ſhav'd ſpirltual Train-band by 
his Side, 
As Confeſſors, Cardinals, Monks fat as Bacon, 
From rev*rend Arch-biſhops, to roſy Arch-dea- 
cons. he | 
There, for your Diverſion, the more to regale ye, 
Fine Muſick you'll hear, and high Dancing, 
you'll ſee ; | 
Men who much ſhall out.-warble your am rous 
Fideli, 88 F 
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And make you mer Fools of Ballon and 
L'Abbee 
\nd to ſhew you how fond they” re to ki Voſ- 
tras Manus, 
h Pagre turns Pimp, and all Nuns Courte- 
zana's, 
ind when you've ſome Months at old Baby- 
lon heen-a, . 
And on Panders and Punks all your Rhino 
is ſpent ; 


nd when you've ſeen all that is there to be 


ſeen-a, 

You'll return not ſo rich, tho" as wiſe ag you 
went: 

nd 'twill be but ſmall Comfort, after ſo much 
Expence-a. 

hat your Heirs will do ſo juſt «Hagel Years 
hense- a. 


S ON G 241. | 
Ome, let us drink, and drown all Sorrow, 


For perhaps we may not, for perhaps we. 


may not, 
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This is to all Men, this is to all Men, 
This is to all Men the beft of Phytick. 


SONG 242. 
Ong, be merry, 
While we've good Sherry 
Come, let's be airy, 5 
Sprightly, and gay: 
Good Wine's a Pleaſure, 
The only Treaſure 
That makes us joyful, 

By Night or Day. 
Wine makes us jolly, 
Cures Melancholly, 
Drowns all our Folly, 

Makes our Hearts glad; 
While we're poſſeſſing 
That glorious Bleffing, 
Good Wine careſſing, 

Let's not be ſad. 


$ONG- 


: 


his | 


Com let us prepare, 
For pethaps we may not meet here to morrow. We Brothers that are 


He that goes to Bed, goes to bed, goes to Bed Met together on merry Occafion 3 
ſober, Let's drink, laugh and ſing, 
Falls as the Leaves do, falls as the Leaves do, Our Wine has a Spring: 
Falls as the Leaves do in October. Here's a Health to an Accepted Maſon. 
his will cure the Head-ach, the Cough and The World is in pain, 
the Phthiſick, Our Secret to gain. 


Sy 


9s, We're juſt to the Fair, 
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But ſtill let them wonder and gaze on, 

Till they're ſhewn the Light, 
They Il ne'er know the right 


Word, or Sign of an Accepted Maſon. 


*Tis this, and *tis that, 

They cannot tell what; ; 
Why ſo many great Men in the Nation 
© Should Aprons put on, 

To make themſelves one 


With a Free and Accepted Maſon. 


Great Kings, Dukes, and Lords, 
Have laid by their Swords, 


This our Myſt'ry to put a good Grace on; | 


And neꝰ er been aſham'd 
To hear themſelves nam d 
With a Free and an Accepted Maſon? 


Antiquity's Pride 

Me have on our Side, 

It makes each Man juſt in his Station; 
There's nought but what's good, 
To be underſtood 

By a Free and an Accepted Maſon. , 


We'ere true and ſincere, 


T They'll truſt us on ev'ry een; 3 


No Mortal can more 
Tne Ladies adore 


Than a Free and an Accepted Maſon. 


Then join Hand in Hand 
To cach other firm ſtant, 


3 
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Let's be merry, and put a bright Face ons 


No Mortal can boaſt | 
| So noble a Toaſt, þ 
As a Free and an Accepted Maſon. 


SONG. 244. 


| Come all ye Sons of Adam, 


The which do haunt this Place; 
Come, all you little Eves-droppers, 
Who paſs for Babes of Grace; 
Come, all you Shapes and Figures, 

And as you paſs along, 
Pray mind a Brother Animal, 
And liſten to his Song. 
Oh! Maſquerades are fine things, 
For to delight the Eyes; 
And tho' they vex the Fooliſh, 
They don't offend the Wiſe. 


For why ſhould Mirth and Pleaſures 
And harmleſs Spart and Play, 
Or ſpeaking with Sincerity, 
Be thought a rude Eſſay ? 
For when we maſk our Faces, 
We then unmaſk our Hearts: 
And hide our leſſer Beauties, 
To ſhew our better Parts. 
Oh! Maſquerades, &c. 
Here all Sorts of Conditions 
Are ſociable and froey . 


They judge not by Appearances, | 
Which often diſagree: .. 
A Lord will court a Scullion, 
A Lady hug 8 clown ; | 
A Judge embrace moſt tenderly 
A Madam of the Town. 
Oh! Maſquerades, &c. 


Here Party makes no Difference, 
No Politicians jar; 7 
Here Stateſmen lay aſide their Pride, 
And with it all their Care. 
A Babyloniſh Dialet _ 
Inſpires all the Place; 
Which muſt produce, no doubt on t, 
A very ſprightly Race. 
Oh! Maſquerades 7 &c 9 
Here I an honeſt Calling „ 
Have choſen at my Leiſure 3 
| For Profit, by the bye, Sir, 
But in the main for Pleafure 
For Pleaſure each Man — e 
Each Lady comes for Pleaſure; 
And, if I'm in the right, Sir, 
Why then, my Song is Meaſure. 
Oh ! Maſquerades, Kc. 8 
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Come buy my new Ballad, 
I have't in my Wallet, 
ut twill not I fear pleaſe every Pallate; 


% 
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Then mark what enſu th, | a 92 | 
I ſwear by my Youth, _ . | 
That every Line in-my Ballad is Truth * 

A Ballad of Wit, a brave Ballad of Wonk, 


*Y 


_ *Tis newly printed, and newly. come forth e 


Twas made of a Cloak that fell out with' a 


- Gown, | 
That cramp'd. all the Kingdom and crippl* 4 
the Crown, , | | 
I. tell you in brief, | 
__._ _. AKoty of Griefy + + 
Which happen'd when Cloak was coins 
I tore Common-Prayers, | (in Chief; +3 
. Impriſon'd Lord Mayors, Vi 
In one Day it voted down Prelates and Players ; 
It made People perjur d in pgint of Obedience, 
And the Cov'nant did cut off the Oathof Alle- 
Siance. 


Then let us endeavour to pull he Cloak down, 
That cramp'd all the —— and erippl' 4 
the Crown. 


It was a black Cloak, 
Ila good time be it ſpoke, 
That kill'd many Thouſands, but never 
a Stroke; | 
With Hatchet and Rope, 
The Forlorn Hope 
Did] Join with the Devil to pull down thePhpe; _. 
It ſet all the Sets ia the © to Work 


- K 


r PIP 
SP * 


- — ü 
* = 


the Turk. + 
Then let us endeavour, &c. 
It ſeiz*d on the 'Tow'r-Guns, ' 
Ie brough rr do 
a ught in the Bagpipes, d down 
the Organs; * | put 
The Pulpits did ſmoak, 
The Churches did choak, | - 
And our Religion was turn'd to a Cloak: 
It N Lay-Elders could not write nor 


; read, | 1 
It ſet publick Faith up, and pull d down the 
Creed. | 


Then let us endeavour, &c. 
This pious Impoſtor 
 _ Such Fury did foſter, - 
It left us no Penny, nor no Pater-Nofter ; 
It threw to the Ground 
 - Ten Commandments down, 
And ſet up twice twenty times Ten of its own: 
r routed the King, and Villains elected, 
plunder all thoſe whom they thought diſaf- 
4 | fected. | 3 ; 
Then let us endeavour, &c. 
To blind People's Eyes, 
This Cloak was fo wie, 
It took off Ship-mony, but ſetup Exciſe ; 
Men brought in their Plate, 
For Reaſons of S ...c, 


* 
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And rather than fail, *twou'd have brought in And gave it to Tom Trumpeter and his Mats: 


By rallying and calling his Journey-m en to! 


F 


- 
„ 


In Pamphlets it writ many ſpecious Epiſtles, 
To cozen poor Wenches of Bodkin, 
Then let us endeavour, &c. 
In Pulpits it mov d, 
And was much approv'd, _ 
For crying out Fight the Lord's Battle, 
Belov'd; 
It bobtail'd the Gown, _ 
Put Prelacy down; 
H trod on the Mitre to reach at the Crown: 
And into the Field it an Army did bring, 
To aim at the Council ; and ſhot at the King 
Then let us endeavour, &c. 
It raiſed up States, 
Whoſe Politick Pates 
Do now keep their * on the City Gates 
To Father and h 
To Siſter and Brother, | 
It gave a Commiſſion to kih one another: 
It took up Men's Horſes at very low Rates, 
And plunder'd our Goods to ſecure our Eſtatth 


Then let us endeavour, &c. ; 4 
This Cloak did proceed of 0 


To a damnable Deed: -— 

It made the beſt Mirror of Majeſty bleed : 
Tho? Cloak did not do't, 
He ſet it on Foot, 


"> 


4 
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For never had come ſuch a bloody Diſafter, 

If Cloak had not firſt drawn a Sword at his 
Maſter. 

Then let us endeavour, &c. 

Tho' ſome of them went —_ 

By ſorrowful Sentence, 


But he and his Men, 

Twenty Thoufand times Ten, 
Are plotting to do their Tricks over again: 
But let this proud Cloak to Authority ſtoop, 

or DUN will provide him a Button and Loop. 
Then let us endeavour to pull the Cloak 
down. 


(tance, 


Ne 

Let's pray that the King, 

And his Parliament, 

In facred and ſecular Thipgs may conſent 3. 

So Righteouſiy firm, - 

And Religiouſly free, 

That Papiſts and Atheiſts ſuppreſſed n may be: 

And as there's one Deity doth over-reign us, 

One Faith, and one Form, and one Church 
may contain us: 

Then Peace, Truth, and Plenty, our King - 

dom will crown, 

And * Popiſh 9222 and their Plotters ſhall 

own, 


AVIARY. 
This lofty long Cloak ; was not mov*d to Reqen- 


That baſely did ſever the Head from the 


SON. G 246. 
He. Conſeſ thy Love, far hay Mo Maid, - 
For ſince thine Eye! . conſenting, 
ys ſafter Thoughts are a betray'd, 
And Naſays no worth tenting. 
Why aims thou to oppoſe thy Mind, 
With Words thy Wiſh denying? 


Since Nature made them to be kind, 


Reaſon allows complying. 3 
Nature and Reaſon's joint Conſent ts 
Make Love a ſacred Bleſſing; | 
Then happily that Time is ſpent, - TY 
That's war' d on kind Careffing. ' ., 
Core then my Ne NEE * 
I'll be nae mair a Rover; 
But find out Heaven in à thy Charms, 


And prove a faithful Lover. 
She, What you deſign by Nature's Law, 4 
Is fleeting Inclination ; 5 4 
That Willy Wiſp bewilds us a“ * 
By its Intatuation. * 


When that goes out, Careſſes tire, * oy 
And Love's nae mair in Seaſon, # 2 
Syne weakly we blaw up the Fire * * 
With all our boaſted Reaſon. Yo, 
He. The Beauties of inferior Caſt - 15 
May ſtart this juſt Reflection: — "i 
But Charms like thine maun always laſt, ' 
Where Wit has * non. K 2 


4 > 


Virtue and Wit, like April | 
Make Beauty riſe the nl Bayes 


T langer then on thee I gaze, 
My Love Will —— 
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Oſmelia's Charms inſpire my Lays, 


Who, young in Nature's Scorn, 
Blooms in the Winter of her Days, 
Like Glaſſenbury Thorn. 


Coſmelia „ cruel at Threeſcore, 
Like Bards in modern Plays, 

Four Acts of Life paſs d guiltleſs o er, 
But in the Fifth ſhe ſlayys. 

J. e er, impatient for the Bliſs, 
Within her Arms you fall, 

The plaiſter d Fair returns the Kiſs, 
Like Thiſbe, thro 'a Wall. 


*. 
SONG 248. 
Ould'ſt thou give me a Pleaſure, 
7 =© Like the Miſtreſs of my Heart, 
un F'g drink beyond all Meaſure, © - 
* d from thee never ſtart. 
* leaſure ſo ins, . 
Tilt Life not worth 1 OY . 
In a Tun I'd drown my 
1 ono comp ring 
it Kay tures "y 206d 
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Whoſe Extaſy (paſt bearing) 
I fearcecan taſte, and live: 
To brighter Joys reſigning, 

I'll quit thy ſparkling Charms, 
And die without repining, 
| _ To be r in her Arms. 


SONG 240. 


(Rows of Coxcombs, that deloding, 
Cringing, chatt ring, * 
Ogling, flatt ring, 
By Coquetting, and by Pruding, 
; n are Victims to my Art. 
While at Will the Fools I'm leading, 


They for Favours interceding, 


With vain Hopes and Fancies feeding, 
Still untouch'd I _— my Heart. . 
Still, &c. 


Each imagines he ſhall gain me, 
Thinks I prize him, | 
Who deſpiſe him; 
All their Wiles'ſhall ne er obtain me, 
Born to baffle all Mankind. $6.3 4 
Like the Winds and Waves ll changing, 
Never conſtant, ever rariging, ' 
Cupid from my Heart eſtranging, 
* "That's as cold as he i is blind, 
m— 55 &c. a 


La 
© , 
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Thoſe erring Lines which Nature drew, 


When I reflect, that every Grace 
Thy Mind adorns, is juſt and true. 

But oh! thy Wit what God has ſent ? 
Surpriſing, airy, unconfin'd ; 

Some Wonder, ſure, Apollo meant, 
And ſhot himſelf i into thy Mind. . 


SONG 

1 your Bowls, 

Loyal Souls, 

Czfar to his home returns; 3 
From the Shore 
Cannons roar, 

England ſmiles, "and Holland mourns: 
Malecontents i in Miſchief failing, 
Changing Notes, now leave off railing 3 

Now the Vipers hide their Stings. 


Fill, fill then high, 
Proclaim your Joy, 
And now in aChorus ſing, 
Welcome beſt of Kings: 
Noble Boy, here's to thee, 
Look on my Glaſs and me; 
— 4 — 9 | * 
e this happy Day . 
Make as fam ' d as the Jubilee. 


251. 
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Curia, God of pleaſing Anguiſh, 


1 | 
Ruel Amynta, can'you ſee 
C A Heart thus torn, which you betray 7 
Love, of himſelf, neꝰ er vanquith'd nae, 
But thro your Eyes the Conqueſt made. 
In Ambuſh there the Traitor la,, 
Where Iwas led by faithleſy Smiles, 
No Wretches are ſo loſt as they 
Whom much Security beguiles. 
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Curia! inftruR an am'tous Swaili; — 31 
Some Way to tell the Nymph his Pain, 
To common Youths unknown : . = 
To talk of Sighs, of Flames, of Darts, : 
Of bleeding Wounds, and burning Hearts, 
Are Methods vulgar grown, | 


What need'ft thou tell ? (the God reply'd) | 
That Love the Shepherd cannot hide 
The Nymph will quickly find? 3 
When Phcebus does his Beams diſplay, 
To tell Men bravely that *tis Day, 
Is to ſuppoſe em blind. 


SONG. 
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Teach th* enamour'd Sein io thnguiſh, 
| Tren imm 272 


: 


* * 


Heroes would be loſt in Story, No, Ma Cupia ſmiling ſaid, 
Did not Let inſpire their Glory, Let's ſhew. him Czlia's Face, 
Did not Love inſpire their Glory; 
Love does all that's great below, Vpid, * SE MF. 57. 
nnn. C Hymen, with thy ſacred Fires, 
+ +SONG-: 255. Smiling Zephyrs haſte away, 
pid once in Search of wt 4 Grace this happy, happy Day. 
Thought my Reaſon gone aſtray, Loves and Graces all attend, 
From his Quiver choſe a Dart; All ye Nuptial Pow'rs befriend, 
Soon he drew it to the Head, Make them your peculiar Care, 
thus ſmiling to me ſaid : Bleſs the Hero, bleſs the Fair, 
© how pleas'd the Chit was grown, 258. 
= With the Thoughts I was his own, Cupid, with Gan es to to Plays 
reer And leſt they ſhould bs fl 
- "When the God perceiv'd the Sham, ey ſhould be tol'n away, 
And that he had loft his Aim, k Sat on his Darts aſtride. 
In a Paſſion thus he ſwore : For oft* the God had, to his Coſt, 
Farewell Quiver, farewell Bow, (As Prior ſweetly ſings) | 
* From chis very Time I vow, His Quiver, Bow, and Arrows loſt, | 
* "ove will I uſe you more. But never loſt his Wings. „ 
; Miſs Kitty, Love's great Favourite, | 
SONG 236. Was there a Stander-by, - 4 il 
„ "Upid and Venus one Day ftrove And hit upon a new Conceit, WH 
\ * ; *. To — Fer yoo > . , Which ſhe reſolv'd to try. 
= give e, She oft had heard hes Lover fi 
| The Joys without the Smart. And praiſe her Angel F ob 4g 
San Venus then, Let ev'ry Maid And raiſe her Beauties to the Sky, 


Beſhow a fav" rite Grace 3 Were they deſerv'd a Place, 


She would not truſt the flatt'ring Youth, 
And gave a careleſs Ear ; 

yet fain at Heav'n wou'd know the Truth, 
But how ſhou'd ſhe get there? 

The Urchin's Wings wou'd fit her Shape, 
And put it to a Trial; 

Yet durſt not aſk the waggiſh Ape, 
She fear d a pert Denial. 


Young Cupid, without n or Care, 
Of no Deſignafraid, 
Did not ſuſpect the wily Fair, 
The ſeeming harmleſs Maid. 
Whilſt Joke and witty Repartee 
'Twixt him and Gany paſt, 
She ſtole his Wings and merrily 
To Peter's Gate did hafte. 


Arriving foon, and | rapping hard, 
Like haſty Seraphim 

Peter unto his Poſt repair'd 
To let the Angel in. 

When Porter Peter op'd the Door, 
And faw her Face and Mien, 

Of Bows and Scrapes he made ſome Score, 
Expecting ſhe'd come in. 

But, pointing to the Earth, the Fair, 
Then laughing, faid aloud, 

I'd rather be an Angel there, 
Than one amongft a Crowd, 


"4 N 
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Intending to o hap him the next time he try d; 


But alas! he's determin'd to af me no more, 
And now makes his Suit to the fam d Leogore, - 


Yet why ſhou'd I grieve? for I'm well , 
Had he lov'd me, he ne'er wound have taen” 
the firſt Word; | (fy, 
Tho? he fawns and he cringes, I'll vent 
That Man is a Fool, that will take the firſt Nay. 
Had his Love been ſincere, and he 
He then wou'd have aſ d meagainandagein;” 
But adieu; let him go; for I never will vex: 


A Swain that's in earneſt allows for cur.. I» 


SONG. 266. 
Da=s if you will believe me, 
Tis not Sighing o'er the lain; 
Songs nor Sonnetscan't relieve ye, 
Faint Attempts in Love are vain 2 
Urge but home the fair Occaſion, 
And be Mafter of the Field. ; 
To a powerful kind Invaſion, © - © *# 
*T were a Madneſs not to yield, ' © 
Tho* ſhe vows me H ne'er permit ye, 2 
you're rude and much to blame 93 74 


with Tears implores your Pity, 
1 K 4 


" 3 


„ 
4 
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[Damon ate'd me butonce, ie 4 


n Pan, 


* CO 4 
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Chghloris time enough will find 
This ſo ficcet and cruel Lover 


"SONG 2861. 


His tuneful Pipe all broken lay, 


| * Laon, Sighs, and Actions ſeem' d to tay, 


My Chloe is unkind. 


© | But Chloe mine diſdains. 
A thus he melancholly ſtood, 
Dejected as the lonely Dove; z 


* 
. . 4 


Much more gentle, not ſo kind. 


D ſtood penſive in the Shade, 

With Arms a- croſs, and Head reclin'd ; 
Pale Looks accus'd the cruel Maid, 

17 — Sighs reliev d his love - ſick Mind : 


Why y ring the. Woods with Warbling Throats? 

4 e Larks, ye Linnets ceaſe your Strains z | 
1 faint]y hear in your ſweet Notes, 
My Chloe's Voice that wakes my Pains ; 
Yet why ſhould you your Song forbear ? 

Your Mates delight your Song to hear, 


Sweet Sounds broke gently thro' the Wood. 
I the Sound; my Heart-ſtrings moye, 
| not the Nightingale that ſung; 
28-47 No. Tis my Chloeꝰs ſweeter Tongue. 
- Hark, bark, what ſays my Love? 


2 3 is the Nymph, ſhe cries, 
Who trifle rnd: ted $ ra 
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Nature ſtill ſpeaks in Woman” , 
Our artful Lips were made torfeign... . 
O Daphnis, Daphnis, *twa$ my Pride 


"Twas not my Heart thy Love deny d, 


Come back, dear Vouth, again. 

As t' other Day my Hand he ſeis d, 25 
My Blood with thrilling Motion flew z 

Sudden I put on Looks diſpleas'd, | 
And haſty from his Hold withdrew. 

*T was Fear alone, thou ſimple Swain: 

Then hadſt thou preſs*d my Hand again, 
My Heart had yielded tool 

Tis true, thy tuneful Reed I blam'd, 
That ſwell'd thy Lip and roſy Check Z 

Think not my Skill in Song defam'd, 
That Lip ſhould other Pleaſures ſeek : 


Tho' much th Muſic I approve ; 


Yet break thy Pipe, for more I love, 
Much more, to hear thee ſpeak. | 
My Heart forebodes that I'm betray'd, 
Daphnis, I fear, is ever gone; | 
Laſt Night with Delia's Dog he play'd 4 
Love by ſuch Trifles firſt comes on. 


Now, now, dear Shepherd, come a- way, 
My Tongue wou'd now my Heart obey 3 . 5 


Ah! Chloe, thou art won. 
The Youth ſtept forth with haſty 


And found were wiſhing Chloe 3 
| Shame ſudden lig Nanda be Face, 


Confus d, . — not what to ſay, 


. 
12 
PP . 


At laſt with broken Words ſhe cry d: 
Tv-morrow you in vain had try d; 

But I am loſt to Day. 6 

SONG 262. 
Molly, why ſo oft in Tears? 
Why all theſe Jealouſies and Fears, 

For thy bold Son of Thunder? 
Have Patience till we've conquer d France, 
Thy Cloſet ſhall be ſtor d with Nantz ; 

Ye Ladies like ſuch Plunder. 


Before Toulon thy Yoak-mate lies, 

Where all the live- long Night he fighs 
For thee in louſy Cabin : 

And tho* the Captain's Chloe cries, 

'Tis I, dear Bully, prithee riſe - 
He will not let the Drab in. 

But ſhe, the cunning' Jade alive, 

\Says, *tis the readieſt Way to thrive, 
By ſharing Female Bounties : 

And, if he'll be but kind one Night, 

She vows he ſhall be dubb'd a Knight, 
When ſhe is made a Counteſs. 

Then tells of ſmooth young Pages whipt, 

Caſhier'd, and of their Liv riss fripe, 3 
Who late to Peers belonging, 

Are nightly now compell'd to trudge 


To fave their Ladies Longing, / 
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With Links, becauſe they would not drudge, 


7 


But Vol, the Eunuch, cannot be 
A colder Cavalier than he, 

In all ſuch Love Adventures: © 
Then pray do you, dear Molly, | 
Some Chriſtian Care, and do not | 

Your conjugal Indentures. * 
Bellair! who does not Bellair know? 

The Wit, the Beauty, and the Beau, 

Gives out, he loves you dearlys : 
And many a Nymph attack d with Sighs, 
And ſoft Impertinence and Noiſe, 

Full oft* has beat a Parley. 

But, pretty Turtle, when the Blade 
Shall come with am*rous Serenade, 
Soon from the Window rate him? 


But if Reproof will not prevail, . 


And he perchance attempt to ſcale, _ 
Diſcharge the Jordan at him, 


. 
SONG 263. 
Ear Chloe attend | 
D To th' Advice of a Friend, 
And for once be admoniſh*'d by me 3 
Before you engage 
To wed with old Age, 
Think how Summer and Winter agree, 


Think how Summer and Winter agrees * 


So ancient a Fruit, 
For Want of a Root, 


Js doom'd to a ſpeedy Decay . 8 5 
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Youth might ripen your Charms, And I know fifty + 1-40.47 
_ But old Age in young Arms, Will do't for a Crown. | 18 
Is ike froſty Weather in May. Duns come ſo bold ly, 
Beligve me, dear Maid, S King's Money ſo ſlowly, 
i _ When the beſt Cards are play'd, That by all Things holy, 


You ſeldom can meet with a Trump; Tis all I can ſay; 


And, to hold the Jeſt on, Yet I'm ſo rapt in 
When the Sucker is gone, The Snare that I'm trapt ing 
— itn the Thee would yew do with » Purap ? As I'm a true Captain, 
Let Men of Threeſcore Give more than my Pay. 
Think of Wedlock; no more Good Captain Thunder, 
They need not be fond of that Nooſe ; Go mind your Plunder; 
The Cripple that begs, Odf------ ns, T wonder © 
Without any Legs, You dare be ſo bold 
Can have no great Occafion for Shoes. Thus to be making 
A Clock out of Repair A Treaty ſo ſneaking, 
Dot i but badly declare Or dream too of taki 
The Hour of the Day or the Night; My Fort with Id, 
| For unleſs, my dear Love, Other Town Miffes 
The Pendulum move, May gape at ten Pieces, 
TVo be ſtrange if the Clock ſhould go right. But who me poſſeſſes, 
\ Full Twenty ſhall pay; 
SONG 264. To all poor Rogues in Buff, CREE 
Pintkaninny, | Thus, thus 1 ſtrut and buff, nl 
If half a Guinea So Captain Kick and Cuff, - | 
kl. love will win ye, X Os Marche on your Way. 
I hay i here down 5 
We muſt be chrifty, 22 SON G ebs.. 
oil ſerve to ſhift ye, . JE. Chloe, . white thus beyond Menſure- 
. | | You treat me with Doubts and Piſdaln, 


7, Fac” 
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You cob all your Youth of its Pleaſure, 
And hoard up an old Age of Pain : 
Your Maxim, Love is ſtill founded 
On Charms that will quickly decay, 
You'll find to be very il grounded, 
When onee you its Di obey. 
The Paſſion from Beauty firſt drawn 
Your Kindneſs wou'd vaſtly improve 
Your Sighs and your Smiles are the Dawn, 
Fruition's the Sun-fhine of Love: 

And tho' the bright Beams of your Eyes 
Shou'd be ciouded, that now are ſo gay, 
And Darkneſs poſſeſs all the Skies, | 

Yet we ne*er can forget it was Day. 
Old Darby, with Joan by his Side, 

You've often regarded. with Wonder : 
He's dropfical, ſhe is fore ey*d, 

Yet they tre ever uneaſy aſunder; 
Together they totter about, 

Or fit in the Sun at the Door, 
And at Night, when old Darby*s Pipe*s out, 
His Joan will not ſmoak a Whiff more. 
No Beauty nor Wit they poſſeſs, 

Their ſeveral Failings to ſmother ; 
Then, what are the Charms, can you gueſs, 
; That make them ſo fond of each other? 
 'Tis the pleaſmg Remembrance of Vouth, 
The Endearments which Youth did deſtow; 
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139 3 
The Thoughts of paſt Pleafure and Truths, 9 
The beſt of our Bleſſings below, | | 
Thoſe Traces for ever will tat, B 
Nor Sickneſs nor Time can remove g 
For when Youth and Beauty are iS 
And Age brings the Winter of : 
A Friendſhip inſenſfibly grows, | 
By Reviews of ſuch Raptures as theſe; 
The Current of Fondneſs ſtill lows, 
Which decripid old Age cannot freezes 
8 Q N 266. ; 5 
Ear Colin, prevent my warm Bluſhes, $ 
D Since how can I ſpeak without Pain?” 
My Eyes have oft told my Wiſhes, £808 
Oh! can't you their Meaning explain! ! 
My Paffion wou d loſe by Expreſſion, 
And you too might eruellyblame ; \ 
Then don't you expect a Cen 
Of what is too tender to name. 4 


Why ſhou'd you expect it from me:! | 
Our Wiſhes ſhou'd be in our Keeping, : 
Till you tell us what they ſhou d be: 7 | 
Then quickly why don't, you diſcover? _ 
Did your feel ſuch Tortures as mine, 
I need not tell over and OVer _ 1 
What I in my Boſom confine, 


Þ a ” * be 
. Fg : 
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SON G 267. 
Der charming Beauty; you're my Pleaſure, 
"Tis you alone that I adore ; - 
Grant me your Love, my 9 82 
And all my Care will now be o "a 
Ah! do not fly me, my deay 4 
Left you kill your faithful 
You ne er was known yet to be cruel, 
To deſtroy what you can fave. 
Had I ne'er ſeen you, charming Phillis, 
Such Torture I ne er ſhou'd have known; 
But thank my Stars, if that your Will is, 
To ſmile, and ever be my own ; 
No greater Bleſſing I'11 defire, 
Than your matchleſs Charms, my Fair : 
For you are all that I admire, 
And all I love, and all I fear. 


SONG 268. * 
Dr cath olic Brother, are you come from 
the Wars, 


The Cats'in my Body, and the Seas it \ my Face 
I got them in Fighting for Her Majeſty's Grate: 
But oh my dear Shela ! deſt thou now love me, 
So well as you did, ere I went to the Sea? 
By Crieſt and St Patrick my dear Joy I do, 
And we ſnall be marry'd to morrow juſt now, 


110% Cabin for thee to keep off the il I 
And I have a Ouinea of yellow red Gold; Fe 
To make three halfs of it I think will be belt, 
Give two to my Shela, and thetird to the Prieſt, 

Old Philemy my Father was Fourſcore Years olds 

And tho' he be dead, he'll be glad to be told, 

That we two are married ; my Dear, ſpare fe 


Coft, 1 

But ſend him ſome Letter upon the laſt Poſt, 1 
SONG 269. 4 

D Roger, if your Jenny geck, 7 
And anſwer Kindneſs with a Slight, T 

Seem unconcern'd at her Neglect, y 


For Women in a Man delight: 


80 lame of your Face, and your Foots full of But them deſpiſe who're ſoon defeat, | 


| To fee your poor Shela, who with great Grief 

was fill'd, (kill'd, 

Tor you my dear Joy, when I think you were 
With 2 Fa, la, la, &c. 

O my Shoul, my dear Shela!I'm glad you ſee me 

„ eee I could not lee thee ; 


And with a ſimple Face give way 
To a Repulſe---then be not blate, 

Puſh bauldly on, and win the Day. 
When Maidens, innocently 

Say aften what they never mean ; 


Ne er mind their pretty lying Tongue; 
But tent the Language of their Een: 


> - 4 paw 


" 
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2 Oe hae: te per ith Hate, 
0 anſwer all your Love w 
wk elſewhere to be better bleſt, 
And let her figh when tis too late. 


SONG 270. 


For me, I wou d not give a Shilling, 
For one that can love out of Rule: 
At leaſt you ſhou'd, wait for our Offers, 

Nor ſoatch like old Maids in-deſpair ; 


Your Sighs are now loſt in the Air. 


'Tis ours to be forward and puſhing, © 
And yours to affect a Diſdain: 
That you're in a terrible taking, 
By all your fond Oglings I ſee; 
The Fruit that will fall without ſhaking, 
Indeed, is too mellow for me. 


S ONG 271. 


io, if thou wilt not woe me, 
Prithee ſpare one fingle Kiſs, 
In good Faith, 'tis a Wrong you do me, 
To deny ſo ſmall a Bliſs. 
thee knit no more thy Brows, 
Pr he: knit no more thy Brows, 


AV ARE 


DF Ear Madam, when Ladies are willing, 
A Man needs muſt look like a Fool ; 


If you've liv*d to theſe Years without Proffers, 


You ſhould leave us to gueſs at your Wiſhing, 
And not ſpeak the Matter too plain; 92 


She talk'd, and I bleſs'd the dear Tongue, 


PF, 7 


Frowns diſgrace a charming Face, 
And but make us Paſtime loſe, * 
Put on a little dim — 


Pleafing Looks cart beguile, 


SONG 272. 
Eſpairing beſide a clear Stream 
A Shepherd forſaken was laid, 
And whilſt a falſe Nymph was his Theme, | 
A Willow ſupported his Head: 
The Wind that 12 over the Plain | 
To his Sighs with a Sigh did reply, 
And the Brook, in return to his Pain, 
Ran mournfull y murmuring by. 
Alas ! filly Swain that I was, 
Thus ſadly complaining he cry 'd, 
When firſt I beheld that fair Face, 
'Twere better by far I had dy'd: 


When the mii d, 'twas a Pleaſure too greats 
I liſten'd, and cry'd, when ſhe ſung, | 
Was Nightingale ever ſo ſweet ! 


How fooliſh was I to believe, 
She could doat on fo lowly a Clown! 
Or that her fond Heart would not grieve 
To forſake the fine Folks of the Town: 
To think that a Beauty ſo gay, 
So kind and fo conſtant would prove, 
To go clad like our Maidens in grey, 
And live i in a Cottage on _ 
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What tho* I have Skill to complain, 
Tho the Muſes my Temples have crown'd ? 
What tho' when they hear my ſoft Strain, 
The Virgins fit weeping around ? 
Ah Collin! thy Hopes are in vain, 
Thy Pipe and thy Laurel reſign ; 
Thy Fair one inclines to a Swain, 
" Whoſe Muſick is ſweeter than thine. 
And you my Companions ſo dear, 
Who ſorrow to ſee me betray'd, 
Whatever I ſuffer, forbear, ; 
Forbear to accuſe the falſe Maid: 
If thro* the wide World I ſhould range, 
is in vain from my Fortune to fly; 
Twas her's to be falſe, and to change, 
Tis mine to be conſtant, and die . 


If while my hard Fate I ſuſtain, 

In her Breaſt any Pity is found, 

Let her come with the Nymphs of the Plain, 

© * And fee me laid low in the Ground: 
The laſt humble Boon that I crave, 

Is to ſhade me with Cypreſs and Yew, 

And when ſhe looks down on my Grave, 

Let her own that her Shepherd was true, 


Then to her new Love let her go, 
And deck her in golden Array, 

- Be fineſt at ev'ry fine.ihow, 

And frolick it all the long Day. 

Vile Collin forgotten and gone, 

No more ſhall be heard of, or ſeen, 


=» 
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Unleſs when beneath the pale Moon I] 
His Ghoſt ſhall glide over the Green, 


SONG 273. 
Dru take the Wars that hurried Billy from 
me 
Who to love me juſt had ſworn ; 
They made him Captain ſure to undo me, 
Woe's me.! he'll ne' er return. 


A thouſand Loons abroad will fight him, 


He from thouſands ne'er will run : 
Day and Night I did invite him, 
To ſtay at home from Sword and Gun. 
I us'd alluring Graces, 
A Bn. kind Embraces, 
ow ng, then crying, Tears d ing fall; 
ee 
Preferr'd to War's Alarms, 


By Love grown mad, without the Man of God, 


I fear in my Fit I had granted all. 
I waſh'd nd patch'd, to make me look provo- 
ing; 
Snares that they told me would catch the 
Men, > 
And on my Head a huge Commode ſat poking, 
Which made me ſhew as tall again ; 
For a new Gown too I paid muckle Money, 
Which with golden Flow'rs did ſhine ; 
My Love well might think me gay and bonn), 
No Scotch Laſs was e'er ſo ine. 


A. Ss 
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My Petticoat I ſpotted, Why Wage” 
Fringe too with Thread I knotted, The Victim choſe to die? | 
Lace-ſhoes, and Silk- Hoſe,” "Garter. full over Oy DELIA. | . 
Knee; On Fate al one depends Succeſa, 
But oh! the fatal Thought, And Fancy Reaſap over - rules; a 
To Billy theſe are nought ; Or why ſhould Virtue ever miſes 
Whorode to Towns, and rifled with Dragoons, Reward, ſo often.giv'n to Fools ? 
When he, filly Loone, might haveplunder d Is riot the Valiant mer the Witty, 


** 5 = who alone is born to pleaſe ; 
SONG 274. ve does predeſtinate our Pity, h 
THYRSES. 7 4 4 We chuſe but whom he firſt decrees. 
Deus, how long muſt I deſpair, SONG 275. 
And tax you with Diſdain; Eſpairinx as I ſat alone. , 
Still to my tender Love ſevere, D * P ſhady myrtle Grove, | 
Untouch'd when I complain ? ; When to each gentle Sigh and Moan, 
l3 DELIA. Some neighb'ring Echo gave a Groan, 


When Men of equal Merit love us, Came by the Man I love. 

And do with equal Ardor fue ; Oh! how I ſtrove my Grief to hide 
Thyrfis, you know but one muſt move us, I panted, bluſh'd, and almoſt dy d, 
Can I be yours and Strephon's too? And did the tatling Echo chide _ 
My Eyes view both with mighty Pleaſure, For fear ſome Breath, or moving Air, 

Impartial to your high Deſert ; Shou'd ta his Ears my Sorrow bear. 
To both alike Eſteem I meaſure, And oh! ye Pow'rs! I die to gain 
To one alone can give my Heart. But one poor parting Kiſs 
THYRSIS. And yet I lie on Racks of Pain, 
Myſterious Guide of Inclination, That eber I ſhou'd a Wiſh retain, 


Tell me, Tyrant, why am I, 
With equal Merit, equal Paſſion, 
Thus the Victim choſe to die? 


Which Honour thinks amiſs. 
Tauss are poor Maids unkindly us'd, 
By Love and Nature both abus'd ; 


% 


RY * n . | * * Es 
Our tender Hearts all is refus ' © 


And when we burn with ſecret Flame, 
Muſt bear our Grief, or die with Shame 
SONG 276 © 
Drieaed as true Converts die, 
But yet with fervent Thoughts inflam'd: 

So Faireſt, at your Feet I lie, 

Of all my Sex's Faults aſham'd. 
Too long, alas! have I defy'd 
The Force of Love's almighty Flame, 

And often did aloud deride 

His Godhead, as an empty Name. 
But fince ſo freely I confeſs 

A Crime, which may your Scorn produce, 
Allow me now to make it leſs, 

By any juft and fair Excuſe. 
I then did vulgar Joys purſue, 

Variety was all my Bliſs ; 
But ignorant of Love and you, 
How could I chuſe but do amiſs ? 


If ever now my wand'ring Eyes 

Search out Temptations as before ; 
If once I look, but to deſpiſe 

Their Charms, and value yours the more: 
May ſad Remorſe, and guilty Shame, 
Revenge your Wrongs on faithleſs me; 

And, what I tremble ev'n to name, 
May I loſe All, in loſing Thee. 


277. 
She, Dip you not promiſe me when youli 
by me, : 
That you would marry me; can you de- 
He. If I did „ twas but ta try 
thee, | | | 
Call up your » elſe I defy thee, 
She. Ah! who weultruſt you Men, that fwea 
and vow ſo, x 


Born only to deceive ; how can you do ſo} 
He, If we can ſwear and lie, you can diſſemble, 
And then to hear the Lie, would make 
one tremble, 
She, Had I not lov'd, you had found a Denial, 
My tender Heart, alas | was but too real; 
He. Real I know you were, F ve often try die, 
Real to forty more Lovers beſides me. 
She. If thouſands lov'd me, where's my Tran 
greſſion, 14:6 
You were the only He, e er got Poſſeſſion 
He, Thou could" talk prettily, ere thou could 
go, Child; 
But I'm too old and wiſe to be ſham'd 
ſo, Child, 
She, 'Tho' y' are ſo cruelyouꝰ Il never believeme, 
Yet do but tune Lig Cu, a] J forgit 
thee. | 2 


n 
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He. Send your Kid home to me, I will take 
Care on't, 
It has the Mother's Gifts, 'twill prove 
a rare one. 
278. 


SONG 
Divine Aſtræa hither fle, 
To Cynthia's brighter Throne; 
dhe left the Iron Wprid below, 
To bleſs the Silver Moon: 
She left the Iron World belaw, 
To bleſs the Silver Moon, + 


Tho' Phœbus, with his hotter Beams, 


Does Gold in Earth create; 4 


That leads thoſe Wretches to Extreams, 
Of Av'rice, Luſt, and Hate. 


Iſtracted with Care 
For Phillis the Fair; 
vince nothing cou'd move her, 
Poor Damon her Lover, 
Reſolves in Deſpair 
_ longer to languiſh, 
Nor bear ſo much Anguiſh 
But, mad with his Love, 
To a ipice goes z 1 
Where a Leap from abovfe — 
Wou'd oo _ his Woes. | 
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How 


To his Cottage again. 


To m 


When in Rage hs came they, ; 
Beholding how ſeep | | 1 
The Sides did a 
And the ee how Bow : 
His projecting, 

And ſadly reflecting, 

That a Lover fort; en 

A new Love may get; 

But a Neck when once broken, 
Can never beſet : 


And, that he cou'd die | 
Whenever he wou'd ; | + 
But, that he cou'd live | b 1 
But as long as he cgu' d: 2 A 
ievous ſoever . | 
The Torment might grow, 

He ſcorn'd to endeavour” 

To finiſh it ſo. BAY + > of * 
But Bold, Unconcern'd 5 
At Thoughts of the Pain, 
He calmy return'd 


SONG 280. | 
Domeſtie Bird, whom wint'ry-Blaſts | - 
To ſeek for human Aid compet, 
or Warmth and Shelter fly, | 
beneath my Roof to dwell. » 


Wel 


Supplies thy Hungertorelieve 


PI daily at my Window la, +. i 
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Aſſur d that daily thoſe Supplies 3 
with grateful Song thou wilt repay. 

Soon as the new returning Spring 

Shall call thee forth to Woods . Groves, 


_ *. Freely teviſit then the Scene | 
Which Notes ſo ſweet as thine 8 N 


T ut if another Winter's Froſt 

Shall bring me back my _ again, 
Again with Muſic come prepar 

Thy friendſy Hoſt to entertain. 


The ſacred Pow. 1 
e In this its beſt Effect —— 
That Friendſhip in its ſtr 
Tt both engages and endears. . 
In Muſick's raviſhing Delight, 
«You feather d Flocks with Men agree; 


Of all the animated World 


The only Harmoniſts are we. 


| SONG 281. 
q Pom in the North Country,- 
17 As ancient Reports do tell, 
There lies a famous Country Town, 
Some call it Merry Wakefield: 
And in this Country Town 
A Farmer there did dwell, 
Whoſe Daughter would to Market go, 
Her Treaſure for to fell. . 


* F. the was travelling along, 8 


Over Hills and Mountains high, 


AVI AR T. 


oO Shepherd ! G Shepherd J. quoth ſhe, 


He pull'd out his Bagpipes wond'rous ſweet, 


O the Muſic of thy Bagpipes ſweet, 


It was her Chance to loſe her Way, 
Where a ne did eſpy. 


Many Days to you God ſend, 
Jam a Maid, and ſhall be undone, 
Unleſs'you ſtand my Friend. 


Over Hills and Mountains high, 
Ever ſince the Break of Day, 
I have been travelling many a Miley | 
And I cannot find my Way. | 
Come, fit thee down by me, 
The Shepherd reply d with a Smile, 
And I'll ſhow thee a nearer Way 
Than this, by a full long Mile. 


The Shepherd ſat him down, 
The fair Maid ſhe drew nigh, 


And play*'d melodiouſly. 
He play'd her ſuch a Tune, | 
That he made this fair Maid fing, 


Makes all my Nerves to ring. "4 I 
O Shepherd! O Shepherd! quoth ſne, S 

If the Time would but permit it, I 
I pray thee now play it me over again, 

For Fear I ſhould forget it. | 
He play' d it over again, | Ws 
As he had done before, . 
And gave this fair Maid much Delight, 

It FTE her more and more, 


. ** 


My deareſt Swain, 3 7 


9 I chance. to.toſe my Way, 
To find it, PII come to you. + 
SONG 282. 
He. DP you not once, Lucinda, vow 
Yon would love none but me? 
She, Ay, but my Mother tells me now, 
I muſh love Wealth, not thee. 
He. Cruel, thy Love hes in thy Pow'r, 
Tho' Fate to me's unkind. 
She. Conſider but how {mall thy Dow'r 
Is,, in reſpect o mine. 
He. Is it becauſe my Sheep are poor, 
Or that my Flocks are few ? 
She, No, but I cannot love at all 
So mean a Thing as you. 
He, Ah me! ah me! mock you my Grief? - 
She, I pity thy hard Fate. 
He, Pity for Love's but poor Relief, 
I'll rather chuſe your Hate. 
She, Content thy ſelf, Shepherd, a-while, _ 
I'll love thee by this Kiſs; 
Thou ſhalt have no more Cauſe to mourn, 
Than thou canſt take in this. 
He. Bear record then, ye Pow'rs above, 
And all thoſe holy Bands; 
For it appears, the trueſt Love 
Springs not from Wealth nor Lands, 


v 
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A thouſand timegadieu z ; 3 0 


_ always think of her, but ſhe - 


A. * 


s N . 


Did: ever Swain à Nymph adore, 
\ As I ungrateful Nanny do? a 
Was ever Shephexd's Heart ſo fore, 
Or ever broken Heart ſo true? | 
My Cheeks are ſwell'd with Tears, but me 
Has never wet a Check for me. Ry 


If Nanny call'd, did e er I ſtay ? | .* 
Or linger, when ſhe bid me tun? 1 

She only had the Word to ſay, — 
And all ſhe wiſh d was quickly done 3 = 


Does ne'er beſtow a Thought on me. 


To let her Cows my Clover take; 
Have I not. roſe by Break of Da? 


Did ever Nanny's Heifers faſt, 


'If Robin in his Barn had Hay ? 
Tho to my Fields they welcome were, 
I ne'er was welcome yet to her. 


If ever Nanny loſt a Sheep, 


Then chearfully I gave her two; 
And I her Lambs did ſafely keep | 
Within my Folds in Froſt and Snow. 
Have they not there from Cold been free r 5 
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But Nanny ſtill is cold to me. 
When Nanny to the Well did come, 
Tas I that did her Pitchers fill ; 
Full as they were I brought them home ; , 
Her Corn I carry'd to the Mill: L 2 


"My Back did bear the Sack, but ne 
Wil never bear the Sight of me. 
To Nanny's Poultry Oats I gave, 


I'm ſure they always hid the beſt: 


Within this Week her Pigeons have 
Eat up a Peck of Peaſe, at Teaſt ; 

Her little Pigeons Kiſs, but ſne 

Will never take a Kiſs from me. 


Muſt Robin always Nanny woo, 


And Nanny til] on Robin frown ? . 


Alas! poor Wretch ! what ſhall I do, 
If Nanny does not love me ſoon? 
If no Relief to me ſhe' ll bring, 
I'll hang me in her Apron-ſtring.. 


| SONG. 284. 
Dv, Cupid, draw, 

| And make fair Sylvia know 

. The mighty Pain 
Does for her undergo. 

5 Convey this Dart 

bs Into her Heart: 
And when ſhe's ſet on Fire 

Do thou return 

| And let her burn 
Like me in chaſte Deſire. 

Fhat, by Experience ſhe 

Ma z irarn to pity me, 


* 


Her fuff ring Swain ng 
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Whene'er her Eyes | 
Do tyranitize”- | 


O'er my Captivity: © #1 


Bat when in Love 
| We joihtly move, 
And tenderly embrace, 

Like Angels ſhine 

And fweetly join 


To one another 8 Face. 


SONG 285. 


1 not aſk me charming Phillis, 


Why I lead you here alone „ 


By this Bank of Pinks and Lillies, 


And Roſes'newly blown. 
Tis not to beNcld the Beauty 


Of thdſeFlow'rs that crown the 8 


Tis, to- but I know my Duty, 


And I dare ndt name the Thing. 


"Tis, at worft, but her denying, 
Why ſhould T thus fearful'be ? 


Ev'ry Moment gently flying, 


Smiles, and ſays, Make uſe of me. 


What the Sun does to theſe Roſes, 
While the Bens play gently in, 


And I dare not name the Thing. 
Yet I die if I conceal it, 
Aſk my Eyes to alk your own ; 


» "oh 


1 would--- ---- but my Fear oppoſes, < 


* = 
: 


Re SORE 
Think what Lovers think alone. 
= ERS. 
Might I ſpeak What I wou j 
] would, with my lovely Phillis, 


SONG. 286, 


My Wife began to ſcold; Ks 
Say what I cou'd for my Heart's ors 
Her Clack ſhe would not hold. 
Thus her Chat ſhe did begin, 

Is this your Time of coming in? 


If thus you lead your Lyle, 

My Dear, ſaid I, I can't deny, 
But what you lay is true; Ft 
I do intend my Life to mend, 
Pray lend's the Pot to ſpew. 


Fye, you Sot, I ne er can bear 
To riſe thus ev*ry Night; 

Tho' like a Beaſt you never care 
What Conſequence comes by 't; 
The Child and I may ftarve for you 
We neither can have half our Due 3 
With Grief 1 find, you're d unkind, 


In Time you'll break Heart: 
Idelieve you're in the wrong; 
88 


3 « 


At that I ſmil'd, and hy we Child, 


"The" AVIARY. 


I would, 1 Wound wee would not you? 


T)Runk I was laſt Night, 3 


The Clock ſtrikes One, youll be . 


4 


* 


X. But iſt Gould be your Deſtiny, | + - Pot ge 


I'll ang a merry Seng. lx det 5 TER 


SONG. 4287. 
Iogenes = ſutly and proud, 
; Ding Who ſnarl'd at the Macodgo Youth, | 
in Wine that was good, 
2 in good Wins there is rah: 
But growing as poor 4" » os 
And unable to purchaſe a F 
He choſe * his Manſion a Tub, 
And liv'd by the Scent of the . 


Heraclitus ne er wou'd deny nn 
To tipple and cheriſn his Heart. 
And when he was mau ; wonder, © 
Becauſe he had empty 1 
The, ſors are ſo fg e 
He wept at Men s Follies and Vice, 
When *twas only his Cuſtom to drink 
Till the Liquor floyd ous t his 9880 *s 
Democritus always was glad : © © - 1 
Of a Bumper to cbear up his Soul, 
And would laugh like a Mam that was 2 ya 
When over a full lowing Bowtt+- "1" * 


As long as his Cellar was ſtar's; 


The Liquor he'd merrily qua, 
And 8 he was drunk as a Lord, 
At thoſe that were ſober he d laugh. 


Copernicus too, like the reſt, 


mann IE 1 3 


And thought that a Cup of the ben 
Made Reaſon the brighter to ſnine; 
With Wine he replenifh'd his Veins, 
And made his Philoſophy reel, 
Then fancy'd the World, like his Brains, 
Turn'd round like a Chariot Wheel. 


Ariſtotle, that Maſtet of Arts, 
Had been but a Dunce without Wine ; 

And what we aſcribe to his Parts, 
Is due to the Juice of the Vine: 

His Belly, ſome Authors agree, 
Was big as a-watcring Trough ; 

He therefore leapt into the Sea, 

Becauſe he d have Liquor enough, ; 
Old Plato, that learned Divine, : 
He fondly to Wiſdom was prone z 

But had it not been for good Wine, 
His Merits we ne ef ſhou'd have known : 
By Wine we are generous made; 
| It furniſhes F aney with Witrgs, 
Without it we ne er ſhqu*d-bave had 
Pailoſopher s, Poets, or Kings. 


N 288. 
TDVmbarton' s Drums beat bonny--O, 
When they mind me of my * 03 
How happy am I, 
en my Soldier i is by, 


While he kiſſes and bleſſes his Annis--O ! 


dd. IAR x. 


Dumbarton's Drums ſound bonny---O, 


*Tiz a Soldier alone can delight me---0 

For his graceful Looks do invite ne---0, z 
While guarded in his Arms, 

I'll fear no War's Alarms, = F 

Neither Danger nor Death ſhall fright me-0 | 


My Love is a handſome Laddie---O, * F 


Genteel, but ne er foppiſh nor gaudy- -O 
Tho* Commiſſions they are dear, 
Yet I'll buy him one this Year, 


For he ſhall ſerve no longer a Cadie- -O. | 


A Soldier has Honour and Bravery---O, 
Unacquainted with Rogues and their Knavery 
He minds no other Thing (0: 
But the Ladies or the King; | 
For every other Care is but Slavery---O. 
Then I'll be the Captain's Lady---O,  ' 
Farewell all my Friends and my Daddy--,0 ; 
I'll wait no more at home, 
But I'll follow with the Drum, 
And whene'er that beats, I'll be ready---0. 


They are ſprightly like my dear Johan 
How happy ſha!l I be, | 
When on my Soldier's Knee, f | 

And he kiſſes and bleſſes his Annie---O! 


SONG 286g. 


Der; and Part of Reaſon, F 
Plead ſtrong on the Parohts Side, 


* 


g 4; 


E 5 Py 
- 


Which Love ſuperior calls Treaſon : 
The ſtrongeſt muſt be obey'd; 
For now tho* I'm one of the Gentry, 
My Conſtancy Falſhood repells ; 
For Change in my Heart is no Entry, 
Still there my dear Peggy excells. 


SONG 290. 
Du,, no more miſpend your Prime, 
But wiſely uſe the preſent Time, 
Nor truſt a future Day ; 
In vain you think that lovely Face, 
Adorn'd with every blooming Grace, 
Will not in Time decay. : 
Obſerve the Lillies in the Field, 

That pleaſant Scents and Proſpects yield, 
How ſhort their Beauty laſts ; : 
How ſoon their blooming Whiteneſs fades, 
How ſoon they mourn with drooping Heads, 

In Winter*s chilly Blaſts. | 


Then to ſome Youth thy Charms refign, 

(Oh! may the happy Fate be mine) 
And kindly crown his Joys ; 

If in your Bloom you yield to Love, 

The Swain will ever conſtant prove, 
When Age that Bloom deſtroys. 


SON G 
Exchanted by your Voice and Face, 
In pleaſing Dreams 1 fainting lie: 
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An Angel's Face, an Angel's Voice, 


I bleed, fair Nymph, I bleed apace, - 
And oh! I languiſh ! Oh! I die 
Sing, fair Nymph, and let your Eyes ! 

Upon your proſtrate Slave be ſhed ? 


Whene'er they pleaſe can raiſè the Dead. 


SONG 292. | 4 
Nough, enough, my Soul, of wordly Noiſe, , 
Of airy Pomps, and fleeting Joys 3 
What does this buſy World provide at beſt, 
But brittle Goods that break like Glaſs ; 
But poiſon'd Sweets, a troubled Feaſt, 
And Pleaſures like the Winds, that in a Mo- 
ment paſs? | RES <0 
Thy Thoughts to nobler Meditations give, _ 
And ſtudy how to die, not how to l . 


A 


E 


How frail is Beauty! Ah! how vain, 


And how ſhort-liv'd thoſe Olories are, 


That vex our Nights and Days with Pain, 


And break our Hearts with Care! 
In Duſt we no Diſtinction ſee, | 3 
Such Helen is, ſuch, Mira, thou muſt be. 


How ſhort is Life ! Why will vain Courtiers toll, 


And croud a vainer Monarch, for a Smile? 
What is that Monarch, but a mortal Man, 
His Crown a Pageant, and his Life a Span? 
With all his Guards and his Dominions, hg 
Muſt ſicken toq, gnd die as well az Wwe. 
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Thoſe boaſted Names of Conquerors and Kings 

Are ſwallow'd, and become forgotten Things : 

One deſtin'd Period Men in common have, 
The Great, the Baſe, the Coward, and the 


Brave, | 
All Food aliks for Worms, Companions in 
the Grave. 


The Prince and Parraſite together lie, 
No Fortune can-exalt, but Death will climb as 
| high. ES 
SONG 293. 
E;,Vropa _— 
-” Love's chiefeſt Care, 
Gaily fmiling, hither turn your Eyes 
To court your Love; 
| See mighty Jove, 3 
Thus deſcending from the lofty Skies. 
Shew no Diſdain, 
To give me Pain, 
But yield to Joy | 
That ne'er Tint ep, 2 
And wiſely of my fond Paffion approve, 
And cool the ſcorching Thundet-bolt of Love. 
KL Thus, earthly Fair, | 
When Mortals dare 
Provoke my Rage, 
You may alſuage: - | 
When in your Arms I'm cloſely curl'd, 
Kiſſing, Prelhüz, you Will ſave the World. 


- 
= 
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Tho the Language that flow*d from his Tongue 


| Ye Roſes, that bluſh on my Cheek, 
| Was it kind thus my Ruin to ſeek, 
Ye Traitors no longer appear, 
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Fair Phcebe, withdraw thy bright Rays, 
And hide thee behind ſome dark Gloom; 
Thy Beam my Conſuſion betrays, | | 
Which Darknefs had better become. 
See how the chaſte Proſpects inflame, 
How glows ev*ry conſcious Buſh ! 
Each Object ſeems touch' d with my Shame, 
The Landſcape appears in a Bluſh. 
Kind Echo, thy Accent reſtrain, 
And filently hear all my Woes ; | 
Thy Babbling offends my falſe Swain, 
And upbraids him with Breach of his Vows. 


Was as falſe. as the Wind or the Sea, 
Oh ! let Him not think on the Wrong, 
Leſt he become wretched like me. 


hy did you not wither away ? C 


R : ” 


And wdorn' while you mean to betray ? ©” 
1 
| 


In your Place let Deformity grow; 
I'Il waſh off your Bloom with my Tear, 
Till Death puts an End to my Woe. 

On the Ground all alone in the Grove, 
By the fide of a murmuring Stream, 
Thus Daphne lamented her Love 

And Damon the Falſe was her Theme; 


"Te 


: 
* 2 
. * 
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Her Checks a wan Colour o' erſpread, 

Her Eye-lids were clos'd with a Gloom, 
Adieu, my falſe Shepherd, ſhe ſaid, 
And breath'd out her Life in a Groan. 


SONG 2095. 
Air Czlia's Eyes give Love to all, * 
The Nymph a Goddeſs reigns ! 
All that durſt look, her Victims fall, 
Yet ſhe unmov*d remains. | 
While happy Strephon in her Arms 
Secure, but envy d lies: : 
To him ſhe opens all her Charms, 
To him unlocks, unlocks, | 
Unlocks to him, unlocks her Joys. 


So the pleas'd Moon on Latmos lay 
With her Endymion; 
Her Light to all ſhe gave away, 


SONG 296, 
Fair Sally lov'd a bonny Seaman, 
With Tears ſhe ſent him out to roam; 
Young Thomas loy*d no other Woman, 
But left his Heart with her at Home. 
She view'd the Sea from off the Hill, | 
And while ſhe turn'd the Spinning Wheel, 
Sung of her bonny Seaman. - AY 
The Winds grew loud, and ſhe grew paler, 
To ſee the Weather-cock turn round; 


% 


The. 'K Y 19488, -... 


Her Love to him, her Love to him alone. 
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When lo! ſhe ſpy d her bonny Sailor 
Come ſinging oer the fallow Ground : 
With nimble Hafle he leap'd the Stile, 


- And Sally met him with a Smile, 


And hugg'd her bonny Sailor. 
Faſt round the Waiſt he took his Sally, 
But firſt around his Mouth wip'd ke ; _ 
Like home bred Spark, he could not dally, - 
But kiſs'd and preſs'd her with a Glee 3 | 
Thro* Winds and Waves, and daſhing Rain, 
Cry'd he, thy Tom's return'd again, 
And brings à Heart for Sally. 
Welcome, ſhe cry'd, my conſtant Thomas, 
Tho? out of Sight, ne er out of Mind; . 


Our Hearts tho' Seas have ym from us, 


Yet they my Thoughts did leave behind. 


So much my Thoughts took Tommy's Part, 


That Time, nor Abſence from my Heart 
Cou'd drive my conſtant Thomas. 


This Knife, the Gift of lovely Sally, 


I ſtill have kept for thy dear Sake : 


Thy Name I've carv'd upon the 
Again this happy Pledge returns, 
To tell how truly Thomas burns, 
How truly burns for Sally. 
This Thimble didſt thou give to Sally, 
Whilſt this I ſee, I think of you; | 
Then why does Tom ſtand, ſhall I, ſhall I, 
While yonder Steeple's in our View, L 5 


A thouſand times, in am*rous _ {7g 


_ The 


Tom, never to Occaſion blind, 
Now took her in the coming Mind, 
And went to Church with Sally. 
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Faire Work of happy Nature, 
Sweet without diſſembling Art; 
Kind in ev'ry tender Feature, 
Cruel only in a Heart: 
View the Beauties of the Morning, 
Where no ſullen Clouds appear; 
Graces there are leſs adorning, 
Than below, when Czlia's there. 


Ev”ry tuneful Breaſt confeſſes, 
Sounds by you improve their Power; 
Er"ry Tongue in ſoft Addreſſes 
Humbly tells us his Amour: 


Suck a Tribute, lovely Blefſing > 


Faithful Strephon ne er denies ; 
Sacf a Treaſure in poſſeſſing, 
All the Bills of Love ſupplies. 


Yet I ſee by ev'ry Trial, 


Feeble Hopes my Flames purſue ; 3 
Ever finding a Denial, 
Where my fofteſt Love was true : 


- But my Heart knows no retreating, 


No Decay can eaſe my Pain; 


_ Love allows of no defeating, 


; Tho” the Prize is ſought in vain ; 
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For if e er my Celia? s Treafuro 


Muſt her Virgin Sweets reſign, 
Love ſhall flow with equal Meaſure, 
And I'll boldly call her mine; 
"Till her panting, wedding Lover, 
Grown uneaſy by my Claim, 
Leaves me freely to diſcover | 
Golden Coaſts without a Name. 


SONG 298. 


PÞArewell, ungrateful Traitor, 


Farewell my perjur d Swain ; 
Let never injur*d Creature 
Believe a Man again: 
The Pleaſure of poſſeſſing 
Surpaſſes all expreſſing: 


But ſoy's too ſhort a Bleſſing, 


And Love too long a Pain: 


But Joy's too ſhort a Bleſſing, 


And Love too long a Pain. 


"Tis eaſy to deceive us, 
In pity of your Pain; 

But when we love, you leave us 
To rail at you in vain: _ 

Before we have deſcry d it, 
There is no Bliſs beſide it 3 


But ſhe that once has try d it, 


Will never love again. 


The Paſſion you pretended, 
Was only to obtain; 


. 
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when the. is ended, Cupid, from his fav*rite Nation, | 
Enfftmer you diſdain Wt Care and Envy Will remove, 
Your Love by ours we meaſure, | Jealouſy, that poiſong Paſhon, 
Till we have loſt our Treaſure 3 © And Deſpair that dies for Love. 
But dying is a Pleaſure, 43, Gentle Murmurs, feet Complaining, . F 
When living is'a Pin. ___. >  Sighs that er "tits 23 
Soft Repulſes, kind Diſdainifig, ö 
SONG 299. Shall be all the Pains you prove 
Farewell the World, and mortal Cares, Ev'ry Swain ſhall-pay his Duty, 
The raviſh'd Strephon cry*'d, | Grateful ev ry Nymph ſhall prove; _ 
As full of Joy and tender Tears | And as theſe excel in Beauty, : 
He lay by Phillis Side: Thoſe ſhall be renown'd for Love. | 
Let others toil for Wealth and Fame, | L EI "PPE * 
Whilſt not one Thought of mine | | SONG 301. 
At any other Bliſs ſhall aim, 4 Air Iris I love, and hourly die, | 
But thoſe dear Arms of thine ! Vn Zut not for a Lip, NOT A languiſhing Eyez 
Sell let me gaze on thoſe bright Eyes, She's fickle and falſe, and there we agree, 
And hear thy charming Tongue For I am as falſe and as fickle as ſhez 5 
I nothing aſk to ſwell my Joys, We neither believe, what either can ſay, - 
But thus to feel em long: And neither believing, we neither betray-. _ , 
In cloſe Embraces let us lie, | *Tis civil to hear, and ſay Things of Courſe, 
And ſpend our Lives to come z We mean not the taking for bettet for Worte; 
Then let us both together die, When preſent we love, when abſent agree, 
And be each other's Tomb. : I think not of Iris, nor Iris of . $ "LT 
The Legend of Love no Couple can nnd, | 
Aireſt Iſle, all Ifles excel ing, | "7" 
£ oak of Pleaſures and of Love, | $ONG 302. 
enus here will chuſe her Dwelling, "Air Chloe my Breaſt ſo alarms, Bo 
And forlake her Cyprian Grove, a F From bt Powe no Refuge I find, L ü 
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I another I take to g . gr wal cradle. to the 


2 ** — 
with the Joy, ſtill W Pleaſure 1 want, The Italian and the Were Hogan f. 
Which none but my Chloe, my Chloecan grant. gan hatne 
Let Chloe but ſmile. I grow ER | Good-faith then, Scotti Jock W 
And I feel my Heart ſpring. with Delight: For fince they are ganging to hunt Renown, ? 
On Chloe I could gaze all the Day, And ſwear ke dus ding auld Monfiea 
And Chloe I wiftr for all Night. | 
oh! did Chloe but know how. L love, "> bells hog a Pluck at his Crown, | 
And the Pleaſure of toving, again, = To ſhew that Sootlanid.can 1 
My Paſſion her Favour wouhl move, | Excell em for our Royal Queen Anne. 
And in Prudence ſhe d pity my Pain: Then welcome from Vigo, 
| Good * os Int'reſt ſhould both make her And cudgelling Don Diego, 
| With ſtrutting Raſcallions, 


Each briſk valiant Fellow 
14 Foug t at Rondondello, 
SONG . 303. whit And thoſe who did meet {46 | 
An. my bonny, bonny, witty, pretty With the Newfound-land F1:<t ; © + | 
F y, 3 x When for late Succeſſes, : 
Anda” the roſy Lades milkingon the Down; Which Europe confeſſes, » | 
N. 


For the Joy — micht give, e 1 the And plundering the Galleons : 
might find. . 2 


flow ry Meadows aft ſae dear to Jocky, At Land by our gallant Commanders; 
N + "00 merry, Glee ot ow The Dutch in ſtrong Beer, 

Shou'd be drunk for a Year, " 4 
Since NN uy" Spaniſh "SAN ſtand at Bay» With their General's Health in Flanders. | 
And valiant Lads of Britain hold em play, £- 


Der, N mun throw quite away, SONG 4304. 
ght too like a Man, | Arewel, ye Hills and Valleys, . 
Among em, for our Royal Queen Anne. Farewel, ye verdant Shades; a 


E Each Carle of Iriſh Mettle battles like a Dragon; 


l take more pleaſant Sallies 
To Plays and Maſquerades. - 
With Joy for Town PIl'barter 


Thoſe Banks where Flowers grow i 7 


What's Roſes to a Garter ? 
What's Lillies'to'a Beau? 


Farewell Tom, Dick, and Harry, 
Farewell Moll, Nell, and Sue ; 
No longer muſt I tatry, | 
But bid you all adieu. 
Fora Time I will retire 
Amidſt the Jus, | 
Where many a night and "Squire 
Will gladly wait on me. 
Farewel, ye ſhady Bowers, 
Where Lovers often meet, 
And paſs the filept Hours 
With melting Kiſſes ſweet. 
Of all the Country Pleaſure 
I take a long Adieu; | 
For I have no more Leiſure 
To waſte away with you. 


SONG 30s. 
| Fair Silena, Queen of Love, 


Deizn to hear the captiv'd Swain; 


All he acts or ſays approve, 

Strive to mitigate his Pain: 
In ſoft Trarperts mect the Boy; 
Mutually diſio!ve inJo/. 
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Sweeteſt Slumbers will @mpoſe, 
Love ſhall animate the Whole; 

Each bleſt Minute that we loſe, 
Only robs-our ſafter Sol: 

Fondly then let us embrace, 


Each poſſeffing and poſſeſt. f 
Hymen's Joys ſhall then unite, 
All the Graces too ſhall join; 


Melting Raptures crown the Night, 


Make the Pleaſure all divine : 
Tranquil Extaſies confeſs, 


All is Tranſport, all is Bliſs. 


FP Arewel, thou falſe Philander, 
Since now from me you rove; 


And leave me here to wander, 
No more to think of Love: 
I muſt for ever languiſh, 
1 muſt for ever mourn : 


From Love I now am baniſh'd, 


And ſhall no more return. 


| Farewel, deceitful Traitor, 


Farewel, thou perjur*d Swain; 
Let never injur's Creature 
Believe your Vows again : 
The Paſſion you pretended, 
Was only to obtain; 
For now the Charm is ended, 
The Charmer you diſdain. 


AY 
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| | | Tho' loudeſt of Thunder on louder Waves roar 


Purſue, and ſeek her, ev'ry Lover ; 


Tu tell the Signs by which you may 
The wandring Shepherdeſs diſcover. 


Coquet and coy at once her Air, 
Careleſs ſhe is with artful Care, 

- _ »; AﬀeCting to ſeem unaffected. 
- With Skill her Eyes dart ev'ry Glance, 


She likes herſelf, yet others hates, 


And while ſhe laughs at them, forgets 
She is the Thing that ſhe-deſpiſes. 


SONG. 308. 


£7 FArewel to Lochaber, and fare wel my Jean, 
Where heartſome with thee I've mony a At length his Hand advancing 


Day been ; 


For Lochaber no more, Lochaber no mo 
- Theſe Tears that I ſhed, they are a for my 

And no for the Dangers attending on Weir, 

Tho” bore on rough Seas to a far bloody Shore, 


| May be to return to Lochaber no more. 


Tho” Hurricanes riſe, and rife ev*ry Wind, 
They'l1 ne'er make a Tempeſt like that in my If you defire to gain me, 


Mind; » 


= Both ſtudy d, tho' both ſeem neglected 


Vet change ſo ſoon you'd ne er ſuſpect em; I gae then, my Laſs, to win Honour and Fame, 
For ſhe*d perſuade they wound by Chance, 
Tho? certain Aim and Art direct them. 


For that which in herſelf ſhe prizes; 


That's naething like leaving my Love on the 
Shore: 

To leave thee behind me, my Heart is ſair pain d 

By Eaſe that's inglorious no Fame can be gain d 

And Beauty and Love's the Reward of the 

And I muſt deſerve it before I can'crave. 
Then Glory, my Jenny, maun plead my Excuſg; 

Since Honour commands me, how can I refuſe? 

Without it I ne'er can have Merit for thee, 

And without thy Favour I'd better not be 


And if 1 ſhould juck to come gloriouſly hame, 
I' bring a Heart to thee with Love running og 
And then I'll leave thee and Lochaber no mot 


| SONG 309. 
Air Iris and her Swain 
Were in a ſhady Bower, 
Where Thryſis long, in vain 
Had ſought the happy Hour ! 


Upon her ſnowy Breaſt, 
He ſaid, O kiſs me longer, 
If you will make me bleſt. 
Iris. An eaſy yielding Maid 
By truſting is undone ; 
Our Sex is oft betray*d 
By granting Love too ſoon : 


Your Sufferings to redreſs, 


he 


to love me longer yet, and le 
Before you ſhall poſſeſs. 


Thryſis. The little Care you ſhow 
Of all my Sorrows paſt, 
Makes Death ap too flow, 
And Life too long to laſt ; 
Fair Iris kiſs me Kindly, «+ 
In Pity of my Fate, 
And kindly ſtill, and kindly fill, 
Before it be too late. 
Irs. You fondly court your Bliſs, 
And no Advantage make; 5 
'Tis not for Maids to give, 
But 'tis for Men to take : 
So you may kiſs me kindly, 
And kindly ſtill, and kindly, 
But do not kiſs and tell, 
No never kiſs and tell. 


Th. And may I kiſs you kindly ? 

\ Ir. Yes, you may kiſs me kindly. 
Th. And kindly ſtill, and kindly ? 
Ir. And kindly till, and kindly. 
Th. And will you not rebel? 

Ir. And I will not rebel: 
But do not kiſs and tell, 
But do not Kiſs and tell. 
Th. No, no, I'll never kiſs and tell. 
No, no, I'll never kifs and tell. 


Both, Thus at the Height we love and live, 
And fear not to be Por 


mT | Em 
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We give and we ave, we N 
Till we can give no more: 

But what To-day will take away 
To Morrow will reſtore. 

But what, &c. 


SONG 310, Ye Common, 86. 


; F Air Venus, they (ay, 


On a rainy bleak Day, 
Thus ſent her Child Cupid a-packing 3 
Get thee gone from my Door, | 
Like a Son of a Whore, | 
And elſewhere ſtand bouncing and cracking. 


To tell the plain Truth, 

Our little blind Youth 
Beat the Hoof a long while up and down, Br 3 * 

Till all Dangers paſt, 

By good Fortune at laſt | 
He ſtumbled into a great Town, Sir. 


Then ftrait to himſelf EO 
Cries this tiny fly Elf, : 
Since Begging brings little Relief, Sir, 
A Trade I'll commence 
That ſhall bring in the Pence, 
And ſtrait he ſet up for a Thief, Sir. 


At Play-houfe and Kirk, 
Where he lily did lurk, 

He ſtole Hearts both ſrom young and claPoopte, 
"TW at * ſays my Song, 


1 
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He had like to have ſwung - 


4On a Gallows as high as a Steeple, 


Then with Arrows and Bow 
He a Soldier muſt go, 


And ftrait he ſhot Folks without We | 


He thought it no Sin, 


* en his Hand once was in 
T6 68 n 


ill you his Hundred a Morning. 
When he found that he made 
Little Gain by his Trade, 

What does our ſly graceleſs Blinker? 
But ſtrait chang' d his Note, 
As well as his Coat, 

And he needs muſt paſs for a Tinker. 


Have you any Hearts to mend? 
Come, 1'11 be your Friend, 


Or elſe I expect not a Farthing : 


Tho" they're burnt to a Coal, 
I' ſoon make em whole; 


And Maids, is not this a fair Bargain? 


But, Maids, have a Care, 
Of this Tinker beware, 


Shun the Rogue, tho? he fets ſuch a Face on't, 


Where he ſtops up one Hole, 
"Tis true, by my Soul, 
He'll at leaſt leave a Score in the Place on' t. 


SONG 311. 


| P. Maidens, O! beware, 


Of uſing Men too well 


A 


«oi. * 
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Their Pride is all their Core, Yo 
They only kiſs to tell. 

How hard the Virgin's Fate ! 
While ev'ry way undone 3 

'The Coy grow out of Date, 
They” re ruin'd, if they re won. 


SONG 312. 
Fir , and ſoft, and gay, and young, 


All Charms, ſhe play d, ſhe danc d, ſhe ſung; 


There was no way to "ſcape the Dart, 

No Care con'd guard a Lover's Heart, 
Ah why, cry'd I, "iis dropt a Tear, 
Adoring, yet deſpairing eber | 

To have her to myſelf alone ; 


Was ſo much Sweetneſs made for one? 


But growing bolder, in her Ear 
I in ſoft Numbers told my Care; 
She heard, and rais*'d me from her Feet, 
And ſeem d to glow with equal Neat. 
Like Heav'n's, too mighty to expreſs, 


My Joys could be but known by Gueſs; | 


Ah Fool, ſaid I, what have I done, 


To wiſh her made for more than'one a E. 


But long I had not been in view, 


Before her Eyes their Beams A | 


E'er I had a half her Charms, 
She ſunk into another's Arihs. 

But ſhe that once cou'd tait':lefs be, 
Will favour h.m no more than me 3 


7 — 
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He too will find himſelf undone, 
And that ſhe was not made for one. 


. SONG 313. 
Fu, ſweet and young, receive a Prize 
Reſerv d for your Victorious Eyes: 
From Crowds, whom at your Feet you ſee, 
O pity, and diſtinguiſh me; 
As I from thouſand Beauties more 
Diſtinguiſh you, and only you adore. 
Your Fate for Conqueſt was deſign'd, 
Your ev'ry Motion charms my Mind ; 
Angels, when you your Silence break, 
Forget their Hymns, to hear you ſpeak ; 
But when at once they hear and view, 


No Graces can your Form improve, 
But all are loſt unleſs you love; 
While that ſweet Paſſion you diſdain, 
Your Voice and Beauty are in vain. 
In pity then prevent my Fate, 

For after dying all Reprieve's too late, 


SONG 314. 
Alſe tho* ſhe be to me and Love, 
Pl ne'er purſue Revenge; 
For ſtill the Charmer I approve, 
| Tho? I deplore her Change. 
n Hours of Bliſs we oft have met, 
They cou'd not always laſt ; 
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Are loath to mount, and long to ſtay with you, 


And tho? the preſent I regret, X*: 2? 
I'm grateful for the paſt. 
SON G 318. 
Pame's an Echo, prattling double, 
An empty, airy, glittering Bubble; 
A Breath can ſwell, a.Breath can fink it, . 
The Wiſe not worth their Keeping think it, 
Why then, why ſuch Toil and Pain; 
Fame's uncertain Smiles to gain ? 
Like her Siſter, Fortune, blind, 
To the beſt ſhe's oft unkind, . 
And the worſt her Favour find, 


SONG 3 16. 
111 all the Glaſſes, fill em hig, 
Drink, drink, and defy all Power but Lovu? 
Wine gives the Slave his Libert . 
But Love makes a Slave of thund ring 3 
Drink, drink away, "I 
Make a Night of the Day, | 
Tis Nectar, tis Liquor divine; 
The Pleaſure of Life, | 
Free from Anguifh and Strife, 
Are owing to Love and good Wine. 


| SONG 317. | bs 
Inè Ladies with an artful Grace 
' Diſguiſe each W Feature, 


. mo 


Whilſt flatt'ring Glaſſes ſhew the Face, 
» As made by Art, not Nature: 
But we poor Folks in home - ſpun Grey, 
By Patch, nor Waſhes tainted, 
Look freſh, and ſweeter far than they 
That ill are finely painted. 


'SONG 318. 
F. Amarillis, ceaſe to gri eve, 
Fye, fye, fye, fye, ceaſe, ceaſe to grieve, 
Fye, fye, fye, fye, ceaſe, ceaſe to grieve, 
For him thou never canſt retrieve ; 
Wilt thou ſigh for one that flies thee, 
_ Wilt thou ſigh for one that flies thee ? 
No, no, no, no, no, no, no, ſcorn the Wretch, 
Scorn the Wretch, that Love denies thee, _ 
Scorn the Wretch, ſcorn the Wretch, 
That Love, that Love denies thee. 


Call Pride to thy Aid, and be not afraid, 
Of meeting a Swain that is kind; 
As handſome as he, perhaps he may be, 
At leaft, at leaſt a more generous Mind. 
As handſome as he, perhaps he may be, 
At leaſt a more generous Mind. 


SONG 319. 
F ÞAncella's Heart is ſtill the ſame, 
Hard and cold as Winter's Morning; 
Tho* m Love is ever burning, 
Ye: no Frowns or Smiles can ever 
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Melt her Ice, or cool my Fever, 

Melt her Ice, or cool my Fever. 

So long I talk and think of Love, 

All the Groves and Streams can name her; 


All the Nymphs and Echo's blame her, 


If ſhe keeps her cruel Faſhion, 


_ Nought but Death can eaſe my Paſſion. 


Of all the Charms that Lovers have, 

All the Sighs, the Groans, the Anguiſh, 
All the Looks with which I languiſh 
Move not her to any Feeling ; 3 

Beauty takes Delight in Killing. 


SONG 320. 
Y let us a' to the Bridal, 
For there will be Lilting there; 
* ockie's to be married to Maggie, 
e Laſs wi' the gowden Hair. 


| as there will be Lank-kail and Pottage, 


And Bannocks of Barley-meal; 
And there will be good ſawt Herring, 
To reliſh a Cog of good Ale, 
Fy let us a' to the Bridal, &c. 


And there will be Sawney the Sutor, 
And Will wi' the meikle Mow ; 

And there will be Tam the Blutter, 
With Andrew the Tinker, I trow ; 

And there will be bow'd-legged Robbie, 
With thumbleſs Katie's gued Man; 


= 


And there will be blue-cheeked Dowbie, 
And Lawrie the Laird of the Land. 
Fy let us, &c. 
And there will be Sow-libber Patie, 
And plucky-fac'd Wat i' the Mill, 
Capper-nos'd Francie and Gibbie, 
That wins in the How of the Hill; 
And there will be Alafter Sibbie, 
Wha in with black Beſſy did mool, 
With ſnivelling Lilly and Tibby, 
The Laſs that ſtands aft on the Stool. 
Fy let us, &c. 
And Madge that was buckled to Steenie, 
And coft him gray breeks to his Arſe, 
Wha after was hangit for ſtealing, 
Great Mercy it happen'd nae warſe : 
And there will be gleed Geordy Janners, 
And Kirth with the Lily white Leg, 
Wha gade to the South for Manners, 
And bang'd up her Wame in Mons-meg. 
Fy let us, &c. : 
And there will be Juden Macklawris, 
And blinkin daft Barbara Mackleg, 
Wi flae-lugged ſharny-fac'd Lawrie, - 
And ſhangy-mou'd halucket Meg. 
And there will be happer-ars d Nanſy, . 
And fairy-fac*'d Flowrie by Name, 
Muck Madie, and fat-hippit Griſy, 
The Laſs wi' the gowden Wame, 
y let us, &c. | y 
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And there will be Girn-again Gibbie, 


| And there will be lapper'd milk 
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With his glakit Wife Jenny Bell, 


And miſle-ſhin'd Mungo Mackapie, 


The Lad that was Skipper himſel. 
There Lads and Laſſes in Pearlings 
Will feaſt in the Heart of the Ha“, 
On Sybows, and Rifarts, and Carlinge, 
That are baith ſodden and raw. | 


And there will be Fadges and Brachen, 
With furth of good Cabbocks of Skate, 

Powſowdy, and Drammock, and Crowdy, 
And caller Nowt-feet jn a Plate, 


Fy let us, &c. 


And there will be Partans and Buckies, 


And Whiytens and Speldings enew, 
With ſinged Sheeps-heads, and a Haggies, . 
And Scadlips to-ſup till ye ſpew. 
Fy let us, &c. | 1 
* 
And Sowens, and Farles, and Baps, 
With Swats, and well ſcraped Paunches, 
And Brandy in Stoups and in Caps: 
And there will be Meal-kail and 
With Skink to ſup till ye rive, 


And Roaſts to roaſt on a Brander, 


Of Flowks that were taken alive. 
Fy let us, &. ; | — 
Scrapt Haddocks, Wilks, Dulce and Tangle 
And a Mill of good 3 to prie. 
* 


= 
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When weary with eating and drinking, When that you them over- pow r, 
We'll riſe up and dance till we die. Reſerve yourſelf until the Hour 
Then fy let us a' to the Bridal, Ot the Matrimonial Nooſe, 

For there will he Lilting there, Then falſe Men you may abuſe. 
Fer Jockie's to be married to Maggie, | 
The Laſs wi' the gowden Hair, SONG 432. 


Ond Echo, forbear thy light Strain, 
SONG 321. London Ladies. F And heedfully * loſt laid! 
FE OR Gold, and not Freedom, thoſe Gene- Go tell the falſe Ear of the Swain, 
rals fight, | How deeply his Vows have betray'd ; 
Who clip from their Veterans Pay, Sir ; Go tell him what Sorrows I bear; 
For Gold, and not Freedom S thoſe Journaliſts See yet if his Heart feel my Woe; 


_ write, "Tis now he muſt heal my Deſpair, 
| Who rave about deſpotick Sway, Sir: Or Death will make Pity too flow. 
Would Fate to their Wiſhes propitiouſly deign, 
And fill but their Coffers with Gold, Sir ; SONG 324. 
The Pope then might fight, and the Devil might Foolih Love, be gone, ſaid I, 
6 | reign, Vain are thy Attempts on me; 
Foy Fighter and Writer are ſold, Sir. Thy ſoft Allurements I defy, 
6 Women, thoſe fair Diſſemblers, fly; 
SONG 322. My Heart was never made for thee. v4 
F Ooliſh Woman, fly Mens Charms, Love heard ; and ftraight prepar'd a Dart ; ; 
Fly their Cringing, fly their Arms, Myra, revenge my Cauſe, ſaid he : | 
For, ſhould you, by chance, comply, Too ſure twas ſhot, I feel the Smart, 
Tis not they, but you muſt die. It rends my Brain, and tears my Heart; 
Men with Pleaſure ſoon are cloy'd, O Love my Conqu* rer, pity me. 
And forſake you when enjoy d; . 
| Strive their winning Arts to ſhun, SONG 325. 
* Tf you : A! 81 NIN toy” re undone. Þ Orfaken of my kindly Stars, | 
Within this melancholy Groye _ 


1 waſte my Days and Nights in Tears, 
A Victim to ingrateful Love. * 
The Happy till untimely end 3 . 
Death flies from Grief, or why ſhonld I 
So many Hours in Sorrow ſpend, | 
Wiſhihg, alas ! in vain to die? 
Ye Pow'rs, take Pity of my Pain, 
This, only this is my Deſire ; 
Ah ! take from Mira her. Diſdain, 
Or let me with this Sigh expire. 


SONG 4326. 
FOvlith Prater, what doſt thou 
So early at my Window do 
With thy tuneleſs Serenade? 
Well't had been, had Tereus made - 
Thee dumb as Philomel, 
There his Knife had done but well. 


In thy undFcover'd Neſt 

Thou doſt all the Winter reſt, 

And dreameſt on thy Summer Joys, 
Free from the ſtormiy Seaſon's Noiſe, 
Free from the Ill thou'ſt done to me; 
Who diſturbs or ſeeks out thee ? 
Hadſt thou all the charming Notes 
Of the Wood's poetigk Throats, 

All thy Art could never pay 

What thou'ſt ta'en from me away. 
Cruel Bird, thou'ſt ta'en away 

A Dream out of my Arms, to Day; 
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Dancing, Singing, Piping, Springing, 


; en 
A Dream that neꝰ er muſt equall'd be 
By all that naked Eyes may ſee. 3 
Thou, this Damage to repair, 9 
Nothing half fo ſweet or fair, 
Nothing half ſo good canſt bring, 5 
Tho' Men ſay thou bring"ſt the Spring. 

. SONG 


Fer are ſporting, Doves are courting, | 


Warbling Linnets ſweetly ſing ; 
Joy and Pleaſure, without Meaſure, 
Kindly hail the glorious Spring-. 
Flocks are bleating, Rocks repeating, 
Valleys echo back the Sound; 


Nought but Mirth and Joy go round, 


SONG 328. 
Fx. fly ye lazy Hours, haſte bring him here, 
L Swift ſwift as my fond Wiſhes 4 
When we love, and love to rage, 2 
Ev'ry Moment ſeems an Age: 
When we love, and love to rage, 
Ev'ry Moment ſeems an Age. 


SONG 4329. Jolly Roger. 
OR a Soldier or Poet conſumedly poor, 
I procure a ſmart Woman with Pence 5: 
For a Shop-keeper ready to ſhut up his Door, 
A rich Maukin 8 common Senſe: 
3 


* 


State Miſſes with Gold, 
T :10' toothleſs as my Grandmother : 
For a Fellow damn'd lewd, 

An affected rich Prude ; 
For like Tallies they hit one another. 
Twangdilo. 


Any Maid who, undutiful Parents has got, 


Or a Guardian too rigid upon her, 


Any worn-out Miſtreſs, who'd vd and be 


thought 
A Woman of Virtue and Honour; 
Any Widow in want 
Of a ſturdy Gallant, 


Any Wife of her Huſband quite ſick, | 


To their Wiſhes I grant 
A Supply in the Nick ; 


Twangdillo. 


Thys 1 pimp, Sir, with Spirit and Honour. 


SONG 330. Reom Room! for, &c. 


Rail's the Bliſs of Woman, 

Fleeting as a Shade ; 

While we pity no Man, 
Goddeſſes we're made: 

If our Favour's wanting, 
To their Wants we're kind ; 

Ruin'd by our granting, 

We no Favour find, 
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For Beaus batter'd and old, 


Birds, ſor kind complying, 
Love their Females more ; 


We're lov'd for denying, 


Scorn'd when we implore : 
While on ev'ry Tree, 


Cherry, Cherry, ſing the ſmall Birds, 


Happier far than we. 


SONG 331. 
ÞOolith Swain, thy Sighs forbear , 
Nothing can her Paſſion mo ve: 

Cilia, with a careleſs Air, | 

Laughs to hear the Tales of Love. 
Darts and Flames the Nymph defies, 

Joys which others Hearts beguile ; 
Pleaſure ſparkles in her Eyes, 

Gay without an am'rous Smile. 


— 


Celia, like the feather d Choir, 


Ever on the Wing for Flight, 
Hops from this to that Defire, 
Flutt'ring ſtill in new Delight. 
Pleas'd ſhe ſeems when you are by, 
And when abſent, ſhe's the ſame ; 
Talks of Love like you or I, 
But believes't an empty Name. 
Always eaſy, ever kind ; 
When you think you have her ſure, 
Such a Temper you will find 
Qyick to wound, but flow to cure» 


* 


1 
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SONG 332. Love ne er wine * 
Arewel the Town's ungrateful Noiſe, Is a World to him and me. | 
Hurry, Strife, that damps all Joys, On! State and Glory unconfin'd, 
Where Reaſon proud Ambition blinds, Thou burning Fever of the Mind, 
Frenzy of unquiet Minds : I, *midft the Grandeur thou doſt bear, 
Eaſe and P leaſure, In Content more bleſt appear ; 
Bleſt with Leiſure, f Flow'rs when ſpringing, 
In ſweet Groves my Choice ſhall be; Birds when finging, | 
| Czlia ſmiling, In my rural Shade I ſee ; 
Time beguiling 3 LE, | Plots ne er making, 
Dear Content's a World to me. . Heart ne'er aking ; 
Late manag'd Peace does nought avail, Dear Content's a World to me. 
Lawyers bawl, and Parſons rail; g 
A Friend againſt a Friend muſt be, SONG 333. 5 
And darling Brothers diſagres; | Y, fly, ye happy Shepherds, fly, 
Yet their Stories, 1 Avoid Philiria's Charms; 
Whigs and Tories, The Rigours of her Heart deny 
Both would change did Gain appear The Heav'n that's in her Arms. 
Both would change did Gain appear; Ne er hope to gaze, and then retire, 
| Charming Graces Nor yielding to be bleſt 3 
In a Place is Nature, who form'd her Eyes of Fire, 
Of a thouſand Pounds a Year. Of Ice eompos'd her Breaſt. | 
Great Pan has left his foreign Powers, Yet, lovely Maid, this once believe 


Where Peace ſat ſmiling, crown'd with Flo,.’ A Slave, whoſe Zeal you move : 

To govern Albion's ſtubborn Flocks, (ers, The Gods, alas! your Youth deceive, 

Whoſe Hearts are harder than their Rocks; The Heaven confiſts in Dove. 

a Ha hats _ | In ſpite of all the things you owe, 
Loves All lOJAL | You may reproach em this 

Hearts like mine from Treaſon free 3 | m 


> 


* 168 


r where they did their Form beſtow, 


They * deny'd their Bliſs. 


$ONG 334. 


ÞEY from Olinda, young and fair, 
Fly from her ſoft engaing - | 
All Wit, in Woman found ſo rare: 


Altho' her Looks to Love adviſe, 
Her yet unconquer' d Heart denies, 
And breaks the Promiſe of her Eyes. 


SONG 335. 


Fon many unſucceſsful Years 
At Cynthia's Feet I lay, 
Bathing them often with my Tears ; 
T ſigh'd, but durſt not pray. 
No proſtrate Wretch, before the Shrine 
Of ſome lov'd Saint above 
E' er thought his Goddeſs more divine, 
Or paid more awful Love. 


Still the diſdainful Nymph look'd down 
With coy inſulting Pride, 
Receiv'd my Paſſion with a Frown, 
Or turn'd her Head afide. 
Then Cupid whiſper'd in my Ear, 
Uſe more prevailing Charms, 
You modeſt whining Fool, draw near, 
And claſp her in your Arms. 


With eager Kiſſes tempt the Maid, 
From Cynthfa's Feet depart ;/ 4 
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The Lips he briſkly muſt invade, 
That wou'd poſſeſs the Heart. 

With that, I ſhook off all the Slave, 
My better Fortunes try'd, 

When Cynthia in a Moment gave 
What ſhe for Years deny'd. 


SONG 4336. 


Four and twenty Fidlers all in a row, 


And there was fiddle, fiddle, and twiee 
' fiddle, fiddle, 
It is my Lady's Birth-Day, 


Therefore we keep Holiday, 


And come to be merry. 


Four and twenty Drummers all in a row, 
And there was Rub a dub, rub, rub, rub, 
And there was fiddle, fiddle, &c. 


Four and twenty Trumpeters all in a row, 
And there was Tantara rara, tantara, 
And there was rub a dub, &c. 


Four and twenty Tabors and Pipes all in a row, 
And there was whip and dub, 
And tantara rara, &c. 


Four and twenty Women all in a row, 
And there was tittle tattle, and twice prittle 
prattle, ' 
And whip and dub, &c. ' 
Four and twenty Singing-Maſters all in a row, 
And there was Fa, la, la, la, Fa, la, la, la, ty, 
And there was tittle, &c. 
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Four and twenty Fencing-Maſters all in a row, 
And this, and that, and d&wn to the Legs p. 
Sir, 
And cut em off, and Fa, la, &c. 

Four and twenty Lawyers all j in a row, 

And there was Omne quod exit in um damno, 
Sed plus damno decorum ; and there was this 

and that, &c. | 

Four and twenty Vintners all tn a row, 

And there was rare Claret and White, 

I ne*er drank worſe in my Life, 
And excellent good Canary, 
Drawn off the Lees of Sherry, 

If you do not like it, Omne quod, &c. 

Four and twenty Parliament-Men all in a row, 
And there was Loyalty and Reaſon, 
Without one Word of Treaſon, 

And there was rare Claret, &c. 

Four and twenty Dutchimen all in row, 

And there was Alter Malter Vantor Dyken 
Shapen Kopen de Van'Hogne Rottyck Van- 
ton ſick de Brille Van Boorflyck, Van Foor- 
2 and Soatrag Van Hogan Herien Van 


Rare Claret and White, &c. 


SONG 337. 


Forth from my dark and diſmal Cell, 
Or irom the dark Abyſs of Hell, 
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Mad Tom is come to view the World again | 
To ſee if he can cure his diſtemper d Bro, 

Fears and Cares oppreſs my Soul; 

Hark | how the angry Furies howl? _ 

Pluto laughs, and Proſerpine is glad, FA 

To ſee poor angry Tom of Bedlam mad. 


Through the World I wander Night and Day, 
To find my ſtraggling Senſes. 

In an angry Mood I met old Time, 
With his Pentateuch of Tenſes : 


When me he ſpies away he flies, 
For Time will ſtay for no Man ; 

In vain with Cries I tend the Skies, 
For Pity is not common. 


Cold and comfortleſs I be, 

Help ! help! or elſe I die! 
Hark! I hear Apollo's Team, 

The Carman gins to. whiſtle ; 
Chaſte Diana bends her Bow, 

And the Boar begins to briſtle. | 
Come Vulcan, with Tools and with Tackle ; 
And knock off my troubleſome Shackle 3 
Bid Charles make ready his Wain, 

To bring me my Senſes again. 


Laſt Night I heard the Dog-ftar bark; 
Mars met Venus in the Dark ; 
Limping Vulcan heat an Iron-bar, 

And furiouſty made at the God ef War; 


Ms 
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s with his Weapon laid about; 
| Vulcan had got the Gout ; 

His Horns did ſo hang in his Light, 


That he could not fee to aim his Blows aright. 


Mercury, the nimble Poſt of Heaven, 
Stood ſtill to ſee the Quarrel ; 
Gorrel-belly'd Bacchus, Giant-like, 
* Beſtrid a Strong-Beer Barrel; 
To me he drank whole Buts, 
Vatil he burſt his Guts, 
| 2 ne er the wider. 
Poor Tom is very dry, 
A little Drink for e. 
Hark ! I hear Actæon's Hounds, 
The Huntſmen whoop and hollow; 
KRingwood, Rockwood, Jowler, Bowman, 
All the Chace do follow. 
The Man in the Moon drinks Claret, 
Eats powder'd Beef, Turnip, and Carrot; 
But a Cup of Malaga Sack | 
Will fire the Buſh at his Back. 
* 


a SONG 338. 
OR haughty Phillis Thyrtis pines, 
In his pale Cheeks the Roſes fade ; 
"The gaily-chearful Sports reſigns, 
And ſeeks the ſweetly-ſoothing Shade. 
Now by the Stream ſupine he lies, 
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Or to the rocky Mountain hĩes, 
As Love directs the various Way. 


To Graves, to Streams, to Wilds, alone, 
The Fire that thrills his Veins reveals; 

Nor to the Rock pours forth his Moan, 
Since babling Echo ne er conceals. 


At length the Nymph for Thyrſis burns, 
And cools his ſwift-conſuming Flame: 
Pleas'd Thyrfis ſmiles, ſad Phillis mourns, - 
And riſing Bluſhes ſpeak her Shame, 
To mute Abodes the perjur d Youth 
No more repeats a Paſſion feign d; 
The Village rings with the ſad Truth, 
For Thyrſis boaſts a Conqueſt gain' d. 
If only to the Field or Stream, - 
When the kind Maid his Paſſion eas'd, 
Had Thyrſis told the golden Dream, 
Then Phillis had not been diſpleas d. 


SONG 339. | 


LY me not, Silvia; why do you fly me! 


Hear me, fair Silvia, 
Tho you deny me: 
You're all my Treaſure, | 
You're all my Joy, and all my Care. 
Pity my Anguiſn; 
| Se how I languiſh, „ 
See how I languiſh, ah ! cruel Fair! 


Or frown and kill me, 
For Death is better than Deſpair, 


SONG 4340. 
F merry News among the Crews 
That love to hear of jeſts; 
The oldeſt Sport that e'er was us'd, 
Yet chiefly in Requeſt, 
Hany one do carp at thee, 
Or do thee Bawdy call ; 
Say thou do'ſt write as they delight, 
Of Up-tails all. 
There hath a Queſtion been, of late, 
Among the youthful Sort ; 
What Paſtime is the pleaſanteſt, 
' And what the ſweeteſt Sport ? 
And. it hath been adjudged, 
As well by great and ſmall, 
That of all Paſtimes none is like 
To Up-tails all. 


Batchelors will to this Game, 
And Marry*d-men likewiſe ; 

Yea Wives, yea Maids, and Widows, 
Will uſe it all their Lives : 

And old Men they will have a Snatch, 
Altho' their Game's but ſmall ; 

Yet theſe old Colts will have a Bout 
At Up-tails all. 


If it were unlawful, 
Then Lawyers were to blame ; 


* 
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And if it were ungodly, 
To Prieſts it were a Shame 5 
For they, no doubt, do uſe it, 
Tho? it a Vice they call; 


'Yet Prieſts and Lawyers both will play 


At Up-tails all. 


It cannot be unwholfome, 
Phyſicians do it uſe ; 

And if that it were noiſome, 
They would it then refuſe : 

And if it hurt the Body, 
Then fure their Skill is ſmall ; 

For why the beſt of theſe will play 
At Up-tails all. 


Ladies love the Paſtime, - 


And do the Pleaſure crave ; 
And if it were a baſe Thing, 
Then it they would not have 2 
But yet the faireſt Women 
Will ſooneſt for it call; 
There is no ſhe but that will play 
At Up-tails all. 


If it were a coſtly Thing, 
Then Beggars could nos buy it z 
And if it were a loathſome Thing, 
Then Genteels would dene it $ 
Burt it is a ſweet Thing, 
And pleaſing unto all; 
There is not ono but tha will play 
At Up-tails all. M 6 


* 
4 
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SONG 341. 
Rom fifteen Years fair Chloe wiſh'd, 
She dreamt and figh'd in vain ; 
And hardly knew her Virgin Thoughts 
Were hankering after Man. 


*T'was long before the harmleſs Maid 
Gueſs d whence her Paſſion grew; 
But when ſhe had herſelf ſurvey d, 
The ſecret Cauſe ſhe knew. 


To Jove ſhe thus herſelf addreſs d, 
And humbly beg' d his Aid; 

He kindly lent a liſt' ning Ear, 
While thus the Proſtrate ſaid : 

Grant me, great Jove, a Huſband, rich, 
Gay, vig*rous, kind and young, 

A Churchman hot, a Tory true, 
And to his Party ſtrong. 

A Grudge the God did bear the Maid, 
He therefore thus did grant ; 

Be match*d, for Life, to an old Whig 
Of Merit and of Want. 

Enrag*d, the Nymph to Venus fled, 
Who eas d the Devotee, 

And yoak d her to a jolly Swain, 
From Want and P arty free, 
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| F Rom filent Shades, and the Elyfian Groves, 


Where ſad departed Spirits mourn their 
Loves; 
From Chryſtal Streams, and from that Countty 
| where 
Jove crowns the Fields with Flowers all the 


r, | 
Poor ſentells Beſs, cloath'd in her Rags and 
Folly, 
Is come to cure her love- ſick Melancholy. 


Bright Cynthia kept her Revels late, 

While Mab, the fairy Queen, did dance; 
And Oberon did fit in State, | 

When Mars at Venus ran his Lance, 
In yonder Cowſlip lies my Dear, 

Intomb'd in liquid Gems of Dew ; 
Each Day I'Il water it with a Tear, 

Its fading Bloſſom to renew. 


For ſince my Love is dead, 
And all my Joys are gone; 
Poor Beſs for his ſake, 
A Garland will make, - 

My Muſick ſhall be a Groan. 


I'll lay me down and die 
Within ſome hollow Treez - 5 


„ 


The Raven and Cat, 
The Owl, and Bat, 
Shall warble forth my Elegy. 


Did you not ſee my Love, 
As he paſt by you ? 

His two flaming Eyes, 
If he comes nigh you, 

They will ſcorch up your Hearts 
Ladies, beware you, 

Leſt he ſhould dart a Glance, 
That may enſnare you. 


Hark ! hark! I hear old Charon bawl, 
His Boat he will no longer ſtay ; 

The Furies laſh their Whips, and call, 
Come, come away, come, come away. 


Poor Beſs will return 
Tothe Place whence ſhe came, 
Since the World is ſo mad, ſhe can hops for 
no Cure; 
For Love's grown a Bubble, 
A Shadow, a Name, 
Which Fools do admire, and wiſe Men endure, 


Cold and hungry am I grown, 
Ambroſia w.ll I feed upon, 
Drink Nectar ſtill and ſing: 
Who is content, 
Does all Sorrows prevent; 
And Beſs, in her bra, 
Whilſt free from the Law, 
In her Thoughts is as great as a King. 
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SONG 343. Ye Commons and Peers. © 
F Rom good Liquor ne er ſhrink, 

In Friendſhip we'll drink, 
And drown all grim Care and pale Sorrow 1 
Let us huſband to Day, 


For Time flies ſwift away, _ 
And no one's afſur*d of to morrow. 


Of all the gay Sages 
That grac'd the paſt Ages, 
Dad Noah the moſt did excel ; 
He firſt planted the Vine, 
Firſt taſted the Wine, 
And got nobly drunk, as they tell. 


Say, why ſhould not we 
Get as boſky as he, 
Since here's Liquor as s well vill inſpire ? 
Then fill up my Glaſs, 
I'Il ſee that it paſs 
To the Manes of that good old Gre. 


SONG 344. 
Rom White's and Will's 
To purling Rills 
The love-fick Strephon flies ; { 
There full of Woe 
His Numbers flow, 
And all in Rhyme he dies, 
The fair Coquet, 
With feign'd Regret, 


[4 
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Invites him back to Town ; 
But when in Tears 
The Youth appears, 

She meets him with a Frown. 
Full oft the Maid 
This Prank had play'd, 

Till angry Strephon ſwore, 
And what is ſtrange, 
Tho? Joath to change, 
Wou d never ſce her more. 


SON G 345. 
F Reedom is a real Treaſure, 
Love a Dream, all falſe and vain; 
Short, uncertain is the Pleaſure, 
Sure and laſting is the Pain. 
A fincere and tender Paſſion 
Some ill Planet over-rules ; 


Ah, how blind is Inclination ! 
Fate and Women doat on Fools. 


SONG 4346. 
- F Rom grave Leſſons and Reſtraint, 
I'm ſtole out to revel here ; 
Yet I tremble and I pant, 
In the Middle of the Fair, 
Ohl wou'd Fortune in my Way 
Throw a Lover kind and gay, 


Now's the Time he ſoon may move 
A young Heart unus'd to Love. 


- N 


* 


Shall I venture? no, no, noz 
Shall I from the Danger go? 


Oh! no, no, no, no, no; ; 


J muſt not try; I cannot fly. 


Help me, Nature, help me Art, 
Why ſhould I deny my Heart ? 
If a Lover will purſue, 

Like the wifeſt let me do; 

I will fit him if he's true, 

lf he's falſe I'll fit him too. 


SONG 347. 
ÞRom roſie Bowers, where ſleeps the God of 
Hither ye little waiting Cupids fly; (Lovq; 
Teach me in ſoft melodious Song to move 
With tender Paſſion my Heart's darling Joy 
Ah ! let the Soul of Muſick tune my Voice, 
To win dear Strephon, who my Soul enjo)t. 
Or if more influencing Lo 
Is to be briſk and airy, + 
With a Step and a Bound, 
And a Friſk from the Ground, 
I'll trip like any Fairy. 
As once on Ida dancing 
Were three celeſtial Bodies, 
With an Air and a Face, 
And a Shape and a Grace, 
I'll charm like Beawy*s Goddeſs, 


Ah! ah! 'tis in vain, *tis all in vain, 
Death and Deſpair muſt end the fatal Pain; 
Cold Deſpair, diſguis'd like Froſt and Snow and 
Rain, (blow, 
Falls on my Breaſt ; bleak Winds in Tempeſts 
My Veins all ſhiver, and my Fingers glow 3 
My Pulſe beats a dead March for loſt Repoſe, 
And to a ſolid Lump of Ice my poor fond 
Heart is froze. 


Or fay, ye Powers, my Peace to crown, 
Shall I thaw myſelf, or drown 
Amongſt the foaming Billows, 
Increaſing all with Tears I ſhed ? 
On Bads of Ooze and Chryſtal Pillows, 
Lay down my love-ſick, Head. | 
No, no, I'll ſtraight run mad, 
That ſoon my Heart will warm; 
When once the Senſe is fled, 
Love has no Pow'r to charm : 
Wild thro* the Woods I'll fly, 


Robes, $s ſhall thus be tore; 
A thouſnd Peat 


hs I'll die, 
Ere thus in vain adore. 


SONG 348. 
Rom native Stalk the Province Roſe 
I pluckt with green Attire, 
But oh ! upon its Graces hung 
A Flatus to Deſire, 
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A vile, deſtroying, preying Worm, 
Who ſhelter'd in the Leaf, | 
Had robb'd me of the priſtine Joy, 
And prov'd the lucky Thief. 
So beauteous Nymphs too oft are found 
The vileſt Man to truſt r 
While conſtant Lovers 1 in vain, 
And die ſor being ju 


SONG 4349. 
F Lavia's Eyes, like Fires ſuppreſs'd, 
More fiercely flame again, 
Nor can her Beauty be decreas'd, 
Or alter'd by her Pain. 25 
Thoſe various Charms which round her play, 
And do her Face adorn, | 
Still as they ripen, fall away, 
Freſh Beau ties ſill are born. 


So doth it with the Lovers fare, 
Who do the Dame adore ; 

One Fit of Love kill'd by Deſpair, 
Another tages more. 


SONG 350. 
Rom Pla ze to Place forlorn I go, 
With e owncaſt Eyes, 2 filent Shade; 
Forbidden * declare my Woe 3 | . 
To ſpeak, till ſpoken to, airaid. 


— 


7 


* 


3 


a 1 * — . - _ * =, or - p y * 5 A 4 - * 
8 l _>—_ * e 1 * * 8 5 4 -” : , 2 
* of by - . 
- - a a 9 F , 
. \ * 8 a 4 
1 "= þ - -. 


I can make her plump and youngy  - © 


My inward Pang, my ſecret Grief, 
My ſoft conſenting Looks betray ; 

He loves, but gives me no Relief; 
Why ſpeaks not he who may ? 


SONG. 39... - 


F'Rom Tyrant Laws and Cuſtoms free, 
We follow ſweet Variety, 

By Turns we drink, and dance, and ſing, 

Love for ever on the Wing. | 

Why ſhould niggard Rules 3 

Tranſports of the jovial Soul? 

No dull ſtinting Hour we own ; 

Pleaſure counts our Time alone. 


SONG 352. 


5 France, from Spain, from Rome I 


come, 
from all Parts of Chriſtendom ; 

or to cure all ſtrange Diſeaſes, 
take Phyſick he that pleaſes : 


3 ye broken Maids that ſcatter, 

And can never hold your Water, 
I can teach you it to keep; 
And other Things are very meet, 
As groaning backward in your Sleep. 


come an ugly dirty Whore, 
That is at leaſt threeſcore or more, 
Whoſe Face and Noſe ſtands all awry, 


As if you'd fear to paſs her by: \ 


Luſty, lively, and alſo ſtrong ; 
Honeſt, active, fit to wed, | 
And can recal her Maidenhead x 
All this is done as ſoon as ſaid. 


If-any Man has got a Wife, | 
That makes him weary of his Life, 


With ſcolding, yewling in the Houſe, 


As tho” the Devil was turned looſe ; 

Let him but repair to me, 

I can cure her preſently: _ 
With one Pill 1'11 make her civil, 
And rid her Huſband of that Evil, 
Or ſend her headlong to the Devil. 


The Pox, the Palſy, and the Gout, 
Pains within, and Aches without; 
There is no Diſeaſe but I 

Can find a preſent Remedy ; 

Broken Legs and Arms, I'm ſure,” _ 


Are the eaſteſt Wounds I cure ; 


Nay, more than that I will maintain, 
Break your Neck, T'11 ſet it again, 
Or aſk you nothing for my Pain. 


Or if any Man has not 

The Heart to fight againſt the Scot 

I'll put him in one, if he be willing, 

Shall make him fight, and ne'er fea Killing ; 
Or any that has been dead J. 
Seven long Vears and buried, 1 


* 
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or I can him to Life reſtore, Hark l what heav'nly Notes de 
And make him as found as he was before, Break upon the liſt ning Ear: 
Elſe let him never truſt me more, — Muſick all its Graces lending, 7 
If any Man defire to live O! 'tis Extaſy to hear! 
A thouſand Ages, let him give Nightingales the Concert joining, 
Me a thouſand Pounds, and I Breath their Plaints in melting Strains : 
Will warrant him Life until he die ; Vanquiſh'd now, their Groves refigning, 
Nay more, I'll teach him a better Trick, Soon they fly to diſtant Plains. 
Shall keep him well, if he'll ne'er be fick ;3* Lo! what Splendors round us darting, 
But if I no Money fee, Swift illume the charming Scene 4 
And he with Diſeaſes trouble be, Chandeliers their Lights imparting, 74 
Then he may thank himſelf, not me. Pour freſh Beauties o er the Green. | 
Glitt'ring Lamps, in Order planted, =_— 
SONG 4353. Strike the Eye with ſweet Surprize ! 5 
Fa, Goddeſs ſweetly-blooming, Adam ſcarce was more inchanted, ; 3 
Ever airy, ever gay, When he ſaw the Sun firſt riſe, 
All her wonted Charms reſuming, Now the various Bands are ſeated, 5 
To Spring-Garden calls away. All diſpos'd in bright Array; 5 
With this bliſsful Spot delighted, Bus'neſs o'er, and Cares retreated, | 
Here the Queen of May retreats With gay Mirth they cloſe-the Day. 
Belles and Beaux are all invited Thus, of old, the Sons of Pleafure 
To partake cf vary'd Sweets. Paſs'd in Shades their fav'rite Hours 
See 2 rand Pavillon yonder, (Nectar chearing their ſoft Leiſure) * 
Riſing near embow ring Shades; Bleis d by Love, and crown'd with Flow'rs, 
There a Temple ſtrikes with Wonder, SONG 44. 
In full View of Colonnades. N 354. 
; Art and Nature (kindly laviſh) : F* from Confinement and Strife, 
Here their mingled Beauties yield: — I'll plow thro” the Ocean of Life, | 
Equal here the Pleaſures ravifh, N TF . 
Of the Court, and of the Fe. d. 0 * : i ene a 
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To ſeck new Delights, 
Where Beauty invites, 
But ne er be confin'd to a Wife, 
The Man that is free, 
Like a Veſſel at Sea, 
After Conqueſt and Plunder may roam z 
But when either confin'd 
By Wife or by Wind, 
Th&* for Glory deſign d, 
No Advantage they find, 
But rot in the Harbour at Home. 


SONG 355. 


AY, kind, and airy, ſweet is a Lover, 
Sweet is a Lover, gay, kind, and airy 


But when we marry, 
| Too ſoon we vary, . 
- Courting and ſporting are all over, 


-. $ONG 4356. 
| GAY Myra has two Winters been, 
. The Flame of all the Town ; 
By all admir'd where'er ſhe's ſeen, 
: By all ador d when known, - - 
.-Ko Beauty, be ſhe e' er ſo fair, 
With Myra dares diſpute ;. 
The very Prudes all filenc'd are, 
And Envy's Self is mute, 


Tho- thouſands own her po rfu] Eyes, 
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The Runs old Conqueſts does deſpiſe, 

nd fighing, longs for new. 

Thus Philip's Son, the World ſubdu'd, 
To true Enjoyment blind, 

Wept, as the abje& Earth he view'd, 
And others wiſh'd to find. | 


A thouſand Kingdoms own'd him Lord, 
None felt his milder Reign ; 
In forc'd Obedience all accord, 
All join to curſe his Chain : 
Much longer, happier he'd have rul'd 
O'er a ſelected Part. 
Then Myra, &er my Love be cool'd 
Select a faithful Heart. 
By Gratitude, thus join'd to Love, | 
My Flame will ſtronger grow; | 
By Age, your Face a Change muſt prove, 
No Change my Heart ſhall know: 
Perſwaded, if againſt Threeſcore 
This Remedy you'll try, . 
Believe that none e er lov d you une, 
Or longer ſhall then I. 1 


SONG 337. 
G Afr and Gammer were faſt in their Neſt 
And all the young Fry of their Cribs 
were poſſeſt, 
Spot, Whitefoot, and Puſs, «ne 


laid, 
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Urla was teouring her Diſhes and Platter, Where he found Roger gaping, white Urls 
Preparing to make her good Friend the Hog lay tumbling, , | 
fatter 3 ' | | Pox take you, quoth he, for e Rogus and'S 
Greas'd up to the Elbow, as much tothe Rye, Whore ; (Door, 
Till her embroider d Clothes were ready to fry, So turn 'd the poor Lovers quite. out of that 
Roger the Plowman i th Chimney lay ſnoring, Not minding „ nor the uns 
Till Cupid, ſore ven d at his clowniſh adoring, Weather, 
Did ſtraightway convey to the great Logger- To finiſh their Loves in a Hog-fiye togathar. 
en ring Mown that they were alla · bed · | SONG 358. 
? GAY Bacchus, liking Eftcourt*s Wine, . 
Up ſtarted Roger, and rubbing his Eyes, A noble Meal beſpoke ; 
Straight to his dear Urſla in Paſſion he hies; And for the Gueſts that were to dine 
Then leaning his Elbow on Urſla's broad Back, Brought Comus, Love and Joke _ 1 
complain d that his Heart was ready to crack. 5 Len 5 
. The God near Cupid drew his Chair, 
Urſla, being vex d at the Weight of her Love, And Joke near Comus plac'd ; : 
Cry'd, Pn doſt thou thus treacherous Thus Wine makes Love forget its Cue, 8 
1 8 And Mirth exalts a Feaſt, 2 
| n an angry Mood then ſhe turn” her about, The —_ 
And the Diſh-clout lapt over the ace of the more.to.p prightly God, 
Each ſweet engaging Grace 


Lout. | 
Roger b'ing angry at ſuch an Affront Put on ſome Cloaths to come abroad, 
Aud not at all minding of what might come And took a Waiter's Place; 
on't, (Mettle, Then Cupid nam'd at ev'ry Glaſs 7 oY 


He gave her a- Kick, with ſuch wond'rous A Lady of the Sky, 
As tumbl'd poor Urſla quite over the Kettle, While Bacchus fwore he'd drink the Lats, 
This Noiſe and Rumbling ſet Gaffer awaking, And had it Bumper hight. 
And fearing, leſt Thieves had been ftealing Fat Comus toſt his Brimmer o'er, 
his Bacon, And always got the : +4. 

him more, 


With a Pur down che Stairs, in oo aha For Joke tool cate to > 
came ſtumblingys- 5 enn N. 
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They call'd, and drank at ev*'ry Touch, | 
Then fill'd and drank again; 


And if the Gods can take too much, 


' *Tis ſaid, they did ſo then. 

Frge Jeſts run all the Table round, 
And with the Wine conſpire, 

( While they by ſly Reflection wound ) 
To ſet their Heads on fire, 


Gay Bacchus little Cupid ſtung, 


By reck' ning his Deceits; 
And Cupid mock'd his ſtamm' ring Tongue, 
With all his ſtagg' ring Gaits. 

ke droll'd on Comus' greedy Ways 
4d Tales without a Jeſt ; g 


While Comus call'd his witty Plays 


But Waggeries at beſt. 


Such Talk ſoon ſet them all at Odds, 
And had I Homer's Pen, 


I'd fing ye how they drank like Gods, 


And how they fought like Men. 


To part the Fray, the Graces fly, 


Who make them ſoon agree ; 
Aud had the Furies ſelves been nigh, 
They ſtill were three to three. 


Bacchus appear d, rais'd Cupid up 


And gave him back his Bow; 
But kept ſome ae 
- bs e * 
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Joke, taking Comus's roſy Crown, 
In Triumph wore the Prize, 

And thrice in Mirth he puſh'd him down, 
As thrice he ſtrove to riſe. | 


| Then Cupid ſought the Myrtle Grove 


Where Venus did recline, 
And Beauty, cloſe embracing Love, 
They join'd to rail at Wine. 
And Comus, loudy curſing Wit, 
Roll'd off to ſome Retreat, 


Where boon Companions gravely fit 


In fat unwieldy State. 
Bacchus and Joke, who ſtay behind, 
For one freſh Glaſs —_— — 
They kiſs, and are exceeding kind 
And vow to be ſincere. 


But part in time, whoever hear, 
This our inſtructive Song: 


For tho? ſuch Friendſhips may he dear, 


They can't continue long. 
SONG 359. 


ntle Air, thou Breath of Lovers, 


Vapour from a ſecret Fire, ä 
Which by thee itſelf diſcovers, | 
Ere yet daring to aſpire. | 
Softeſt Note of whiſper'd Anguiſh, 
Harmony*'s refined Part, 
Striking, while thou ſeem” ſt to languiſh, 
Full * the W 5 Heart. 
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$afeft Meſſenger of Paſſion, * © Kindly here indulge my Love 
Stealing thro? a Croud of Spies, »Tis, my Dear, no tattling Grove; 
Who conſtrain the outward Faſhion, | Not revealing, 18 
Cloſe the Lips, and guard the Eyes, | But — * 
Shapeleſs Sigh, we ne'er can ſhow thee, All to Love propitious prove. 
Form'd but to aſſault the Ear; In thy Air and charming Face 
Yet, ere to their Coſt they know thee, Dwells an irreſiſtleſs Grace, 
Ev'ry Nymph may read thee - - here. Ever charming, 
| Love alarming, _ 
SONG 4360. | To purſue the bliſsful Chace. | 
Entle Zephyrs, filent Glades, | Let me touch this panting Breaff ). 
G Purling Streams, and cooling Shades, Here for ever let me reſt, O niet + 
Senſes pleafing, - Bliſs enjoying, 
Pains appeaſing, Never cloying, 


— 


Love each tender Breaft invades. Ever loving, ever bleſt. 


Here the Oraces Beauties bring, — 9 
Here the warbling Choiriſts fing 3 | S ON G - 361. 
Love inſpiring, | GEntle Love, this Hour befriend me, 
All defiring | To my Eyes reſign thy Dart 3 © 
To adorn the infant Spring. Notes of melting Muſick lend me, 
Here behold the am'rous Swain, To diffolve a frozen Heart. 7 
Free from Anguiſh, free from Paint; Chill as mountain Snow her Boſom, 
Nymphs complying, | Tho? I tender Language uſe z 2 
Cares defying, Tis by cold Indiff*rence frozen 2 
Venus ſmiling glads the Plains. | To my Arms, and to my Muſe, .. - * 
Let us not, too charming Fair, See my dying Eyes are pleading N 
Be the only hapleſs Pair : Where a broken Heart appears, 
O relieve me ! For thy Pity interceding of 
Ceaſe to grieve. me dr. With the Eloquence of Tears. — 
Eaſe your an Lover's Cre. N 3 4 
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Wuile the Lamp of Life is fading, 
And beneath thy Coldneſs dies, 
9 my ebbing Pulſe invading, 
Take my Soul into thy Eyes. 
SONG 362. 
Ather) your Roſe-buds, while you may, 
Old Time is ſtill a flying; 
And that fame Flow'r that ſmiles to Day 
To-morrow will be dying. 
The glorious of Heav'n, the Sun, 
The higher he is getting, . 
The ſooner will his Race be run, 
And nearer he's to ſetting. 
That Age is beſt, that is the firſt, 
While Youth and Blood are warmer; 
Expect not then - - the laſt and worſt 
Time till ſucceeds the former. 
Then be not coy, but uſe your Time, 
And while you may go matry ; 
For having once-but loſt your Prime, 
You may for ever tarry. 


SONG 363. 


GR from dy pleaſant Bow r 


Ariſe, and A thy lacred Wings, 
Guard, guard from Foes the Britiſh State, 


Thou, "on whole Smiles do wait 
'Th* uncertain happy Fate 
eee 


* 


Then follow, brave Boys, then follow, brave 
Boys, to the Wars ; 
Follow, follow, follow, follow, follow, follow, 
Follow, follow, follow, brave Boys, to the Wars, 
Follow, follow, follow, brave Boys, to che war; 
The Laurel you know is the Prize, 
The Laurel you know is the Prize, | 
Who brings home the nobleſt, the nobleſt, 
The nobleſt Scars, looks fineſt i in Celia's Eyes, 


Then ſhake off your ſlothful Eaſe, 
LEES — 2 let Glory inſpire your 


8 — a \Soldier, in War and in Peace, 
Remember a Soldier, in War and in Peace, 
Is the nobleſt of all other Arts ; 
Remember a Soldier, in War and in Peace, 
Remember a Soldier, in War, and in Peace, 
Is the nobleſt of all other Arts. 


SONG 364. | 


Gently touch the warbling Lyre, 
Chloe ſeems inclin'd to Reſt 3 
Fill her Soul with fond Deſire, 
Softeſt Notes will ſooth her Breaſt 9 
Pleafing Dreams affiſt in Love ; 
Let them all propitious prove. 
On the moſſy Bank ſhe lies, 
(Nature's verdant Velvet Bed,} 


Beauteous Flowers meet her Eyes, 


Forming POW) Rc. AUR. * ;, 
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gephyrs waſt their Odours round, I'll keep a Brace of Geldings, 


183 


ſound. An eaſy Pad to pleaſe my Spouſe; 
And indulging Wipers Kind Fate, what more Taſk, 
NG 26c. Ne er to want my dear , 
80 305 | And in friendly Bumpers ever briſkly. carouſe, 
Gin Zephyr come away | | OE 
—— bro)» > eg SONG 367. 

Sacred to ute an ©, Entle God of pleaſing Pains F it 
In ſofteſt whiſpet d Murmurs play. G God of > foothing Toys, © 
come, let thy ſoft thy balmy Breeze Fly where Flora matchleſs reigns + 

Diffuſe the vernal Sweets around . Tell her Strephon loving dies. bY 
From ſprouting Flow*rs, and bloſſom 4'Teees, On her cold and ſnowy Breaſt T2 

While echoing —— — —_ — - Let thy filken Pinions reſt, _ 

With Notes, which wing*d Muſicians Whiſ, Sounds, | 
In Honour to the Bloom of Spring. — Withe art AA 
Lovely Seaſon of Defire ! Tell her, ſhe reſiſtleſs 9 1 

Nature ſmiles with Joy to ſee With the Lightning of her Eyes 1 od 

The am*rous Months led on by thee, sweety pleading, Pity move, 
That kindly wake her genial Fire. pleaſing, painful God of Love ! 3" 
The ä ObjeR in the Skies, Whilſt for me you're fondly ſuing, 

— that ſhine below, Gentle God of Love beware, | 2x10) 
5 yra's charming Eyes, Leſt you meet your own Undoing, / 

At thy Return more charming gro ; Plora's fo divinely fair. = 
With double Glory they appear What, if ſhe thyſelt diſarms ? 
eas Al Shs has more than Pyſche's Cham! 173 

$ONG 366. | „ 
I hear me Toy 8 
Gro Win, and a Friend In whom G 2 LE: 


And bright 'd have for All my dying Pains remove, 3 
n 2 have Glen file; and ay, you lovey | ny 
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On your Boſom let me lay, 

Sigh and gaze my Soul away. 

Balmy Kiſſes, pow'rful Joys, 

Such as Death, nor Time deſtroys, 
Oh! my deareſt fair one, give, 

So I ever bleſt ſhall live, © + 
More than Gods in Heay'n can be 
Thou alone art Heav'n to me. 


SONG 4369. 
GE me a Laſs with a Lump of Land, 
And we for Life ſhall gang the gither, 
Tho? daft or wiſe, I'll never demand, 
Or black or fair it makſna whether. 
I'm aff with Wit, and Beauty will fade, 
And Blood alone is no worth a Shilling; 
But ſhe that's rich, her Market's made, 
For ilka Charm about her is killing. 
Gi'e me a Laſs with a Lump of Land, 
And in my Boſom I'll hug my Treaſure ; 
Gin I had anes her Gear in my Hand, 


Should Love turn dowf, it will find Pleaſure, 


Laugh on wha likes, but there's my Hand, 


I hate with Pportith, tho* bonny, to meddle, 


Unleſs they bring Caſh, or a Lump of Land, 


They'ſe ne er get me to dance to their Fiddle. 


There's mejkle good Love in Bands and Bags, 
And Sillerand God's a ſweet Complexion 


But Beauty and Wit, and Virtue in Rags, 
as tint the Art of gaining Affection: 
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Love tips his Arrows with Woods and Parks, 
And Caſtles and Riggs, and Muirs and Mea. 
dows 
And naithing can catch our modern Sparks, 
But well-tocher'd Laſſes or jointer*dWidows, 


G Ive ear, you ſons of Britain, 
Of greater Crimes I ſing, 
Than ever before were writ on, 
Since the time of a Queen or a King, | 
All done by John Duke of Marlborough, 


Moſt men have ſome Ambition, 
In this dead Time of News, 
To tell of the Depofition . 
Of Chriſtians and eke of Jews - 
| Againſt John Duke of Marlborough, 
This Man by Conſtitution 
as made for Liberty z 
He helped the late Revolution, 
On ſe to hurt Popery, 
id this John Duke of Marlborough, 
The next great Crime of many, | 
His troubleſome Pride to ſhow, 
Was marching to high Germany, 
Where he gave them that damnable blow, 
| Did this John Duke of Marlborough, 
And more to mend the Matter, 
To his Shame and great | 
An Army he made take Water, 
„. 


$ 
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And truly what tis he has not done, 


And their General ſent by a Coach. 
All proved on John Duke of Marlborough, 


To ſhew his whig Devotion, 
In keeping the Sabbath-day 
He the Murder at Ramelly began, 
All upon a Whitſunday, 
O heatheniſh John Duke of Marlborough 


Tho' buſy on his Slaughtering, 
His Avarice ran ſo high ; 
That rather than ſpare the moſt chriſtian King, 
He ten thouſand Pounds gave to a Spy. 
O covetous John Duke of Marborough [ 


At Oudenard ſo ill to treat foes, 
And make poor Widows of Wives; 
He took a delight to beat thoſe, 
That never beat him in their Lives. 
O bullying John Duke of R - 


Bouflers, a civil good Man, 
And ſafe in his Trenches cloſe ; ; 
From Mons he made run like a Footman, 
Tho' bulwark' d as high as his Noſe, 
Uncivil John Duke of Martborough ! 
To tender Chriſtian Ear, 
When Crimes like theſe ſhall come ; 
I know not how they Abroad may appear; 


I'm ſure they ſound odly at Home, 
Theſe Degds of John Duke of Marlborough, 


Some Facts to make the French undone, 
as proved upon him well ; 
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Impoſſible tis to tell 
Of this John Duke of Marlborbugh. 


To prove that all theſe things are ſo, 
And not what Folks deviſe ; 
Was he ever the Man that once ſpared the Foe, 
Or ever affronted the Allies ? 
This ſame John Duke of Marlborough. 


Ghent, Bruges, and Tournay, 
And of late the ſtrong Bouchain, 
He of his own head made obey, 
Tho' wanting his Brother Eugene. 
Hot-headed John Duke of Marlboroughl 


Of theſe immortal Things he brags, 


*Cauſe we take no notice at all; 
You ſee with his pitiful French bloody Rags, 
How he litter d poor Weſtminſter-hall. 
Slovenly John Duke of * 


Nay more he ſtill would fly at, 
And all to mend the Peace; 
Lord, how can we ever be at quiet, 
If we pardon ſuch Crimes as theſe, 
In this ſame John Duke of Marlborough þ 
Twetve Years, it ſadly true is, ; 
He us*d Bombs, Mortars, and Lines; 
And baffled poor King Lewis: 
He has ſpoil'd the Pretender's Defigne. 
W John Duke of . 


"20 The AVI AR T. 


Succeſs fill makes him bolder, Oh ! fike charming Eyrie he haf, F 
And by the Monſieur's Fall, A Breath as ſweet as Roſe, 5 
He paſſes on this Iſle for a Soldier; He never wore a Highland Plad, 
But it ſeems he knows nothing at all. But coſtly filken Clothes. y 
Earl P - - - t ſays ſo of Marlborough. 14. gain'd the Love of Ladies gay, 
This year for war he voted, 1 7 There's none to him was coy; 0 
But we reſolved on none; Ay, wae is me, Iſe mourn this Day, 
For Monſieur was ſure to be routed, . For my dear Gilderoy. R 
And then High-Church had been undone My Gilderoy and I were born | 
3 By Engliſh John Duke of Marlborough. Both in one Town together, 5 
You ſee the Troops don't need him, Not paffing ſeven Years ago, 
He — 2 and in 2 they laugh; Since one did love each other: 
And ſend any other to them : ammies both 
And T'Il warrant old Bourbon is ſafe, Our PR men Tor; : 
* 2 confeſſes, 4 wirt me and Gilderoy, _ | ; 
t Kingdom meant to devour | e 
ee ee rem NT menn> 
' ; , Gued faith Iſe freely bought 1 
He is broke, and our Fears are all o'er: A4 Wedding- fark of Holland fine, 
SONG 371. An N | 
"Ilderoy was a bonny Boy, | | ich Trecetv'd with Joys 
G Had Roſes tull his Saen, - No Lad or Late g g could ing, 
A His Stockings made of the fineft Sill, © | Like me and Gilderoy. , | F 
| His Garters hanging down; - 13. neil fray wv ons age OP. | | 
It were a comely Sight to A Till we were _—_ 
r 3 Then gently he did lay me down 
Je was my Joy and Heart's Delight, Among the Leaves fo green | 
My | ne Gilderoy, . 5 


5 
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When he had done what he could do. 
He roſe and gang'd his Way, 
But ever ſince J lov'd the Man, 
My hapdiome Gilderoy» | 
While we did both together play, 
He kiſfs'd me o'er and erz; 
Gued Faith it was as blithe a Day 
As e'er I ſaw defore; 
Fe nd my Heart in ev'ry Vein 
With Love and mickle Joy ; 
Pot when ſhail 1 behold again 
Mine own, ſweet Gilderoy ? 


'Tis pity Men ſhould e'er be hang'd * 
That take up Women's Geer, 

Or for their pilfering Sheep or Calf, 
Or ſtealing Cow or Mare. 

Had not our Laws been made fo ſtrict, 
Is'd never loſt my Joy, 


Who was my Love and W ieart'e s Delight, 


My handſome Gilderoy. 
'Cavſe Gilderoy had done amiſs, 
Muſt he be' puniſh*d then? 
What kind of Cruelty, is this, 
To hang ſuch handſome Men! 
The Power of the Scottiſh Land, 
A ſweet and lovely Boy : | 
He likewiſe had a Lady's Hand, 
My handſome Gitderoy. 
At Leith they took my Gilderoy, 


And there God-wot they bang'd him, 


Greer Friend and a, Glaſs, Boys, 


Carry'd him to fair repo 
And there God-ewot they hanz d him 3 
They hang'd him up above the reth, 
He'was fo trim à Boy, 
My only Love and Heart's Detight, 
My handſome Gilderoy. | 
Thus having yielded up his * 
In Cypreſs he was laid; Js 
Then for my deareſt, after Death, 549 
A Funeral T made : 
Over his Grave a Marble-Stone 
T'fixed for mx Joy, 
Now I am leſt to weep alone 
For my dear 2 
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I'll ſhew ye what tis to be gay; 
I'll not care a Fig for a Laſs, Boys, 
Nor love my briſk Vouth away: 
Cive me but.an honeſt Fellow, 
That's pleaſanter when he is mellow, 
We'll live twenty-four Hours a Day. 


»Tis Woman in Chains does bind, Boys, 
But tis Wine that makes us fre: 

'Tis Woman that makes ys blind, Boys, 1 
But Wine makes us doubly ſec, 

The Female is true to no Man, 

Deceit is inherent in Woman, 
But none in a Rrimmet can be. N 


- 
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Gn ge ment a bony Laſfe, A 


But if ye meet a dirty Huſſy, 
'Fie gar rub her o'er wi! Strae. 
Be ſure ye dinna quat the Grip 
Of ilka Joy, when ye are young, 
- Before auld, Age your Vitals nip, 
And lay ye twafald o'er a Rung. 


Sweet Youth's a blyth a hartſome Time, 


Then, Lads and Laſſes, while tis May, 


One pu the Gowan in its Prime, 
6 Before it whither and decay. 
Watch the faſt Minutes of Delyte, 


When Jenny ſpeaks beneath her Breath, 


And Kiſſes, "laying a' the wyte 
| On you, if ſhe kep ony Skaith. 
Haith ye re ill-bred, ſnhe Il ſmiling ſay, 
 Ye'll worry me, ye greedy Rook; 
Syne frae your Arms ſhe'll rin away, 
And hide herſelf in ſome dark Nook. 
Her Laugh will lead you to the Place, 
Where lies the Happineſs ye want, 
And plainly tell you to your Face, 
_ © Nineteen Na-ſays ore haff a Grant. 
No to her heaving Boſom cling, 
And ſweetly toolie for a Kiſs ; 


- 
* . „ . 
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Gi'e her a Kiſa, and let her gat | 


Frae her fair Finger whup a Ring; 
As Taiken of a future Bliſs. 

Theſe Beniſons, I'm very fure, © 
Are to the Gods indulgent Grant; E 

Then, ſurly Carles, whiſht, forbear 
To plague us with your whining Cant. 


Y 
SONG 374. 
8 Hoſts of ev'ry Occupation, ( 
- Ev'ry Rank, and ev'ry Nation, 
Some with Crimes all foul and ſpotted, ! 
Some to happier Climes allotted, 
. Preſs the Stygian Lake to pals. 1 
Here a Soldier roars like Thunder, 
Prates of Wenches, Wine, and Plunder: 
Stateſmen here the Times accuſing ; : 
Poets Senſe for Rhimes abuſing; _ 
Lawyers chatt'ring, . 4 
Courtiers flattꝰ ring, 7 
Bullies ranting, | 
Zealots canting, + 
Enaves and Fools of e*ery Claſy ! * 1 
| SONG 375. 
G Lide gently on, thou murm'ring Brook, 
And ſooth my tender Grief: WP \ 
"Twas here the fatal Wound I took, „ 
Tus here I ſcek Relief, 4 1 
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With Sylvio on this verdant Shore | 
I fondly ſat reclin di | 
Belicv'd the charming things he POM 
Too creduloufly kind. 
Too credulouſly, &c. 


While thus he ſaid. This purling Stream 


Back to its Spring ſhall flow, 

O Faſtorella, e'er my Flame 
The leaſt Decay ſhall know, 

Ye conſcious Waves roll back again, 
Back to your chryſtal Head ; 

The falſe, ungrateful, perjur d Swain 
Has broke the Vows he made. 
Has broke, ' -  _ 


Perhaps ſome fairer Sh 
His faithleſs Breaſt has warm'd, 

And thoſe kind Vows, and ſoft Addreſs, 
Her guiltleſs Heart has charm'd. 

But tell the Nymph, thou gentle Stream, 
If e'er ſhe viſits thee ; 

The treach rous Youth has vow'd the ſame, 
Vet broke his Faith with me. 
Yet broke, &c. gt" 
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Lide ſwiitly on Silver Stream, 
0 Purſue the Lad love : 
In gentle Murmurs tell my Flame, 
And try his Heart to move. 


f If e'er thy Spring be failing ſeen, 


| So may thy Banks be always green, 
Thy Channel never dry: 


My Tears ſhall that ſupply: *: 
May gilded hy tte ide, 
2 place of uſeleſs Weeds; 
May painted Flow'rs adorrythy Brim, 
And Knots of bended Reeds. 


SONG 377. 
G OD proſper long our Noble King, 
Our Lives and Safetics all; 
A woful Hunting once there did 
In Chevy-Chaſe befal. © 
To drive the Deer with Hound and Horn, 
Earl Piercy took his way 3 
The Child may rue, that is unborn, 
The Hunting of that Day. 


The ſtout Earl of Northumberland 


A Vow to God did make, 
His Pleaſure in the Scottiſh Woods 1 
Three Summers Days to. take 
The chiefeſt Harts m Chevy-Chaſe 
To kill and bear away. 
The Tidings to Earl Douglas came, 
In Scotland where he lay f | 
Who ſent Earl Piercy preſent Word; 
He would prevent his Sport. 


- The Engliſh Earl not fearing this, 


Did to the Woods reſort, 
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With Fifteen: Hundred Bow-men bold, Lo! yooder Ge e 
All choſen Men of Might, - 27 His Men in Armour bright 
Who knew full well, in Time of Need, Full Twenty Hundred Scottith Spears, 
To aim their Shaft aright. W #161 All marching in our Sight; EP ' 
The gallant Greyhounds ſwiftly ran, All Men of pleaſant Teviotdaſe, 
To chaſe the Fallow-Deer : 2 Faſt by the River Tweed. 

On Monday they began to hunt, Then ceaſe your Sport, Earl Piercy nid, 
When Day- light did appear; | And take your Bows with — Sg 
And long before High-Noon they had And now with me, my Countrymen, 

An Hundred fat Bucks flain ; Your Courage forth advance; 


Then having din'd, the Drovers went 
To rouze them up again. 

The Bow-men muſter d on the Hills, 
Well able to endure ; 

Their Backfides all, with ſpecial Care, 
That Day were guarded ſure. 


The Hounds ran ſwiftly thro* the Woods, 


The nimble Deer to take; 
And with their Cries the Hills and Dales 


An Echo. ſhrill did make. 
Lord Piercy to the Quarry went 
To view the teder Dee . 
he, Earl Douglas promiſed 
is Day to meet me here : 
If that I thought he would not come, 
No longer would I ſtay. 
| Wich that, a bra young Gentleman 
75 dad ad | 


*. & 


For never was there Champion yet, 
In Scotland or in France, 


That ever did on Horſeback come, 
But, ſince my Hap it were, 
I durſt encounter Man for Man, | 
With him to break a Spear. . 
Moſt like a Baron bold, 
Rode foremoſt of the Company, 
Whoſe Armour ſhone like Gold: 


Shew me (he ſaid) whoſe Men you be, 
That hunt ſo boldly here; 


That, without my Conſent, do chaſe, 


And take my Fallow- Deer? 


The Man that firſt did@nſwer make, 
Was noble Piercy he 

Who ſaid, We liſt not to declare, 
Nor ſhew whoſe Men we be: 


Earl Douglas, on a milk-white Steed, * 


Tet we will ſpend our deareſt Blood, 
Thy chiefeſt Hart to ſlay. 

Then Douglaſs ſwore a ſolemn Oath, 
And thus in Rage did ſay ; 

Ere thus 1 will out-braved be, 
One of us two ſhall die ; 

I know thee well, an Earl thou art; 
Lord Piercy, lo am I. 


But truſt me, Piercy, Pity it were, 
And great Offence to kill 

Any of theſe our harmleſs Men; 
For they have done go Ill. 


Let thou and I the Battle try, 
And ſet our Men aſide. | 
Accurs d be he, Lord Piercy ſaid, 
By whom this is deny d. 
Then ſtept a gallant Squire forth; 
With'rington was his Name, 

Who ſaid, I would not have it told 
To Henry, our King, for Shame, 
That e er my Captain fought on Foot, 

And I ſtood looking on. 
You he two Earls, ſaid With'rington, 
And I a *Squire alone: 


I'll do the beſt that do I may, 
While I have Pow'r to ſtand : 

While I have Pow'r to wield my Sword, 
41] fight with Heart and Hand, 


- 
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Our Engliſh Archers bent their Bows, 
Their Hearts were good and true ; 

At the firſt Flight of Arrows ſent, 
Full Threeſcore Scots they ſlew- 


To drive the Deer with Hound and Horn, 


Earl Douglas had the Bent; 
A Captain mov'd with mickle Pride, 
Their Spears to Shivers ſent. 
They clos'd full faſt on ev*ry Side, 
No Slackneſs there was found ; 
And many a gallant Gentleman 
Lay gaſping on the Ground. 


O Chriſt ! it was a Grief to ſee, 
And likewiſe for to hear - N 
The Cries of Men lying in their Gore, 
And ſcatter d here and there. 


At laſt theſe Two ſtout Earls did meet, 
Like Captains of great Might; 

Like Lions mov'd, they laid on Load, 

And made a cruel Fight : 

They fought until they both did ſweat, - 
With Swords of temper*d Steel, 

Until the Blood, like Drops gf Rain, 
They trickling down did 

Yield thee, Lord Piercy, Douglas ſaid ; 
In Faith I will thee bri 

Where thou ſhalt high ad be 
By James our Scottiſh Ming: 
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Thy Ranſom I will freely give, 

And thus report of thee, 

Thou art the moſt courageous Knight 
That ever I did ſee. 

To Douglas quoth Earl Piercy then, 
Thy Proffer I do ſcorn ; 

I will not yield to any Scot 

That ever yet was born. 


With that, there came an Arrow keen 
Out of an Engliſh Bow, 

Which ſtruck Earl Douglas to the Heart 
A deep and deadly Blow : 


Who never ſpoke more Words than theſe, 
Fight on, my merry Men all ; 
For why, my Life is at an End: 
Lord Piercy ſees me fall. 
Then leaving Life, Earl Piercy took 
The dead Man by the Hand; 
And ſajd, Ear} Douglas, for thy Liſe 
Would I had loſt my Land. 
O. Chriſt ! my very Heart doth bleed 
"With Sorrow for thy ſake ; 
For ſure, a more renowned Knight 
Miſchance did never take. 


A Knight amcngſt the Scots there was, 
Which ſaw Earl, Douglas die, | 

Who ſlrait in Wrath d.d vow Revenge 
Upon the Earl Mercy : 
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Sir Hugh Montgomery was he call'd, 
Who, with a Spear moſt bright, 

Well mounted on a gallant Steed, 
Ran fiercely thro* the Fight ; 

And paſs'd the Engliſh Archers all, 
Without all Dread or Fear ; | 

And thro* Earl Piercy's Body then 
He thruſt his hateful Spear : 


With ſuch a veh*ment Force and Might 


He did his Body gore, 

The Spear went through. the other Side 
A large Cloth-yard and more. 

So thus did both theſe Nobles die, 
Whoſe Courage none could ſtain. 

An Engliſh Archer then perceiv'd 
The Noble Earl was ſlain 

He had a Bow bent in his Hand, 
Made of a truſty Tree; | 

An Arrow of a Cloth-yard long 
Up to the Head drew he: 

Againſt Sir Hugh Montgomery 
So right his Shaft he ſet, 

The grey Gooſe-wing that was thereon 
In his Heart's Blood was wet. 


This Fight did laſt from Break of Day, 
Till Setting of the Sun ; 


For when they rung the « ning-1 «lt, | 


The Battle ſcarce was done. 


With the Earl Piercy there was ſlain 
Sir John of Ogerton, 

Sir Robert Ratcliff, and Sir John, 
Sir James that bold Baron: 


And with Sir George and good Sir James, 


Both Knights of good Account, 

Good Sir Ralph Raby there was ſlain. 
Whoſe Proweſs did ſurmount. 

For With'rington needs muſt I wail, 
As one in doleful Damps ; 

For when his Legs were ſmitten off, 
He fought upon his Stumps. 

And with Earl Douglas there was ſlain 
Sir Hugh Montgomery; 

Sr Charles Currel, that from the Fietd 
One Foot would never fly. | 

Sir Charles Murrel, of Ratcliff, too, 
His Siſter's Son was he; | 

Sir David Lamb, fo well eſteem'd : 
They ſaved could not be. 

And the Lord Maxwell in like wiſe 
Did with Earl Douglas die: 

Of Twenty Hundred Scottiſh Spears 
Scarce Fifty five did fly. 

Of Fifteen Hundred Engliſh Men 
Went Home but Fifty three ; 

The reſt were lain in Chevy-Chaſe 
Under the Green-wood Tree. 
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Next Day did many Widows come; 
Their Huſbands to bewail; 

They waſh'd tlieir Wounds in brinim. Tear 
But all would not prevail. x 

Their Bodies, bath*d in purple Blood, 
They bore with them away 3 . 

They kifs'd them dead a thouſand times, 
When they were clad in Chy, 

This News was brought to Edinburgh, 
Where Scotland's King did reign, 

That brave Earl Douglas ſuddenly 
Was with an Arrow flain. 

Oh heavy News ! King James did fay, 
Scotland can Witneſs be, 

I have not any Captain more 
Of ſuch Account as he. 


Like Tidings to King Henry came, 
Within as chort a Space, 

That Piefcy, of Northumberland, 
Was ſlain in Chevy-Chafe, 


Now God be with him, ſaid our King 
Sith *twill no better be; | 

I truſt I have within my Realm 
Five Hundred as good as he: 

Yet ſhall not Scot, or Scotland fay, 
Burt I will Vengeance take, 

And be revenged on them all, 
For brave Earl Pzercy's Sake, | 


O 
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This Vow full well the King perform'd 
Aſter, on Humbledown ; 

In one Day, Fifty Knights were ſlain, 

With Lords of great Renown : 
And of the reſt, of ſmall Account, 
Did many Thouſands die : 


Thus ended the Hunting of Chevy-Chaſe, 


Made by the Earl Piercy. 


God ſave the King, and bleſs the Land 

In Plenty, Joy, and Peace; 

And grant henceforth, that foul Debate 
*T wixt Noblemen may ceaſe. 
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8 Ood your Worſhip, caſt an Eye 
. Upon a Soldier's Miſery : 
Let not theſe lean Cireeks, I pray, 
Your Worſtip's Bounty from me ſtay : 

But like a noble Friend, 

Some S:lver lend, 

And Jove ſhall pay you in the End; 

And IT will pray that Fate 
May make you fortunate | 
In Heaven, or in ſome Earthly State. 
To beg I neꝰ er was bred, kind Sir, 
Which makes me hluſh to keep this Stir z 
Nor do I rove from Place to Place, 
Tor to make known my woful Caſe. 

For I am none of thoſe 

'That a Roving goes, 


« 
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And in Rambling ſhew their drunke 


h Blows ; 
For all that they have got, 
Is by banging of the Pot, 


In wrangling who ſhould pay their Shot. | 


Olympick Games I oft have ſeen, 
And in brave Battles have I been 
The Cannons there aloud did roar, 
My Proffer high was evermore : 

For, out of a Bravado, 

When in a Barricado, | 

By toſſing of a Hand-Grenado, 
Death then was very near, 
When it took away this Ear; 
But yet, thank God, I'm here, I'm here, 
And at the Siege of Buda, there, 
1 was blown up into the Air, 
From whence I tumbled down again, 
And lay awhile among the Slain ; 

Yet rather than be beat, 

I got upon my Feet, 

And made the Enemy retreat; 
Myſelf and feven more 
Ve fought eleven Score,, 


The Rogues were ne'er ſo thraſh'd before; 


I have, at leaſt a dozen times 

Been blown up by the roguiſh Mines: 
Twice through the Scull have I been ſhot, 
That my Brains do boil like any Pot: 
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Such Dangers have I paſt, Nor Barley-Loes, 
At firſt and at laſt, Or any ſuch like Scraps as theſe z 
As would make your Worſhip ſore aghaſt; But what I beg of you, 
And there I lay for dead, Is a Shilling one or two; - 
Till the Enemy was fled, Kind Sir, your. Purſe-ſtrings pray undo. 
And then they carry*'d me home to Bed, 
At Puſh of Pike I loſt this Eye, SONG 379. 


And at Bergam Siege I broke this Thigh; G O tell Aminta, gentle Swain, 
At Oſtend, like a warlike Lad, | I would not die, nor dare complain g 


T laid about as I were mad: Thy tuneful Voice with Numbers join, 
But little would you dream, Thy Voice will more prevail than mine : 
That e' er I had been, For Souls oppreſs'd and drown'd with Grief; 
Such a good old Soldier of the Queen: The Gods ordain'd this kind Relief : 
But if Sir Francis Vere That Muſick ſhould in Sounds convey 
Were living now, and here, What dying Lovers dare not ſay. 
He would tell you how I ſlaſh'd them there. A Sigh or Tear perhaps ſhe'd give, 
The Hollanders my Fury know, But Love on Pity cannot live; 
For oft* with them I've dealt a Blow : Tell her that Hearts for Hearts were made, 
Then did I take a warlike, Dance | And Love with Love is only paid: : 
Quite thorough Spain, and into France; Tell her my Pains fo faſt encreaſe, 
And there I ſpent a Flood That ſoon they will be paſt Redreſs ; 
Of very nob'e Blood, For ah! the Wretch that ſpeechleſs lies, 
Yet all would do but little good; Attends but Death to cloſe his Eyes. 
For now I home am come, | | | 
With my Rags upon my Bum, SONG 380. Chevy-Chaſe. 


And crave of your Worſhip one ſmall Sum. G OD proſper long from being broke, 
And now my Caſe you underſtand, The.“ Luck of Eden-Hall ; . 
Pray lend to me your helping Hand; — —_—_=— * 
A little ;not ſet: pleaſure me; TH 8 Bumper at Sir Cbriſteper Muſgrave". 
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A doleful Drinking-Bout I ſing, 
There lately did befal. 


To chaſe the Spleen with Cup and Cann, 


Duke Philip took his Way : 
Babes yet unborn ſhall never ſee 
The like of ſuch a Day. 
The ſtout and ever-thirſty Duke 
A Vow to God did make, 
His Pleaſure within Cumberland |, 
Three live-long Nights to take. 
ir Muſgrave too, of Martindale, 
2 — worthy Knight, 
Eſtſoon with him a Bargain made, 
In Drinking to delight. 
The Bumpers ſwiftly paſs about, 
And fix in Hand went round; , 
And with their calling for more Wine, 
They made the Hall reſound. 


Now when theſe merry Tidings reach d 


The Earl of Harold's Ears, 

And am I (quoth he, with an Oafh) 
Thus ſlighted by my Peers? 
Saddle my Steed, bring forth my Boots, 
I' be with them right quick, 
And Maſter Sheriff come you too, 
We'll know this ſcurvy Trick. 

L , yonder doth Earl Harold com: 
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ng well, reply'd the meft!'d Duke, 
ow will he get away ? 


I 


When thus the Eart began, Great Duke, 
I'll know how this did chance, 


Without inviting me ; ſure this 


You did not learn in France ? 


One of us two, for this Offence, 
Under the Board ſhall lie ; 

I know thee well, a Duke thou art, 

So ſome Years hence ſhall I. 

But truſt me, Wharton, Pity twere, 
So much good Wine to ſpill, 

As theſe Companions here may drink, 
Ere they have had their Fill. 


Let thou and I, in Bumpers full, 
This grand Affair decide. 
Accurs'd be he, Duke Wharton ſaid, 
Buy whom it is deny'd. 
To Andrews, and to Hotham, fair, 
Many a Pint went round, 
And many a gallant Gentleman 
Lay ſick upon the Ground. 


When, at the laſt, the Duke eſpy d 
He had the Earl ſecure 

He ply'd him with a full Pint Glaſs, 
Which laid him on the Floor, 


Who never ſpoke more s than theſe, 
After he downwards ſu | 


. 
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My worthy Friends, revenge my Fall, 
Duke Wharton ſees me drunk. 
Then, with a Groan, Duke Philip held 
The fick Man by the Joint, 

And ſaid, Earl Harold, "ſtead of thee, 
Would I had drank this Pint. 

Alack ! my very Heart doth bleed, 
And doth within me fink ; 

For ſurely a more ſober Earl 
Did never ſwallow Drink. 


With that the Sheriff, in a Rage 
To ſee the Earl fo ſmit, 

Vow'd to revenge the dead-drunk Peer 
Upon renown'd Sir Kit. 

Then ſtept a gallant *Squire forth, 
Of Viſage thin and pale, 

Lloyd was his Name, and of Gang-hall, 
Faſt by the River Twale. | 


Who ſaid, he would not have it told 
Where Eden River ran, 
That unconcern'd he ſhould fit by; 
So, Sheriff, Fm your Man. | 


Now when theſe Tidings reach'd the Room, 


Where the Duke lay in Bed, 

How that the *Squire ſuddenly 
Upon the Floor was laid. 

O heavy Tidings ! (quoth the Duke) 
Cumberland Witneſs be, 
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1 have not any Captain more, 
Of ſuch Account as he. | 
Like Tidings to Earl Thanet came, 
Within as ſhort a Space, 
How that the Under-Sheriff too 1 
Was fallen from his Place. 223 
A 


Now God be with him (ſaid the 


Sith *twill no better be, 
I truſt T have within my Town 
As drunken Knights as'he. 
Of all the Number that were there, 
Sir Bains he ſcorn'd to yield; 
But with a Bumper in his Hand 
He ſtagger d o'er the Field. 
Thus did this dite Contention end, 
And each Man. of the Slain 
Were quickly carried off to Bed, 
Their Senſes to regain. | 
God bleſs the King, the Ducheſs ſaid, 
And keep the Land in Peace, . 
And grant that Drunkenneſs henceforth 


Mongſt Nobleman may ceaſe. _ 
And likewiſe bleſs our Royal Prince, 
The Nation's other Hope, 
And give us Grace, for to defy 
The Devil and the Pope. 


O 3 
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SONG 381. 


G go, go, go, falſeſt of thy Sex be gone, 
ws” leave, ah leave, leave me to my 


lone ! 


Why would you ſtrive by fond Pretence, 


Thus to deſtroy my Innocence ? 

Go, go, &c. - - - Leave, leave, &c. 
Young Czlia you too late betray'd, 
Then thus you did the Nymph upbraid, 
Love like a Dream uſnher d by Night, 
Flies the Approach of Morning Light. 
Go, go, &c. - - - Leave, leave, &c. 
She that believes Man when he ſwears, 
Or leaſt regards his Oaths and Prayers, 
May ſhe, fond ſhe, be moſt accurſt; 
Nay more, be ſubje& to his Luſt. 

Go, go, &Cc. - - Leave, leave, &c. 


; SONG 382. 
2, lovely Roſe, : 
Tell her that waſtes her Time and me, 
That now ſhe knows, 
When I reſemble her to thee, 
How ſweet and fair ſhe ſeems to be. 


Tell her that's young, 

And ſhuns to have her Grares ſpy d, 
That hadſt thou ſprung 

In Deſarts, where no Men abide, 

Thou muſt have uncommended dy'd, 
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small is the Worth 

Of Beauty from the Light retir'd : 
Bid her come forth, 

Suffer herſelf to be defir'd, 

And not bluſh ſo to be admir'd. 

SONG 383. 
G9 „Virgin Kid, with lambent Kiſs, 
Salute a Virgin s Hand; 

Go, ſenſeleſs Thing, and reap a Bliſs 
Thou doſt not underſtand : 

Go, for in thee, methinks I find 
( Tho? *tis not half ſo bright ) 

An Emblem of her beauteous Mind, 
By Nature clad in white. 


Securely thou may*ſt touch the Fair, 
Whom few ſecurely can, 


May'ſt preſs her Breaſt, her Lips, her Hair, 


Or wanton with her Fan; ; 

May*ſt Coach it with her to and fro, 
From Maſquerades to Plays ; 

Ah! could*ft thou hither come "and go, 
To tell me what ſhe ſays! 


Go then, and when the Morning Cold 
Shall Rip her Lilly Arm, 


Do thou (oh! might I be fo bold) 


With Kiſſes make it warm. 
But when thy gloſſy Beauty's, o'er, 
When all thy Charms are gone, 
Return to me, I'll love thee more 
Than e'er I yet have done. , 
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0 vind the Viehr of Taunton-Dean, 
And he'll tell you the Banns were aſked ; 

A good vat Capon he had ver's Pains, 

And I zent it home in a Baſket. 
And Friday Night I was, by right, 

To have prov'd if ſhe were a Madein 
And now ſhe's run with a Soldier to Town: 

Heydledom, deydledum, cudden ; - 

Heydon, dudden, cudden, Tom: 

Sing heydledom, deydledom, cudden. 


My Mother ſhe zold her blue Game-Cock, 
And a da nty Brood of Chicken: 
Then bought herſelf a Canvaſs Smock, 
And rack'd it up in the K tchen: 
And ſhe bought me a Cambrick-Band, 
With a Bumpkin Pair of Breeches : 
Not th.nking but Joan 
Would have made me her own : 
But L'fa th ſhe'd have none of thoſe Vetches, 
Heydon, dudden, cudden, Tom : 
Sing heydledom, deydledom, cudden. 


Tu take a Hatchet and hang my zell, 
Before I'll endure theſe Loſſes : 

Or elſe a Rope in a doleſome Well, 
For I never can bear theſe croſſes : 

Or 1'll go to ſome Beacon high, 
For I'vaith I am welly wooden, 
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And throw my zelf down, her kindneſs to e 
Heydledom, deydledom, &. | 
If ſhe can think 'tis a better Trade, 
This ſhooting of Guns, and flaſhing, 
She'll find herſelf but a ſimple ade, 
For there's more to be got by Threſhing. 
Ine er ſhall beg without a Leg, 
Nor Occaſion have vor a wooden; 
Nor Cripple become, 
By vollowing a Drum, 
Heydledom, deydledom, cudden. 
Heydon, dudden, cudden, Tom: 
Sing heydledom, deydledom, cuddeA... 


SONG 385. a 
Reat Alexander's Horſe, 
Bucephalus by Name; 


That long has been enrolFd 


Within the Books of Fame: 
But Sir Credulous Eaſy's Mare 
So far did him excel ; 
She ne'er run for the Plate, 
But ſhe bore away the Bell : - 
With a Nighy, Wheegy, Yeopoop-a, 
Full Caper and Career; 
All England cannot ſhew you 
Sic another Mare. 


And to Brentford ſhe did come, 
And an 3 8 did find; 
4 


=. 
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She could not paſs it by, | 
For ſhe knew her Maſter's Mind 
And as he call'd for a Pot, 
She would be, would be ſure of twain 
Which her ſuch a Sot 
She ne er could run again. 
With a Nighy, &c. 
Since laſt I ſaw her Face, 
I heard Report is ſpread, 
With drinking in that Place, 
This bonny Mare is dead: 
And the laſt Words ſhe did fay, 
As ſhe came down the Hill ; . 
Was, ah ! that Bowl had broke her Heart, 
And fo ſhe made her Will: 
With a Nighy, &c. 
Her Fore-Hoof ſhe bequeath'd 
To ſome religious Fool, 
Who after her untimely Death, 
Begs Pardon for her Soul : 
And her hinder Hoof, with which 
She play'd full many a Trick ; 
She gave to thoſe curs d Wives, 
That gainſt their Huſbands kick; 
With a Nighy, &c. 
At the Burial of this Mare, 
| Her Maſter wept full ſore ; 
- Recauſe it was reported, 
He ne*er ſhould ſee her more: 
But that which comforted him 
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For his departed Friend, 
Was, after all his great Loſs, 5 

She made ſo good an End. 

With a Nighy, &c. | B 
Cam once made Love like a Bull, ; 
ull 

With Leda a Swan was in Vogue; 

And to perſevere in that Rule, that Rule, 4 


He now does deſcend like a Dog: 
For when I to Czlia would ſpeak, 
And on her Breaſt ſigh what I mean, 
My Heart-ſtrings are ready to break ; ( 
For there I find Monſieur Le Chien, LeChien, 
Le Chien, Monſieur, Monfieur Le Chien, : 
For Knowledge of modiſh Intrigues, 7 
Or managing well an Amour, | a 
I defy any one with two Legs, 8 
But here I am rival'd by four: k 
Diſtracted all Night with my Wrongs, 
I cry ! Cruel Gods! what d'ye mean! 
That what to my Merit belongs, Ir 
You beſtow upon Monſieur Le Chien, q 
For Feature, or Niceneſs in Dreſs, = 
Compare with him ſurely I can ; 
Nor vainly myſelf ſhould expteſs, 
To ſay, I am much more a Man 
To the Government firm too as he, 


| The A VI A R T. 


The former I cunningly mean; 
And if he religious can be, | 
I've as much ſure as Monſieur Le Chien. 


But what need I publiſh my Parts, 
Or idly my Paſſion relate ; 
Since Fancy, that captivates Hearts, 
Reſolves not to alter my Fate : 
I may fing, caper, ogle, and ſpeak, 
And make a long Court, aufh bien, 
And yet with one paſſionate Lick, 
I'm out-rivall'd by Monſieur Le Chien. 


SONG 387. 
(Beat God of Sleep, ſince it muſt be, 


That we muſt g. ve ſome Hours to thee, 


Irvade me not while the free Bowl 

Clows in my Cheeks, and warms my Soul; 

That be my only Time to ſnore, 

Vhen I can laugh, and drink no more; 

Kort, very ſhort be then thy Reign, 

tor I'm in haſte to laugh and drink again. 
But Ol if melting in my Arms, 

n ſome ſoft Dream, with all her Charms, 

Th: Nymph belov'd ſhould then ſurprize, 

and grant what waking ſhe denies ; 

"hen, gentle Slumber, prithee ſay, 

Jowly, Ah! flowly bring the Day; 

et 20 rade Noiſe my Bliſs deſtroy, 

zuch ſweet Deluſion's real Joy. 
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(Gaim King of the Ghoſts, make haſte, 
And bring hither all your Train: 
See how the pale Moon does , 
And juſt now is in the Wain : 
Come, ye Night-Hags, with your Charms, 
And revelling Witches away, 
And hug me cloſe in your Arms, 
To you my Reſpects I'll pay. 
I'll court you and think you fair, 
Since Love does diſtract my Brain; 
I'll go, and I'll wed the Night-Mare, 
And kiſs her, and kiſs her again: 
But if ſhe proves peeviſh and proud, 
A Pize on her Love, let her go 
I'll ſeek me a Winding-Shroud, 
And down to the Shades below, 


A Lunacy I endure; 
Since Reaſon departs away, 
I call to thoſe Hags for Cure, 
As knowing not what I ſay. 
The Beauty whom I adore, a 
Now flights me with Scorn and Diſdain, 
IT never ſhall ſee her more, 
Ah! how ſhall I bear my Pain? 


I ramble and range about, 
To find out my charming Saint, 
Whilſt ſhe at my Grief does flout, 
And laughs at 9 | 
3 
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Diſtraction, I fee, is my Doom, 
Of this I am too ſure; ' 
A Rival is got in my Room, 
While Torments I endure. 
Strange Fancies do run in my Head, 
While, wand'ring in Deſpair, 
I am to the Deſart led, 
Expecting to find her there: 
Methinks, in a ſpangled Cloud, 
I ſee her enthron'd on high; 
Then to her I cry aloud, a 
* And labour to reach the Sky. 


When thus I have rav'd a while, 
And weary'd myſelf in vain, 
I lie on the barren Soil, 
And bitterly do complain; 
Till Slumber hath quieted me, 
In Sorrow I ſigh and weep ; 
The Clouds are my Canopy, 
To cover me while I ſleep. 
I dream, that my charming Fair 
Is then in my Rival's Bed, 
Whoſe Treſſes of golden Hair 
Are on the fair Pillow ſpread ; 
Then this does my Paſſion inflame 
I ſtart, and no longer can lie; 
Ah ! Sylvia, art thou not to blame, 
To ruin a Lover ? I cry. 
Grim King of the Ghoſts be true, 
And hurry me hence away; 
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My languiſhing Life to you 

A Tribute I freely pay : 0 
To th' Elyſian Shades I poſt, 

In hopes to be freed from Care, 


Where many a bleeding Ghoſt 


Is hovering in the Air. 


G Roves and Woods, high Rocks and Mou. 
tains, | 
Springs andFloods, clear Brooks and Fountains, 
Birds and Beaſts that range with Pleaſure, 
Hear, hear the Charm of my Voice ; 
Make haſte and appear to dahce a gay Meaſure, 
And Phcebus pleaſe with Nature and Art's 
valu'd Treaſure, 
Haſte and ſee that no Sluggard refuſes: | 
Flora delightful as bluſhing Aurora, | 
To baniſh the Peſt of Pandora, 
I ſummon thy Jefſamine and Roſes; 
Ye pretty young Nymphs with your Poſie, 
Come away when I fing and play; | 
No Creature in Nature, 4 | 
Be late here, but wait here, 
From Vulcan's hot Bellows, 
Air, Neptune and Tellus, | 
The Thruſhes from Buſhes, | 
And Prickets from Thickets, 
Come. whiſk it and friſk it, 
And ſkip it and trip it, 
In Honour of Love and the Muſes, 


, 
l 
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( *Vardian Angls, now protect me, 
3 Send to me the Swain I love: 
Cupid, with thy Bow direct me, 
Help me, all ye Pow'rs above. 
Bear him my Sighs, ye gentle Breezes, 
Tell him I love and I deſpair. 
Tell him, for him I grieve, 
Say, 'tis for him I live, 
O may the Shepherd be fincere ! 


Thro* the ſhady Grove I'll wander, 
Silent as the Bird of Night : 
Near the Brink of yonder Fountain, 
Firſt Leander blefs'd my Sight; 
Witneſs, ye Groves and Falls of Water, 
Echoes repeat the Vows he ſwore; 
Can he forget me, 
Will he negle& me, 
Shall I never ſee him more ! 


Does he love, and yet forſake me, 
To admire a Nymph more fair ? 
If 'tis fo, PII wear the Willow, 
And eſteem the happy Pair. 
Some lonely Cave I'll make my Dwelling, 
Ne'er more the Cares of Life purſue : 
The Lark and Philomel 
Only ſhall hear me tell 
What makes me bid the World adieu. 


* 


A chearful Gaiety diſpenſe, 


SONG 39r. 

H Ai Burgundy, thou Juice divine, 
nſpirer of my Song; 

The Praiſes giv'n to other Wine 
To thee alone belong. : 

Of manly Wit and female Charms 
Thou can'ſt the Pow'r improve: 

Care of its Sting thy Balm diſarms, 
Thou nobleſt Gift of Jove. 

Bright Phoebus on' the Parent Vines, 
From whence thy Current ſtreams, 


Smiling amidſt the Tendrils ſhines, 


And laviſh darts his Beams. F 
The pregnant Grapes receive his Fire, 
And all his Pow'r retain ; 


With the ſame-Watmth cur Brains inſpire, -- 


And lead the ſprightly.Strain. 


From thee, fair Chloe's potent Eye 


New ſparkling Beams receives 


Her Cheeks imbibe a rofier Dye, 


New Fires her Boſom heaves. 


Summon' d to Love, by thy Alarms, 


Oh ! with what nervous Heat, 
Worthy the Maid we fill her Arms 3 
How oft that Love repeat 
The Stoick; prons to Thought intenſe, 
Thy Softneſs can unbend ; 
And make him taſte a Friend. OE 
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Forgets his penſive Strife, 
In honeft, ſocial Life. 


Wrapt up in Selves and Dreſs, 
Uite loſt to the Delight that ſprings 
rom Senſe - - thy Pow'r confeſs. 
Each fooliſh, puling, maudlin Face, 
That dares but deeply drink, 
Forgets his Cue, and tiff Grimace, 
Grows free, and ſeems to think. 


SONG 392. 
Hi. to the Myrtle Shade, 


Kings will not here invade, 
Tho Virtue all Freedom yield, 
Beauty here opens her Arms, 
To ſoften the languiſhing Mind ; 
And Phillis unlocks her Charms : 
Ah Phillis !'ah ! why ſo kind? 
Phillis, the Soul of Love, 
The Joy of neighb*ring Swains : 
Phillis that crowns the Grove, 
And Phillis that gilds the Plains: 
Phillis that ne'er had the Skill 
To paint, or to patch, or be fine ; 
Yet Phillis, whoſe Eyes can kill, 
Whom Nature has made divine. 
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His Brow grows clear, he feels Content, Phillis, whoſe charming Tongue 


And well concludes our Span well ſpent 
 Ev'n Fops - - thoſe doubtful gender Things, 


All hail to the Nymphs of the Field : 


1 


* 


HA Maſonry, thou Craſt divine 


Makes Labour and Pain a Delight ; 
Phillis that makes the Day young, 

And ſhortens the live-long Night: 
Phillis, whoſe Lips, like May, 

Still laugh at the Sweets they bring, 
Where Love never knew Decay, 

But ſets with eternal Spring. 


SONG 393. 


Glory of Earth, from Heav*n reveal'd ; 
Which doth. with Jewels precious ſhine, 
From all but Maſons Eyes conceal' d. 
Chor. Thy Praiſes due who can rehearſe, 
In nervous Proſe, or flowing Verſe ? 
As Men from Brutes diſtinguiſh'd are, 
A Mafon other Men excels ; 
For what's in Knowledge choice and rare, 
But in his Breaſt ſecurely dwells? 
Chor, His filent Breaſt, and faithful Heart, 
Preſerve the S:crets of the Art. 


From ſcorching Heat, and piercing Cold, 


From Beaſts whoſe Roar the Foreſt rends: 
From the Aſſaults of Warriors bold, 
The Maſons Art Mankind defends. 
Chor. Be to this Art due Honour paid, 
From which Mankind receive ſuch Aid, 


Enſigns of State, that feed our Pride, 
Diſtinctions troubleſome and vain ! 


_— 
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By Maſons true are laid aſide, | 
Art's free-born Sons ſuch Toys diſdain. 
cher. Ennobled by the Name they bear, 
Diſtinguiſh'd by the Badge they wear. 
Sweet Fellowſhip, from Envy free, 
Friendly Converſe of Brotherhood, 
The Lodge's laſting Cement be, 
Which has for Ages firmly ſtood. 
Chor. A Lodge thus built, for Ages paſt, 
Has laſted, and will ever laſt. 


Then in our Songs be Juſtice done 
To thoſe who have enrich'd the Art, 
From Jabe! down to Burlington, 
And let each Brother bear a Part. 
Chor. Let noble Maſons Healths go round, 
Their Praiſe in lofty Lodge reſound. 


SONG 394 
HAppr we, who free from Love, 
Have no Cares to break our Sleep; 
Who thro' pleaſant Meadows rove, 
Watching of our harmleſs Sheep. 
When we feel the Ev'ning's Air, 
And the Night invites us home; 
To our Cottage we repair, 
Where Content delights to come. 


SONG 395. 


Happy the youthful Swain, 
That feels no Lovye-ſick Smart; 


„ 


But without Grief or Pain, 
Can win a Virgin's Heart; 


Happy beyond expreſſing 


Is he who can obtain 
That moſt tranſporting Bleſſing, -. 
Which others ſeek in vain. 


Love, and the Graces, ſmiling, - 
In all his Actions meet; 
Cupid, the Fair beguiling, : 
Still makes his Conqueſt ſweet : 
Love is his only Treaſure, 
Beauty's his only Gain; 
Ever he finds the Pleaſure, 
But never feels the Pain. 


SONG 396. 


HY the Time when free from Love, 
I rang'd the Woods and ev'ry Grove ; 
I minded not the Great One's Fall, 
Nor whom Ambition did enthral, _ - 
minded not, &c. | 5 


My only Care was how to keep. 
From cruel Wolves my harmleſs Sheep +. 
But tho* from Wolves my Sheep I kept, 
None could my Heart from Love protect. 
But tho', &c. _ 
There is not one upon theſe Plains, 
That loves like me, of all the Swainsz + ' 
But I have learnt now, to my Colt, 
That who love's beſt mult ſuffer moſt. 
But I have, &c. 
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SONG 397. 
— H Inſect ! what can be 
"as In Happineſs compar'd to thee ? 
Fed with Nouriſhment Divine, 
The dewy Morning's gentle Wine! 
Nature waits upon thee ſtill, 
And thy verdant Cup does fill ; 
Tis fill'd wherever thou doſt tread : 
For Nature's Se!f's thy Ganymede ! 
Thou doſt drink, and dance, and ſing; 
Happier than the happieſt King! 
All the Fields which thou doſt ſee, 
All the Plants belong to thee. 
All the Summer Hours produce, 
Fertile made with early Juice ; 
Man for thee does ſow and plough, 
Farmer he, and Landlord thou. 
Thou innocently doſt enjoy, 
Nor does thy Luxury deſtroy ; 
With Joy the Shepherd heareth then 
Far more harmonious ſing than he 
Thee Country Hinds with Gladneſs hear, 
The Prophet of the ripen'd Year! 
Thee Pheebus loves, and does inſpire ; 
"Bright Phoebus is himſelf thy Sire 
7 To thee, of all things upon Earth, 
Life is no longer than thy Mirth. 
Happy Inſect ] thrice happy thou! 
Doſt neither Age nor Winter know ! 


\ 
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Content to breathe his native Air 


Bleſt, who can unconcern'dly find, 


k 


But when thouꝰſt drunk, and danc'd, and ſung 
Thy Fill, thy flow'ry Leaves among, 
Sated with thy Summer Feaſt, —_ 

Thou retir'ſt to endleſs Reſt. | ; 


SONG 4398. 


H Appy the Man whoſe wiſh and Care; 
A few paternal Acres bound ; 


In his own Ground; 


WhoſeHerds with Milk, hoſe Fields withBread, 
Whoſe Flocks ſupply him with Attire | 


Thoſe Trees in Summer yield him Shade, 
In Winter Fire, 


Hours, Days, and Years, flide ſoft away 
In Health of Body, Peace of Mind, 
Quiet by Day, 
Sound Sleep by Night, Study and Eaſe 
Together mixt, ſweet Recreation 
And Innocence, which moſt does pleaſe, 
With Meditation, 
Thus let me live, unſezn, unknown 3; _, 
Thus unlamented let me die: 


Steal from the World, and not a Stone | 
Tell where I lye. | 


H Appy's the Love which meets Return, 
When in ſoft Flames Souls equal burn; 


* 


The AVIARY. 


But Words are wanting to diſcover 

The Torments of a hopeleſs Lover, 

ve Reziſters of Heav*n, relate, 

If looking o'er the Rolls cf Fate, 

Pit you there ſee m&mark*d to marrow 
Mary Scot, the Flower o Yarrow ? . 


Ah no! her Form's too heavenly fair, 
Her Love the Gods above muſt are; 
While Mortals with Deſpair explore her, 
And at a Diſtance dus adore her.. 
O lovely Maid ! my Doubts beguile, 
Revive and bleſs me with A Smile: 


Alas! if not, you'll ſoon debar-a 


Sighing Swain the Banks of Yarrow. 


Be huſh, ye Fears, I'IF not deſpair, 
My Mary's tender as ſhe's fair; 
Then I'll go tell her all mine Anguiſh, 
She is too good to let me languiſh : 
With Succeſs crown'd, I'll not envy 
The Folks who dwell above the Sky ; 
When'Mary Scot's become my Marrow, 
We'll make a Paradiſe on Yarrow. 


SONG 400. 
Appy is a Country Life, 
H Med with Content, good Health and 
Eaſe ; 
Free from Faction, Noiſe, and Strife, 
We only plot nnn to 0 ; 


- 


Peace of Mind our Days delight, 
And Love our welcome Dreams at Night.” * 


Hail green Fields, and ſhady Woods 


Hail Springs and Streams, that nn raw 


pure! 
Nature's uncorrupted Goode, 
Where Virtue only dwells ſecure: 
Free from Vice, and free from Care, 
Age n no Pain, nor Youth a Snare: 


& , SONG 401. : 


H ARK | the bony Chriſt-Chureh Bella, 


1, 2, 3, 4, 5, 6. 
They found fo woundy great, 4 
So wond'xous ſweet, 1 


And they troul ſo merrily merrily/, 44 


— 


Hark the firſt and fecond Bell, 
That every Day at Four and Ten = 
Cries come to Pray rs, 


And the Virger troops before the Dean. 


Tingle, tingle, ting, goes the ſmall 9 at Nine, 


. To eall the Beerers home; 
But the Dev'l a Man 6 
Will leave his Cann, : N 
Till he hears the mizhty en * 
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= 
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L Ark | hark ! the eck crows, cs Pay all 
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Up Roger and James, and drive out your 'Y | *& 
Teams, k SONG 3s... 
Up quickly to carry the Corn in. T3 Ark! away, tis the merry-ton'd Horn 
Davy the Drowſy, and Barnaby Bowſy, Calls the Hunters all up in the Morn: 
At Breakfaſt we*l out and we'll jeer, Boys: To the Hills and the Wood-lands they fieer, 
Sluggards ſhall ghatter with Small-Beer and To unharbour the.qut-lying Deer. | 
| Water 8 | | 
While you ſhall tope off the March-Beer, CHORUS of Huntſmen, 
Boys. | d the Da 
Laſſes that ſnore, for ſhame give it o'er ; —— * is 5 
Mouth open, the Flies will be blowing: Still hollowing, * 
To get us ſtout Hum gainſt Chriſtmas does And foll 1 
2 come, k I So frolick and free ; 
Away, wherethe Barley is mowing. Our Joys know no Bounds, 
In your Smock-Sleeves go bind up the Sheaves While we're after the Hounds, 
| too (TER W 
With nimble young Rowland and Harry, R n Won _ * | 
Then when Work's over, at Night give each K — e be 4 * ”y 
" 3 


Lover * d : 
A Hag 2d a Bt i th Dae. (Poe, While he Hil they al cho Hill 


There's two for the Mow, and two for the 
Is then the next Labour comes after ; "2. 4 — _—_ 33 to the Skies; 
I'm ſure 1 hir'd four, but if you want more, all RY ee, | 
When we ſweep o'er'the Vallies, or climb 


I'll ſend you my Wife and my Daughter, b 
Roger the luſty tell Rachel the truſty, Up the Health breathing Mountain ſublime, 


The Barn's a rare place to ſteal Garters ; What a Joy from our Labours we fcel, 


- *Twixt her and you then, contrive up the Which alone they who taſte can reveal ? 
 Mowthen, And all the Day long, &c. 


14S 
ard take hat Nighs ſor your Quarters. * 
. &* 5 * ”- 
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H 
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SONG 404. While the Town, &. 
Ark, Lucinda, to the Wooing, 
Murm'ring Turtles am'rous Cooing 3 

Shelly Grotts their Love rebound : 

Streams along the Pebble trilling, 
Hearts with trembling Pleaſure filling, 

Sweetly anſwer to the Sound. 8. 

Twiſted Boughs above combining, 
Loving Joy around them twining, 

Guard thee with a 
Purple Violets, bluſhing Roſes, 
Od'rous Flow'rs in various Poſies, 

Dreſs thy Boſom and thy Head. 
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See! their tender Beings flying, 
Quickly fading, quickly dying ! 
Beauty ne er was fram d to laſt : 
Let the Lover once adviſe thee, 
To improve the Good that flies thee 3 
Soon, ah ! ſoon, the Seafon's paſt. 


I'm no more afraid. 


Cuard her for me, celeſtial Powers, 
Ye Gods, bleſs the Nym 
Oh ! may ſhe ever to love me incline ! 
Such lovely Perfections I cannot reſign. 


Firm Conſtancy grant her, 


Air, with hollow Tempeſts ſwelling, My true Love ſhall haunt her, 
Cuth'ring Clouds a Storm foretelling, My Soul cannot want her, 
Shroud in Night the faireſt Day : She's all ſo divine. 
Springing Beauty, gaily blooming, 
Sees not lowry Winter's coming, SONG 406. 
To December changing her May. Ark, hark on ev'ry Spray, 
SONG 495. p 
Hun how the Trumpet ſounds to Battle] Salute and hail the be. Bay. 


Hark! how the thund'ring Cannons rattle ! 


1 


P 


Cruel Ambition now ealls me away, 
While 1 ſoft kind Thidlgs. 
to ſay z 
While Honour alarms me, 
Young Cupid diſarms me, 
And Czlia ſo charms me, 
I cannot away. 


Hark again, Honour calls me to Arms ! 
Hark | how the Trumpet ſweetly charms 1 
Czlia no more then muſt be obey d, 
Cannons are roaring, and Enſigns diſplay'd : 
The Thoughts of Promotion 
Inſpire ſuch a Notion, 
Of Czlia's Devotion 


= 
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ph with happy Hours; ; 
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Why fit we fo mute, when early Linnets ſing, 
And warbling Philomel ſalutes the Spring ? 
Why fit we ſad when Phoſphor ſhines ſo clear, 
And laviſh Nature paints the purple Year ? 

Revive, revive, like Birds be gay, 

To-morrow's Light 
May prove our Night, 
Then let's enjoy the preſent Day. 


SONG 407. 
HA hark, the Huntſman ſounds his Horn, 
5 A Call ſo muſical chides the Drone, 
Ton, ton, ton, ton, ton, ton, ton, ton, ton, 


ton. 

The * wakes the drowſy Morn, 
The Woods re-echo the ſprightly Tone, 

Ton, ton, ton, ton, ton 1, ton, ton, ton, ton, 
The loud-tongu*d Cries the Concert fill, 
Our Steeds with PRI ſalute the Dawn, , 
; Ton , ton, &c. 

We mount; and now we climb the Hill, 
Then ſwift deſcending we ſweep the Lawn, 
Ton, ton, &c. 
The diſtant Stag our Accent hears, 
Our Ore fatal to him alone, 

Ton, ton, &c. 
"ee i ſtarts, and wing d with Fears, 
Fort akes tne Thicket to ſeck the Down, 


* * Ton, ton, &c, 
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With Wine regaling, all Cares we drown, 


Altho? Diana claims the Field; 
The Woods and Foreſts tho* all her own, 
Ton, ton, 


The Groves to Venus let her yield, 


Where we 1 follow her ſportive Son, 
Ton, ton, &, 
What Joy to trace the blooming Laſs 10 
Thro' darkſomeGrotto's with Moſs o ergrom v 
Ton, ton, &, 
What Harmony can ours ſurpaſs, 

When joining Chorus with Dove-like Moan! WY" 
Ton, ton, 4. 
In various Sports the Day thus ſpent, | 
Fatigu*d with Pleaſures when Night comes on 
Ton, ton, &, e. 


Our Limbs tho' tir'd, our Hearts content, 
Ton, ton, 4% 


SONG 408: 


Atk the thund'ring Cantons roar, 
Echoing from the German Shore, 
And the joyful News comes o'er ; 
The Turks are all confounded ? 
Lorrain comes, they run, they run ! 
Charge your Horſe thro” the grand half Moot 
We'll Quarter give to none, 
Since Staremberg is wounded, 


8 : 


aſe your Rank, and each brave Sout 

Take a luſty flowing Bowl, 

A grand Carouſe to the Royal Pole, 
The Empire's brave Defender ; 

No Man leave his Poſt by Stealth, 

To plunder the Grand Viſir's Wealth, 

But drink a Helmet full to th*Health 

Of the ſecond Alexander. 


Mahomet was a ſober Dog, 
A Small-beer, drowzy, ſenſeleſs Rogue, 
The Juice of the Orape, ſo mich in vogue, 
To forbid to thoſe adore him 
Had he but allow'd the Vine, 
Giv'n 'em leave to carouſe in Wine, 
The Turk had ſafely paſt the Rhine, 
And conquer d all before him. 


With dull Tea they fought in vain 

Hopeleſs ViRt*ry to obtain z 

Where ſprightly Wine fills ev'ry Vein, 
Succeſs muſt needs attend hirh ; 

Our Brains (like our Cannons) warm, 

Wich often firing feel no harm, 

While the ſober Sot flies the Alarm, 
No Laurel can befriend him. 

Chriſtians thus with Conqueſt crown'd, 

Conqueſt with the Glaſs goes round, 

Weak Coffee can not keep its Ground 

Againſt the Forde of Claret : 

hilſt we give them thus the Foil, 

and the Pagan Troops recoil, 
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The valiant Poles divide the spell, 
And in briſk Nectar ſhare it. 


Infidels are now o'ercome, - 
But the moſt Chriſtian Turk's at Home, 
Watching the Fate of Chriſtendom : 
But all his Hopes are ſhallow ; 
Since the Poles have led the Dance, 
Let Engliſh Cæſar now advance, 
"And if he ſends a Fleet to France, 
He's a Whig that will not follow. . 


SON G 409. 
Ark! how the Drums beat up "ſp 
For all true Soldiers Gentlemen, 
Then let us liſt, and march, I ſay, 
Over the Hills and far away; | 
Over the Hills, and o'er the Main, 
To Flanders, Portugal and Spain : 
Queen Anne commands, and we'll obey, 
Over the Hills and far away. 
All Gentlemen that have a Mind 
To ſerve the Queen that's good and kind, 
Come liſt and enter into Pay, 
Then o'er the Hills and far away; 
Over the Hills, &c. 
Here's Forty Shillings on the Drum, 
For thoſe that Volunteers do come, 2 
With Shirts, and Clothes, and preſent ray, | 
When o'er the Hills and faraway's | 
Or the n. Kc. F. 
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Hear that brave Boys, and let us go, 
Or elſe we ſhall be preſt, you know; 
Then liſt and enter into Pay, | 
And o'er the Hills and far away ; 
Over the Hills, &c. 


The Conſtables they ſearch about, 

To find ſuch briſk young Fellows out ; 
Then let's be Volunteers, I ſay, 
Over the Hills and far away ; 

Over the Hills, &c. 


Since now the French ſo low are brought, 
And Wealth and Honour's to be got, 
Who then behind wou'd ſneaking ſtay ? 
When oer the Hills and far away; 
Hills, &c. 

No more from Sound of Dram retreat, 
While Marlborough and Gallway beat 
The French and Spaniards every Day, 
When o'er the Hills and far away ; 
Over the Hills, &c. 
He that is forc*d to go to fight, 
Will never get true Honour by't, 
While Volunteers ſhall win the Day, 
When o'er the Hills and far away; 

Over the Hills, &c. . 
- What th? our Friends our Abſence mourn, 
We all with Honour ſhall return ; 
And then we'll fing both Night and Day, 
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Over the Hills and far away; 
Over the Hills, &c. 8 


The Prentice Tom he may refuſe 
To wipe his angry Maſter's Shoes ; 
For then he's free to ſing and play, 
Over the Hills and far away; 
Over the Hills, c. 
Over Rivers, Bogs and Springs, 
We all ſhall live as great as Kings, 
And Plunder get both Night and Day, 
When o'er the Hills and far away ; 
Over the Hills, &c. 


We then ſhall lead more happy Lives, 

By getting rid of Brats and Wives, 

That ſcold and cry both Night and Day, 

When o'er the Hills and far away: 
Over the Hills, &c. 


Come on then, Boys, and you ſhall ſee, 
We every one ſhall Captains be, 

To whore and rant as well as they, 
When o'er the Hills and far away: 
Over the Hills, &c. 4 


For if we go, tis One to Ten, 

But we return all Gentlemen, 

All Gentlemen as well as they, 

When o'er the Hills and far away: 
Over the Hills, &c. 
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$O0NG 410. 
H Fate to ſigh, to figh in vai; 
Deſpairing Sylvia cries ; 
Debarr d the Freedom to complain, 
But through a Lover's Eyes. 
And thoſe unguarded ever ſpeak, 
Betrayers of my Heart ; 
For ah! our Wiles are all too weak, 
Theſe to diſguiſe by Art. 


Thus hopeleſs muſt T e'er remain, 
Lke Ghoſt about their Treaſure ; 

Till ſpoke to nrſt ne*er ſpeak again, 
Stall waiting Strephon's Leiſure. 

Dear thoughtleſs Man, a Stranger to 
The Secrets of this Breaſt ; 

That's his from Inclination true, 
More conſtant than tis bleſt. 


There could he ſee, and conſcious know 
The Torments of Neglect; 5 
They ſoon would teach hun how to ſhew, 

More Love, and leſs Reſpect. 


SONG 411. 
F: Ave you e' er ſeen the Morning Sun 
From fair Aurora's Boſom run? 
Or have you ſeen on Flora's Bed 
The Eſſences of white and red? 
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Then you rhay boaſt, for you have feen 
My fairer Chloris, Beauty's Queeh. 
Have you e'er pleas'd your ſkilful Ears 
With the ſweet Muſick of the Spheres ? 
Have you e' er heard the Sytens fing, 

Or Orpheus play to Hell's black King ? 
If ſo, be happy, and rejoice, 

For thou haſt heard my Chloris Voice. 


Have you e*er ſmelt what Chymic Skill 
From Roſe or Amber doth diſtill? 
Have you been near that Sacrifice 

The Phcenix makes before ſhe dies ? _ 
Then you can tell, (I do preſume) * 
My Chloris is the World's Perfume. 
Have you e' er taſted what the Bee 
Steals from each fragant Flow'r or Tree # 
Or did you ever taſte that Meat, 
Which Poets ſay the Gads did eat ? 

O then I will no longer doubt 
But you have found my Chloris out. 


$ONG 412. 


H Ave you any Pots or Pans, 
Or any broken Chandlers ? 
Jam a Tinkler to my Trade, 
And newly come frae Flanders, 
As ſcant of Siller as of Grace, 
Diſbanded, 9 a bad Run; 
3 
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Gar tell the Lady of the Place, | 
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© I'm come to clout her Caldron. SONG 413. 
Fa adrie, didle, didle, &c. H Ave you ſeen Battledore Play, 
A Madam, if you have Wark for me, Where the Shuttlecocks fly to and fro one? 
_.- P11 do't to your Contentment, Or, have you noted an April Day, now raining, 
And dinnacare a fingle Flie | Now ſhinining, now warming, now ſtorming? 
For any Man's Reſentment ; | Ah! juſt, juſt ſuch as theſe is a Woman, Wl 
For, Lady fair, tho* I appear Love and true Merit do ſeldom prevail, f 
To every ane a Tinker, For always we hold a wet Eel by the Tail; 
Yet to your fell I'm bauld to tell, Their Tongues ne er are idle, their Humour; 
I am a gentle Jinker. | a Riddle; . (wheedep7 
Fa adrie, didle, didle, &c. They prick with their Needle, and ogle ad 3 
Love Jupiter into a Swan * And if they have Charms, A 
Turn'd, for his lovely Leda; _ ?Tis rarely that Beauty is true t ye, þ 
He like a Bull o'er Meadows ran, For few or none you are ſure are your own, Wl, 
To carry aff Europa - 8 a But in your Arms. 8 f 
E . Then may not I, as well as he, | 
=. " To cheat your Argos Blinker, | | SONG 414. | 
And win your Love, like mighty Jove, H Ang this whining Way of Wooing, 
Thus hide me in a Tinkler. Loving was deſign'd a Sport: 
Fa adrie, didle, &c. Sighing, Talking, without Doing, 
Sir, ye appear a cunning Man, Makes a filly, idle Court, 
But this fine Plot you'll fail in, Don't believe that Words can move her, 
For there is neither Pot nor Pan If ſhe be not well inclin'd : 4 
Of | you'll drive a Nail in. She herſelf muſt be the Lover, 
Then bind your Budget on your Back, To perſwade her to be kind, | 
YA And Nails up in your Apron ; ſhe grants the Favour 
For I've a Tinkler under Tack * = HO be undone: 4 W. 
1 ö That's us d to clout my Caldron, Never think your Paſhon gave her : 
Fa adrie, didle, &c. I0o your Wiſhes, but her own, | 
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| SONG 415. | 
Aſte, haſte, dear Youth, and tell the Fair 
My Love-fick Soul is all Deſpair : 
Sigh to her Pity, that ſhe may 
the Offering I'll her pay: 
For oh ! *tis better not to be, 
Than thus to live in Miſery. 
if ſhe frowns, then ſhalt thou be 
Baniſh'd from Love for wounding me; 
But if he ſmiles, then I will raiſe 
Arches triumphant to your Praiſe ; 
And all my future Days ſhall be 
like an eternal Extaſy. 
HE are People and Sports, 
Of all Sizes and Sorts, 
Coach'd Damſel and Squire, 
And Mob in the Mire, 
Tarpaulins, Trugmallions, 
Lords, Ladies, Sows Babies, 
And Loobies in Scores 
Some hawling, ſome bawling, 
Some leering, ſome fleering, 
Some loving, ſome ſhoving, 
With Legions of furbelow'd Whores, 


To the Tavern ſome go, 
And ſome to the Show z 


4 


Like Spigget and Tap 3 ; 


=_ 
See Poppets and 9 Vs 
ack-Puddens for Cuddens, = 
ope-dancing, Mares prancing, &,. 
Boats flying, Quacks lying, _ 
Pick-Pockets, Pick-Plackets, | = 
Beaſts, Butchers and Beaus : 
Fops prattling, Dice rattling,” 
Rooks ſhamming, Putts damning, 
Whores painted, Maſks tainted 
In Tally-mens furbelow'd Clothes. 
The Mob's Joys wou'd you know, 
To yon Muſick-Houſe go, 
See Taylors and Sailors, 
Whores, Molly and Dolly, 
Hear Mufick makes you ſick 3 
Some ſkipping, ſome tripping, 
Some ſmoking, ſome joking, 


Short Meaſure, ſtrange Pleaſure, 

Thus ſwilling and billing, | 

Some yearly get fairly a 
For Fairings, Pig, Pork, and a Clap. 


SONG 417. . | 

Ere lies old Hare, worn out with Cure, wah 
Who oft times toll'd the Bell; | 
Cou'd dig'a Grave, and ſet a Stave, 
And ſay Amen full 
P4 2 
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For ſacred Song, he ad Hopkins Tongue, 
And Sternhold's Eke alſo ; 


With Cough and Hem he'd ſtand by them, 


As far as Lungs wou'd go. 


Full many a Feaſt for Worms he dreſt, 


Himſelf ſtill wanting Bread 


But ah he's gone, with Skin and Bone, 


To ſtarve them, now he's dead. 
Here take his Spade, follow his Trade, 
Now he is out of Breath; 
Cover the Bones of one who once 


Wrought Journeywork for Death, 


SONG 418. 

Ere's to thee, my Boy, 

My Darling, my Joy, 
For a Toper I love as my Life, 
J love as my Life; 
Who ne er baulks his Glaſs, 

Nor cries like an Aſs, 
To go home to his Miſtreſs or Wife, 
To go home to his Miſtreſs or Wife. 

But heartily quaffs, 

Sings Catches and laughs ; 
All the Night he looks jovial and gay, 


Looks jovia! and gay; 


When Morning appears, 
Then homeward he ſteers, 
To ſnore out the reſt of the Day, 
To ſnore out the reſt of the Day. 
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He feels not the Cares, 

The Griefs, nor the Fears, 
That the Sober too often attend, 
Too often attend ; 

Nor knows he a Loſs, 

Diſturbance, or Croſs, 
Save the want of his Bottle and Friend, 
Save the want of his Bottle and Friend, 


SONG 419. 
HE that will not merry, merry be 
With a gen'rous Bowl and a Toaſt, 
May he in Bridewell be ſhut up, 
And faſt bound to a Poſt. 
Let him be merry, merry there, 
And we'll be merry, merry here: 
For who can know where we ſhall go, 
To be merry another Year ? 
He that will not merry, merry be, 
And take his Glaſs in Courſe, 
May he be oblig*d to drink ſmall Beer, 
With a Penny in's ne*'er Purſe ; 


Let him be merry, &c. 


He that will not merry, merry be, 
With a Comp'ny of jolly Boys, | 
May he be plagu'd with a ſcolding Wife, 
To confound him with her Noiſe ; 
Let him be merry, &c. 


He that will not merry, mernybe 
With his Miſtreſs in his Bed; 


> 


Let him be bury'd in the Church- yard, 
And me put in his Stead; | 
Let him be merry, &c. 


SONG 420. 


H Ere end my Chains, and Thraldom ceaſe ; 
If not in Joy, I'll live in Peace 5 

Since for the Pleaſures of an Hour 
We muſt endure an Age of Pain, 

Ill be this abject Thing no more; 
Love, give me back my Heart again. 


Deſpair tormented firſt my Breaſt, 

Now Falſhood, a more cruel Gueſt. 
O, for the Peace of human Kind, 

Make Women longer true, or ſooner kind l 
With Juſtice or with Mercy reign, 

O Love! or give me back my Heart — 


SONG 421. 
H Ear me, ye Nymphs, and ev'ry Swain, 
P11 tell how Peggy grieves me; 
Tho? thus I languiſh, thus complain, 
Alas! ſhe ne'er believes me. 
My Vows and Sighs, like filent Air, 
Unheeded never move her ; 
At the bonny Buſh aboon Traquair, 
"Twas there I firſt did love her. 


That Day the ſmil'd, and made me glad, 
No Maid ſeem d ever kinder 3 
* 
* . 
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I thought my ſelf the luckieſt Lad, 
So fweetly there to find her. 

I try'd to ſooth my am'rous Flame, 
In Words that I thought tender; 

If more there paſs'd, I'm not to blame, 
I meant not to offend her. 


Yet now ſhe ſcornful flees the Plain, . 
The Fields we then frequented ; 

If e'er we meet, ſhe ſhews Diſdain, 
She looks as ne er acquainted. 

The bonny Buſh bloom'd fair in May, 
Its Sweets I'll ay remember ; 

But now her Frowns make it decay, 
It fades as in December. 


Ye rural Pow'rs, who hear my Strains, 
Why thus ſhould Peggy grieve me? 
Oh ! make her Partner in my Pains, 
Then let her Smiles relieve me. 
If not, my Love will turn Deſpair, 
My Paſſion no more tender 
I'll leave the Buſh aboon Traquair, 
To lonely Wilds I'll wander, 


SONG 422, 
H Arken and I will tell you how, 


Young Muirland Willie came here to WOO, 
Tho' he could neither ſay nor do 
The Truth I _ to you. 
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Kut ay he cries, Whate'er betide, A Peat-pat and a Lang-Kail Yard, . 
_ Maggy, I'fe ha'e her to be my Bride, With a fal, &c. | 
With a fal dal, &c. The Maid pat on her Kirtle brown, 
On his Gray Yad as he did ride, She was the braweſt in a' the Town 
_ With Durk and Piſtol by his Side, I wat on him ſhe did no gloom, | 
He prick d her on wi” mickle Pride, | But blinkit bonnilie. 
Wi' mickle Mirth and Glee. The Lover he ſtended up in Haſte, 
Out oer yon Moſs, out o'er yon Muir, And gript her hard about the Waiſt, | 
Till he came to her Daddie's Door, With a fal, &c. 

With a al, &c. To win your Love, Maid, I'm come here, 
Goodman quoth he, be ye within, I'm young, and hae enough o'Gear ; 
Em come your Doghter's Love to win, And for myſelf ye need nae fear, 

IJ care no for making meikle Din; Troth try me whan ye like. 
What Anfwer gi ye me? He took aff his Bonnet, and ſpat in his Chew, 
© Mow, Woer, quoth he, wou'd ye light down, He dighted his Gab, and pri'd her Mou", 
II gie ye my Doghter's Love to won, With a fal, &0c. | 
Wich a fal, &c. | The Maiden bluſht, and bing*d fu law, 
Now, Woer, fin ye are lighted down, She had nae Will to ſay him nag 
do ye win, or in what Town ? But to her Dadie ſhe left it a', 
F think my Doghter winna gloom ; As they twa cou'd agree. 
On fick a Lad as ye. The Lover he ga'e her the tither Kiſs, 


ftepp'd, up the Houſe, Syne ran to her Daddie, and tell'd him this, 
he was wond'rous croufe ? With a fal, &c. | 
. Vour Doghter wad no ſay me na, 
But to your ſell ſhe has left it a', 
As we cou'd agree between us twa z 
Say what'll ye gi'me wi' her? 1 
Now, Woer, quo he, I ha'e na meikle, 
But fick's I ha'e ye's get a Pickle, 
With a fal, &C, ; 
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AKinfu? of Corn I'll gie to thee Frm 
Three Soums of Sheep, twa good Milk Ky ; 
Ye's ha'e the Wadding Dinner free; 
Truth, I dow do na mair. 
Content, quoth he, a Bargain be't, 
I'm far frae hame, mak haſte, let's dee't., 
With a fal, &c. 
The Bridal Day it came to paſs, 
wi' mony a blythſome Lad and Lafs ; 
But ſicken a Day there never was, 
Sic Mirth was never ſeen. 
This winſome Couple ſtraked Hands, 
Meſs John ty'd up the Marriage Bands, 
With a fal, &c. 
And our Bride's Maidens were na few, 
Wi' Tap-knots, Lug-knots, a' in blue, 
Frae Tap to Tae they were braw new, 
And blinkit bonnilie. 
Their Toys and Mutches were ſac clean, 
They glanced in our Ladies Een, 
With a fal, &c. 
Sic Hirdum Dirdum, and fic Din, - 
Wi' he o'er her, and ſhe o'er him; 
The Minſtrels they did never blin, 
Wi' mickle Mirth and Glee. 
And ay they bobit, and ay they beckt, 
And ay their Wames together met, 
With a fal, &c, 


29 
SONG 423. a 
E that in Love would ſtill 
Or not be troubled if he fail, 
Let him my Way be a Lover: 
At firſt I ſeem to dis for Love ; 
If that her Pity will not move, 

Without it I recover 
But if the Lady's kind and true, 

I always ſtrive to be ſo too, 4 

Thus to Pity I invite her; / 
But if a Tyrant ſhe will e, 

And deny that for which I love, 
Thus when I do a Beauty ſee, 
I like her juſt as ſhe likes me, 

Who vexes if I don't take her? | 
But yet the Conſequence is had; > 
For if ſhe's fair, muſt I be mad ? 

I'll rather ſtraight forſake her, 


The beſt Rule which in Love I find, 

Is to think none fair but the kind x 

Women thus are pretty 'Trifles : a 

Tho' Water thrown upon a Fire, 

Or Ice on Love, makes ſome burn higher, 
Yet mine it forthwith ſtifles. _ 8 

Who begs a Lady's Heart, muſt fill _ 


Be 1 with whatſde en ſhe wills 
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The Beggar muſt not be Chooſer: 
But I fo wiſely Things deſign, 
That always in Amours of mine, 

I'm a Winner, or no Loofer, 


For when a coy Nymph Love inſpires, 
In Wine I quench my hopeleſs Fires ; 
Thus one Heat expels the other: 

Women I therefore will decline, 
All my Affections are on Wine, 
When they kill, this will recover. 


SONG 424. Away you Rover. 
H E that has the beſt Wife, ' 
She's the Plague of his Life ; 
But for ber that will ſcold and will quarrel, 
* cut her off ſhort 
Meat and her Sport, Boys, 
And ten times a Day ge 8 
And ten Times a Day hoop her Barrel. 


| SONG 4z5. 
HE who for ever, 
. N Wou'd hope for Favour, 
op muſt endeavour 


To charm the Fair: 
He dances, he dances, 
a _— * 
: 8, and glances 
He makes . 8 
He fings, and dances, 
And mends his Air, 
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SONG 426. 
Hu me, each harmonious Grove, 
Gently whiſper all ye Trees, 

Tune each warbling Throat to Love, 

And cool each Mead with ſofteſt Breeze; 
Breathe ſweet Odours, ev'ry Flow'r, 

All your various Painting ſhow ; 
Pleaſing Verdure grace each Bow'r, 

Around let ev'ry Bleſſing flow. 


Glide, ye limpid Brooks along; 
Phoebus, glance thy mildeſt Ray: 


Murm'ring Floods, repeat my Song, 


And tell what Colin dare not ſay. 
Celia comes ! whoſe charming Air 
Fires with Love the rural Swains 
Tell, ah! tell the blooming Fair, 

That Colin dies, if ſhe diſdains. 

SONG 427. 
Ere's a Whim-wam new come over, 
And who will prick at my Lottery-Book, 

Tis ſpick and ſpan new to Dover, 

From France, where it lately took : 

*T will eaſe you of all your Troubles, ho! 
By a chemical, new, chemerical Way; 
But, firſt of all down with the Bubbles, ho! 

For this is the faireſt Play. 
Come Jenny, the Chambermaid, trudge it; 
Come Tinker, and pawn thy Budget, 

And Gillian no longer amble on Foot, 
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For Lords ſhall look like Aſſes; Unleſs Mr Knight ſhould darken the Day, 

For ſee ye how Stock advances up to't, "Twill be at twelve hundred To-morrow, +». 
And Footmen ride in * — 2 And we underſtand the Lay. 

Then, Chimney-ſweep, ſell thy 1 : 
Jump off thy Board, bungling Botcher, | SONG 428. 
And leave the Plough, truſty Roger, H Ere's a Health to the Tackers, my Boys, 

And Teague, with thy Gramace ſneaſh it But mine A--ſe for the Tackers about 3 
Trip, Cicely, trudge it with Mary, (away: May the brave Engliſh Spirits come in, 

And gued muckle Sawney Lad donna ftay ; And the Knaves and Fanaticks turn out: 
And Dorothy flight thy Dairy, Since the Magpyes of late are confounding 

For we are as blith as May. the State, | 
Come hither each pretty Fellow, - And would pull our Eſtabliſhments'down, ; 
And Country Squire, thou Booby nob Head; Let us make em a Jeſt, for they ſhir in"their” 
Here's Harlequin, Punchinello, Neſt, | 

So nimbly, archly tread ; - And be true to the Church and the Crown. 
Here's Mynheer van Gundy Gutt Guzzle too, Let us chuſe ſuch Parliament-Men, 

To raiſe or fall as Knav'ries meet; As have ſtuck to their Principles tight; 
Meſs John, come help us to puzzle too; And would not their Country betray 

And throw thy Cloak o'er the Cheat ; In the Story of Aſhby and White : | 
Thy Canting will ſafely fold us, Who care not a T---d for a Whig, or a Lord, 
When Air is too hot to hold us, That won't ſee our Accounts fairly ſtated 3 

Then prithee now Colly refuſe me no more, por CI ne'er fears the Addreſs of thoſe Peers, 


Lor vamp up a queer Reviſal; Who the Nation of Millions have cheated, 
For Water, Sir, never will turn into Gold, The next Thing adviſcable is, SY 


And a Fool ſhould have no Rival, Since Schiſm ſo ſtran abounds 
Till C---y'$ great Stock be ſold, To oppoſe ev'ry Man gely ſet up 4 
Let every Trick be a clean one, By Diffenters, in Corporate Towns: : 
Fat S ow is better than lean one: For High-Church, and Low-Church, that 
Then friſk it about, and jerk it away, brought us to No-Church, ; 
Fer here's no Sign of Sorrow; 
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And Conſcience fo bubbl'd the Nation; 

For who is not ſtill for Conformity Bill, 
Will be ſurely a R--- on Occaſion, 


SONG 429. 
E that is a clear 
Cavalier, 
Will not repine, | 
Although 
His Subſtance grow 
So very low, 
That he cannot drink Wine, 


 Fortunie is a Laſs 


And ſoon deftroy ; 
Free-born, 
Jn Liberty, 


We'll ever be, 


Singing Vive le Roi. 


Virtue is its own Reward, Sir, 
And Fortune is a Whore ; 


There's none but Fools and Knaves regard her, 


Or her Power implore. 
He that is a truſty Roger 
And hath ſerv'd his King ; | 
Altho he be a tatter d Soldier, 
Yet he will ſkip and fing : 
Whilſt he that fights for Love, 
May in the Way of Honour , 
And they that make Sport of us, 
May come ſhort of us ; | 
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Fate will flatter them, 
And will ſcatter them, 
Whilſt the Royalty 
Looks upon Loyalty, 
We that live peaceably, 
May be ſucceſsfully 
Crown'd with a Crown at laſt, _ 


But a real honeſt Man 


May be utterly undone, 
To ſhow his Allegiance, 
His Love and Obedience; 
But that will raiſe him up, 
Virtue weighs him up, f 
Honour ſtays him up, 
And we'll praife him; 
Whilſt the fine Courtier dine, 
With his full Bowls of Wine, 
Honour will make him faſt. 
Freely let's be then 
Honeſt Men, 
And kick at Fate, 


We 4 


May live to ſee, 
Our Loyalty 
Valued at a higher Rate. 
He that bears a Word, 
| Or a Sword, 

*Gainſt the Throne ; 
Or doth prophanely prate, 
To wrong the State, 

Hath but little of his own, ' 
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CHORUS. There's none can from Danger ſecure you, 
What tho“ Plummers, Painters, and Players, Like brave, gallant Moor of Moor-hall, 
Be the proſperous Men; No Giant or Knight ever quell'd him, | 
Yet we'll attend our own Affairs, He fills all their Hearts with Alarms : 
When we come to't agen : No Virgin yet ever beheld him, 
Treachery may be fac'd with Light, But wiſh'd herſelf claſp'd in his Arms. 
And Leachery ö d Pre Furr ; But wilh'd, &c. ö 
A Cuckold ma made a Knight; , 
"Tis Fertan da ls Guam: = SONG 431. 
But what is that to us Boys, E that is reſolv'd to wed, 


5 And be by the Noſe by Woman led, 
That 3 —— Let him conſider't well e er he be ſped ; 
We'll conquer and come agen. f . 
Beat up the Drum agen: For that lewd Inſtrument, a Wife, 
If that ſhe be inclin'd to Strife, 


rm 2 Will find a Man ſhrill Muſick all his Life, 
—— for Cavaliers; Will find a Man, &c. 
Dub, a dub, dub, If he approach her when ſhe's" vext, 
Have at old Belzebub, Nearer than the Parſon does his Text, 
Oliver ſtinks for "any He's ſure to have enough of what comes ne 
Fifth-Monarchy muſt down, Bullies, And by our Grammar Rules we fee, 
And every Sect in Town: Two different Genders can't agree, 


Nor without Soleciſms connected be, 


We'll rally, and to't agen; Nor without, &c. 
, 


Give *em the rout agen, 


Charge *em home agen, Vet this by none can be deny d, 
Face to the right about, tantar-ar-ar-a a: That Wedlock, or 'tis much bely'd, (try d: 
This is the Life of an honeſt Cavalier. Is a good School, in which Man's Virtue's 
And this Convenience Woman brings, 
SONG. 430. That when her angry Mood begins, 


E's a Man, ev'ry Inch, I aſſure you, The Huſband never wants a Sight ots Sig, 
Stout, vigorous, aR.ve, and tall; _ The Huſband never, &c. 
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If he by chance offend the leaſt, \ 

His Penance ſhall be well encreaſt, 

She*ll make him keep a Vigil without Feaſt 3 

And when's Confeſſion he is framing, 

She will not fail to make's Examen, 

He has nothing elſe to do but ſay Amen. 
Hie has nothing, &c. 
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E himſelf courts his own Ruin, 


That with too great Paſſion ſues em; 


When Men whine too much in Wooing, 
Women will like Coquets uſe em: 
Some by this Way of addreſſing 

Have the Sex ſo far tranſported, 
That they Il fool away the Bleſſing 
For the Pride of being courted :; 


Jilt and ſmile when we adore em, 

While ſome Blockhead buys the Favour z 
Preſents have more Power o'er em 

Than all our ſoft Love and Labour. 
Thus like Zealots, with ſcrew'd Faces, 
We our Fooling make the greater; 
While we cant long-winded Graees, 
Others they fall to the Creature. 


SONG 433: 


| H ER Fyes are like the Morning bright, 
Her Eyes are like the Morning bright, 
Her Checks like Roſes fair ; s 
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Her Breaſts like water'd Lilies white, 

Her Breaſts like water'd Lilies white, 
Like Silk her flowing Hair : 

Her Breaſts like water'd Lilies white, 


Her Breaſts like water d Lilies white, 


Like Silk her flowing Hair. 


Her Breath's as ſweet as Odours blown 
By Zephyrs o'er the Vales ; 

Her Skin's as fine and ſoft as Down, 
Her Voice like Nightingale's. | 

Where'er ſhe breathes, where'er ſhe ſings, 
How happy are the Groves ! 

How bleſt ! how much more bleſt than king, 
The Shepherd that ſhe loves? 

With gentle Steps let's beat the Ground, 
In gladſome Couples join'd ; 

For Joy that your Dorinda' 's found, | 
And ev'ry Lover kind. 


SONG 434. Of a noble Race auer 
Shinkin. 


H Ear all you Friends to Knighthood, 
A Tale will raiſe your Wonder, 
How Caitiff vile, 
By baſeſt Wile, 
An hardy Knight did plunder, 


How from this Pritiſh Worthy 
This Knave, a Pox light on bur ! 
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Did once purloin 
The only Sign 
And Badge he had of Honour. 
Oh ! had you ſeen our Hero ! 
No Knight could e' er look bigger, 
Unleſs his Size 
My Song belies, 
Than M----n of Tredegar. 
A Ribbon grac'd his Shoulder, 
A Star ſhone on his 4M Sir 
With ſmart Tou b 
Fort bien poudres, 
And Cockade on his Creſt, Sir. 


This Ribbon held à Bauble, 

Which his kind Stars decree him; 
With which he'd play, 
Both Night and Day, 

'Twoul4 do you good to ſee him. 


Tho' I a Bauble call it, 
It miſt not thus be lighted ; 
I was one of the Toys, 
Bob gave to his Boys, 
When firſt the Chits were knighted, 
Hur was the Flow't of Knighthood, 
Ya ne er ſaw ſuch a gay Thing; 
But Engliſh Rogue, 
Confound the Dog, 
Was rob hur of hur Play-thing. 


Rouze up, ye brave Knights Errant, --- 


Ne er give this Catif Quatter, 


Commit ev'ry Care to the Guardians above, 
And we'll live like Immortals in Pleaſure and 


- 
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Ve Knights of the Toaſt, 
Or Knights of the Poſt, 
Or Thiſtle, Bath, or Garter. 


Learn hence ye courtly Lordlings, 


Who hear this fatal Story ; 


On how ſlight —_ 
Depend thoſe Things, 
Whereon ye hang your Glory. 


« SONG 435. 
H s to thee, my Damon, let's drink and 


merry, 
ini a all our Cares in full Bumpers of 
Sherry; 


Love. 

Here's Phillis's Health + Lo ! the Liquor flows 
higher ; 

'Tis Phillis's Name that awakens that Fire: 

Since the Liquor is clear, let our Eloquene? 
ſhine, 

And Fancy be briſk, as the ſparkling Wine. 

Ye Nymphs, and ye Graces, yo Cupids, ye 
Swains, 

Co pluck the ſweet. Roſes, the Pride ; of the 
Plains; 

Pluck only ſuch Roſos as worthy the Fair, 

And weave her a Chaplet with diligent Cars þ 


Q 


. While to yon cool Poplar's kind Shade we re- 


To melt in Embraces, and mingle our Fire; 
In languiſhing Blifſes we'll live, and we'll die, 
She'll melt in the Flames, 4a her 


Eye. 


SONG 436. 
TITS Ws Lal with s rowling 


Eye, 
Phat won't any Gentleman twice deny, 

But on reaſonable Terms will ſoon comply, 

And a Fig for the coy diſſembling Punk. 

Here's a Health to the Lad that loves a briſkLaſs, 
And ſccrns in his Turn to refuſe his Glaſs, 

Or by his tiffAirs ſhow the World he's an Aſs, 

But vill with an honeſt good Friend be drunk. 


For when in his Head the Wine is got, 
No Emperor can be ſo great as he; 
*Tis the Dunce that won't drink ſnall be count- 
dd a Sot, 
; And we'll ne er think him fit for good Com- 
5 oy pany. 
| _ Then up to the Brim * fill his Glaſs, 
And drink to the Healths that Inam'd before, 
For che Prig that loves not both his Bottle and 
Laſs, 
May he die in a Ditch, a Son of a Whore, 
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SONG 437. 
H ID from himſelf, now by the Dawn 
He ftarts as freſh as Roſes blawn, 
And ranges o'er the Heights and Lawn 
After his bleeting Flocks. 
Healthful, and innocently gay, . 
He chants, and whiſtles out the Day; 
Untaught to ſmile, and then betray, 
Like courtly Weathercocks. 


Life happy, from — 2 free, 
Envy and vile Hypocri | 
Where Truth and Love wth Joys agree! 

Unſullied with a Crime 
Unmov'd with what diſturbs the Great, 
In propping of their Pride and State, 
He lives, and unafraid of Fate, 

Contented ſpends his Time. 


SONG 438. 


Hou, hold thy Noſe to the Pot, Tom, Tom, 
And hold thy Noſe to the Pot, Tom, Tom 
"Tis thy Pot, and my Pot, 
And my Pot, and thy Pot, 

Sing hold thy Noſe to the Pot Tom, Tom, 


Tis Malt will cure the Maw, Tom, 
And heal thy Diſtempers in Autumn, 
Felix quem facient, 
I prithee be patient, 
Aliena pericula cautum, 


«3 
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Then hold thy Noſe to the Pot Tom, Tom, 
Hold, hold thy Noſe to the Pot Tom, Tom ; 
There's no Parſon nor Vicar, 
But will toſs off his Liquor, 
Sing hold thy Noſe to the Pot Tom, Tom. 


SONG 439.. 
Ho bleſt ace Shepherds, how happy their 


bl 
While Drums and Trumpets are ſounding 
Alarms: 
Over our lowly Sheds all the Storm paſſes, 
And when we die, tis in each other's Arms: 


All the Day on our Herds and Flocks employing, 


All the Night on our Flutes, and in enjoying. 
All the Day, &c. 

Bright Nymphs of Britain ,withGraces attended, 
Let not your Days without Pleaſure expire 

Honour's but empty, and when Youth is ended, 
All Men will praiſe you, but none will defire : 

Let not. Youth fly away without contenting, 

&ge will come time enough for your repenting. 
Let not Youth, &c. 


SONG 440. 
How calm, Eliza, are theſe Groves, 
How ſweet to entertain our Loves? 
Free from Sorrow, ſree from Care, 
Jealouſy and black Deſpair. 
— 


In theſe ſweet Elyſian 
y we enjoy our 


The AVIARY. 


Nor Nothing to talk of, for Nothing they know. 


227 
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He barp- are we, when the Wind is abaſt, 
And the Boatſwain he pipes, Haul both 

our Sheets aft. 
Steady, ſteady, ſays the Maſter, it blows a freſh 
ale, [doth not fail. 
We'll ſoon reach our Port, Boys, if the Wind 
Then drink about, Tom, altho* the Ship roll, 
We'll ſave our rich Liquor,by ſlinging ourBowl, 


SONG 442. 


Ho em of Nothing s the Life of a 
They*ve Nothing to think of, * ye Nothing 


to do; 


Such, ſuch is the Life of a Beau, &c. 


For Nothing they riſe, but to draw the freſh Airz 
Spend the Morning in Nothing, but Curling 


their Hair, 
And do Nothing all Day, but ſing, eps and 
ſtare . 


For Nothing, at Night, at the Play-houſe they 
crowd, 
To mind Nothing done there, they always are 
proud. 
But to bow, and to grin ,and talk Nothing alous: 
Such, ſuch i is, &c. Q2 


Such, fach is, 
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or Nothing they run to th* Aſſembly and Ball, 
= for Nothing, at Cards, a fair Partner they 


call : a 
For they ſtill muſt be heaſted, who've --- No- 
thing at all: 
Such, ſuch is, &c. 9 
For Nothing, onSundays, at Church they appear; 
For they ve Nothing to hope, nor they've No- 
thing to fear: ; 
They can be Nothing no where, who --- No- 
tdttthing are here; 


Such, ſuch is, c. 
"RV SONG 443- 
42 W ſoreetiy ſmells the Simmer green 

1 He Sweet the Peach and Cherry, 
painting and Order pleaſe our Een, 

And Claret make us merry: 

But fineſt Colours, Fruits and Flowers, 

3 And Wine, tho' I be thirſty, 

Loſe a* their Charms and weaker Pow'rs, 
Compar' d with thoſe of Chriſty. 

When wand' ring o'er the flow'ry Park, 
No nat' ral Beauty wanting, 

How lightſome is t to hear be Lark, 

And Birds in Conſort chanting ? 

Bur if my Chriſty tunes her Voice, 

m rape in Admiration 3 

My Thoughts with Extafies rejoice, 
And drap the hale Creation, 
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Whene er ſhe ſmiles a kindly Glance, 
I take the happy Omen, 
And after mint to make Advance, 
Hoping ſhe'll prove a Woman 
But, dubious of my ain Deſert, 
My Sentiments I ſmother ; 
With ſecret Sighs I vex my Heart, 
For fear ſhe love another. 
Thus ſang rare” by a Burn, ” 
His Chriſty did o'er-hear him; 
She daughtna let her Lover mourn, 
But ere he wiſt drew near him. 

She ſpake her Favour with a Look, 
Which left na Room to doubt her. 
He wiſely this white Minute took, 0 

And flang his Arms about her. 
My Chriſty ! - witneſs, bonny Stream, 
Sic Joys frae Tears ariſing, 
I wiſh this may na be a Dream ; 
O Love the maiſt ſurpriſing ! 
Time was too precious now for Tauk 
This Point of a* his Wiſhes ; 
He wadna with fet Speeches bauk, 
But war'd it a'on Kiſſes. 


SONG 444. 
How wretched is a Maiden's Fate, 
When Love invades her Heart 
In ſecret ſhe deplores her State, 
Nor dares reveal the Smart. 


? 
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if Love a Shepherd's Breaſt engage 
No nicer Forms reſtrain : a 


He wooes, he ſighs, and Sighs aſſuage 


The agonizing Pain. 


We born to love, and be belov'd, 
A Fate like Echio's try: 


Ah! worſe ; for when we'te ſtrongeſt mov'd, 


We heſitats and die. 


And I longer can't conceal 
The Anguiſh for your Sake I feele 
Yet, if you diſregard my Pain, 
I bid this World adieu : | 
For all my Hopes of Life ate vain, 
If not ſuſtain'd by you. 
With Diſdain do not grieve me, 
See my Pain, and relieve me; 


Then point out, Love, the happy Way Sure you can't ſeverely treat 
To make our Wiſhes known; A Lover dying at your Feet. 
Our Hearts uncenſur*d to diſplay; Pity and Love ſhould, in the Fair, 
And all thy Rigour own. Inſeparably join, 
8 To extricate from Deſpair 
ON G 445. Such am*rous Hearts as mine. 
pow can I well deſcribe the Joy, Sweet Replies, | 
When firſt I ſet my Eyes Kind Behaviour, 
On her who only could employ Pleaſing Eyes, 
My Thought in great Surprize ! Gentle Favour, 
Charming Face, Are what Lovers muſt implore, 
Love exciting; Or elſe they can exiſt no more. 
Comely Grace, 
DT”. All delighting ; SONG 446. 
can look on one ſo fair, lov Nance thus cruelly 
And not the Force of Love declare ! H -— 2 ax he oo 4 
But when I labour' d to addreſs A Swain = is wretclied, when banifh'd 
The Tenour of my Suit, Sight; © 


Fear did my faultring Speech oppreſs, Who for your Sake alone thinks Life worth bis 
And I continu'd mute: Care, 


But my Smart more abounded But which ſoon, if you frown on, muſt end in 
Cupid's Dart has me wounded, Deſpair, 2 


* * 
. 


_ 
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If you meant thus to torture, O why did your 
- Byes | 
Once expreſs ſo much Softnefs, and ſweetly fur- 


2e; 
By their Luſtre inflam d, I cou'd not believe, 
As they had ſuch mild Influence, they e'er 


7 wou'd deceive. 


Zut alas! like the Pilgrim bewilder'd in Night, 
Who perceives a falſe Splendor at Diſtance in- 
is: 
Overjoy'd he haſtes on, purſues it, and dies; 
A like Ruin attends me, if away Nancy flies. 
© forget not the Raptures youfelt in my ne 
When you call'd me dear Angel, and unveil” 
all your Charms: 
When you * laſting Love, and ſwore with 
„ 2. 
That in my fond Embraces was center d all Bliſs. 
Faireſt, but moſt obdurate, conſider that Woe 
Will, like Sickneſs neglected, more deſperate 
grow: 


That your Heart may relent, Iimplore the kind 


"a, Pow'rs, | | 
| Since I'm conſtant as your Sex, be not fickle as 


SONG 447. 


4 7 | — 4 
3,5. 


A Hb Man John Ochiltree; 


& 4 Mine ain auld John Ochiltree, 
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| Wilt thou come o'er the Moor to me, 
And dance as thou was wont to do. 
Alake, alake I wont to do 
Ohon, Ohon |. I wont to do! 
Now wont to do's away frae me, 
Frae filly auld John Ochiltree, 
Honeſt Man John Ochiltree, 
Mine ain auld John Ochiltree, 
Come anes out o'er the Moor to me, 
And do but what thou dow to do. 
Alake, alake! I dow todo! 
Walaways ! I dow to do 
To whoſt and hirple o'er my Tree, 
My bony Moor-powt is a I may do. 
Walaways John Ochiltree, 
For mony a Time I tell'd to thee, 
Thou rade fac faſt by Sea and Land, 
And wadna keep a Bridle-hand ; 
Thou'd tine the Beaſt, thy ſell wad die, 
My filly auld John Ochiltree. 
Come to my Arms, my bony Thing, 
And chear me up to hear thee fing ; 
And tell me o'er a' we hae done, 
For Thoughts maun now my Life ſuſtain. 
Gae thy ways John Qchiltree : - 
Hae done ! it has nae fa'r wi” me. 
I'll ſet the Beaſt in throw the Land, 
She'll may be fa' in a beter Hand. 
Ev*n fit thou there, and think thy fill, 
For I'll do as I wont to do ſtill. | 
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Hoe Lover whoſoever, | 
If in all thy Love there gl ; 
Was one waV.ring. Thought; 1 Flame 
Were not till even, ſtill the tame: 
Know this, 


H when ſhe appears ich Room, 

Thou doſt not quake, and art ſtruck dumb 3 

And in ſtriving this to cover, 

Doſt not ſpeak thy Words twice over 1 
Know this, ; 


If fondly thou doſt not miſtake, 

And all Defe&ts for Graces take 5 
Perſwad'ft-thyſels that Jeſts are broken, 
When ſhe hath little or nothing ſpoken; 


If when thou 
Thou lett' 
And when thou anſwer'ſt, if it de 
To what was aſk'd thee properly: 


Men aſk and aſk again 


Thou muſt begin again, and love angw. 
It when thy Stomach calls to eat, 


N 1 
Know this, . 7 | 
Thou lov'it amiſs 3 

And to love true, | 


Thou cutt'ſ not Fingers ſtead of Meat, 0 
And with much gazing on her Face 


And to love true, 
Thou muſt begin again, and love ane. 
If by this thou doſt diſcover 
That thou art no perfect Lover, 
And defiring to love true, 
Thou doſt begin to love anew : 
Know. this, 


OW ſhall I be ſad when a Huſband I has,” + 3 
1 That has better Senſe than any of tha 

Sour weak filly Fellows, that ſtudy i Fools 
That Rath SUPT and eyakes GaN | 
TheMan Wo is prudent ne er lightlies hisWife, l 
Or with dull N 3 


. „ 3 
- i nei A k 3 
- 
3 | 
- 2 2 


He praifes her Virtues, and ne'er will abuſe 
Her for a ſmall Failing, but find an Excuſe, 


SON G 450. 


H OW happy a State does the Miller poſſeſs, 
Who wou'd be no greater, nor fears to 

be leſs. (port, 
On his Mill and himſelf he depends for Sup- 
"Which is better than ſervilely cringing at Court. 


What tho” he all duſty, and whiten'd does go, 


The more he is powder'd, the more like a 


| . Beau; 
A Clown in this Dreſs may be honeſter far 
Than - - od ſtruts in a Garter and 


Star. 
Than, &c, 
Tho" his Hands are fo daub'd they're not fit 
to be ſeen, » 


The Hands of his Betters are not very clean; 

al ys 1 15 as dirtily deal; 
in Handling will ſtick to the Fingers 
like Meal. 


What if then a Pudding for Dinner he lacks, 
He cribs without ſcruple from other Men's 


' Ants of right noble Example he brags, 

ow as freely from other Men's Bags, 
Or ſhou*d he endeavour to heap an Eſtate, 
A 
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Whoſe Alm levee cnn 
As all his Concern's to bring Grit W his Mill, 
He —_— he's Hungry, he Drinks when 
's 
And down when he's weary contented does 
ye; 
Then riſes up chearful to work and to ſing: 
If ſo happy a Miller, then who'd be a King? 


SONG 451. 


H OW pleaſant a Sailors Life paſſes, 
Who roams o'er the wat'ry Main! 

No Treaſure he ever amaſſes, 
But chearfully ſpends all his Gain. 

We're Strangers to Party and Faction, 
To Honour and Honeſty true, 

And wou'd not commit a baſe Action, 
For Power or Power in view, 

Chor. Then why ſhould we quarrel for Riches, 
Or any ſach glittering Toys? 

A light Heart and a thin Pair of Breeches 
Goes thorough the World, brave Boys, 


The World is a beautiful Garden, 
Enrich'd with the Bleſſings of Life, 

The Toiler with Plenty rewarding, 
Which Plenty too often breeds Strife, 

When terrible Tempeſts aſſail * 


And mountainous Billows 


No 6— 
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But ſkilful Induſtry ſteers right. 
Chor. Then why. ſhould, &c. 
The Courtier's more ſubje& to Dangers, 
Who rules at the Helm of the State, 
Than we, who to Politicks Strangers, 
Eſcape the Snares laid for the Great, 
The various Bleſſings of Nature, 
In various Nations we try; 
No Mortals than us can be greater, 
Who merrily live till we die. 
Chor. Then why ſhould, &c. 


SONG 45z. 


H OW much, egregious Moore, are we 
Deceiv*d by Shews and Forms ? 
Whate'er we think, what' er we ſee, 
All human Kind are Worms: 
Man is a very Worm by Birth, 
Vile Reptile, weak, and vain ! - * 
A while he crawls upon the Earth, 
Then ſhrinks to Earth again. 
That Woman is a Worm we find, 
E'er fince our Grandame'*s Evil; 
She firſt convers'd with her own Kind, 
That ancient Worm the Devil. 


TheLearn'd themſelves, weBook-wormsname; 
The Blockhead is a Slow-Worm ; 

The Nymph whoſe Tail is all on Flame, 
Js aptly term'd a"Glow-Worm, 


Firſt from a Worm they take their Riſe, 


If thou couldſt make the Courtier void 


Oh learned Friend of Abchurch Lane, 


_ WY 
The Fops are painted Butter-flies, 3 
That flutter for a Day; 


Then in a Worm decay. . 
The Flatterer an Ear-wig grows; | 
Some Worms ſuit all Conditions; | 
Miſers are Muck-Worms ; Silk - Worms Beauty 
And Death- Watches, Phyſicians. N 
That Stateſmen have the Worm, is ſeen, 
By all their winding Play; 4 
Their Conſcience is a Worm within, 
That gnaws them Night and Day. | 
Ah! Moore, thy Skill were well employ d, 
And greater Gain would riſe, | 


The Worm that never dies. 


Who ſet' ſt our Entrails free 1 
Vain is thy Art, thy Powder vain, 8 
Since Worms ſhall eat ev*n thee. 
Our Fate thou only gan'ſt adjourn 
Some few ſhort Years, no more! 3 
Ev'n Button's Wits to Worms ſhall turn, 
Who Maggots were before. | | 


| SONG 3. 
OW bleſt are Beggar Laſſes, 


"26 4 


7 . N 
"8 


F3 


Who never toil for Treaſure ? 
Q& 


$34 


Drink away, let's be gay, 


Beggars ſtill with Bliſs abound ; 
Mirth and Joy ne'er can cloy, | 
Whilſt the ſparkling Glaſs goes round. 


XA Fig for gaudy Faſhions, 


No want of Clothes oppreſs | 
We live at Eaſe with Rags and Fleas ; | 


We value not our Dreſſes. 
Drink away, &c. 
We ſcorn all Ladies Waſhes, 


With which they ſpoil each Feature : 
No Patch or Paint our Beauties taint ; 


We live in fimple Nature. 
Drink away, &c. 


* 
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We know no Care, but how to ſhare 
Each Day ſucceſſive Pleaſure. | 


. At Morn or Ev' ning teaze us; 
* 
Muhen fick, a Dram can eaſe us. 


Drink away, &c. 
Like jolly Beggar-Wenches 
Thus, thus, we drown all Sorrow 
We live to-day, and ne'er dea | 
Our Pleaſure till to-morrow. 
Drink away, &. 


SONG. 454. 
OW cruel is a Parent's Care, 
Who Riches only prizes ? - 
When finding out ſome Booby Heir, 

He thinks he wond'rous wiſe is? 
While the poor Maid to ſhun her Fate, 
And not to prove a Wretch in State, 
To ſcape the Blockhead ſne muſt hate, 

She weds where ſhe deſpiſes. 

The harmlefs Dove thus trembling flies, 

The rav*nous Hawk purſuing, 

A while her tender Pinions tries, 

Till doom' d to certain Ruin: 

Afraid her worſt'of Foes to meet, 
No Shelter near, kind Retreat, 
She drops beneath the Faulk” ner's Feet, 

For gentler Uſage ſuing. - 


SONG 455. 
Hes hardly I conceal my Tears! 
How oft did I complain? 


— 
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When many tedious Days my Fears x — 
Told me) 1 Tor d im va. SONG 457; 
But now my Joys as wild are grown, Ho wretched is the Slavs to-Lowys. 
And hard to be conceal d b Who can no real Pleaſures prove, 
Sorrow may make a filent Moan, - For ſtill they re mix'd with Pain ; 
But Joy will be reveal d. | When not obtain'd, reſtleſs is the Defire z 
I tell it to the bleating Flocks, Enjoyment puts out all the Fire, 
To ev'ry Stream and Tree, And ſhews the Love was vai. 
And bleſs the hollow murm' ring Rocks, It wanders to another ſoon, 
For echoing back to me. Wanes and increaſes, like the Moon, 
Thus you may ſee, with how muoh Joy And, like her, never reits; 8 
We want, we wiſh, believe; Brings "Tides of Pleaſure Ree ae y eng 
'Tis hard ſuch Paſfion to deſtroy, - Makes Ebbs and Floods of 
But eaſy to deceive. | K-02 In Lovers wav'ring B 
But, ſpite of Love, I will be bes, | 
SONG 456. And triumph in the Liberty | \ | 
Ho happy am I, I without him enjoy: 4 
The fair Sex can defy, I'th*worſt of Priſons I'll my Body bind, 0 3 
And can ev ry Day ſay my Heart is my own ; Rather than change wy Free-born Mind * 
For I never ſaw yet For ſuch a fooliſh Toy. 4 
That Beauty or Wit, 4 
But I lov'd, if I pleas'd, or could let it alone.  $O0NG 4458. __— 
I thought that my Flame H 25 05 —_—_— 2 
Would ſtil! prove the ſame, When e * 
But Love was ſo blind, For one ſhe will bas and dls 4 4 
When Czlia was kind, Beguiling, ST + 
1ctang'd he or Mopta, for uur was new: And ſmiling ; 
Now coying, 


Qs Then toying, 


N 7 P * 6, = - - E = * 
1 
— 
3 | 
” 


She'll her Fancy purſue 3 


Deſigning, 
Or 


She Il * Fo 
And all that 7 her undo. 


SONG 450. 


How bleſt are Lovers in diſguiſe ! 
Like Gods they ſee, 

As I do thee, 
Onſcen by human Eyes : 

Expos'd to View * 

: I'm hid from you 3 5 

T7 Tm alter'd, yer the ſame ; 

The Dark conceals me, 
8 Love reveals me , 
Love, which lights me by its Flame. 


Were you not falſe, you me wou'd know; 
- For tho” your Eyes 
Cou'd not deviſe, 
Your Heart had told you o : 
Your Heart wou'd beat 
With eager Heat, 
And me by Sympathy wou'd find: 
True Love might ſee 
One change d like me j 
Falſe Love is only blind. 
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SONG 460. 
OW bleſs'd he ap | 
That revels and loves out his happy 
Years, 


That fiercely ſpurs on till he finiſh his Race, 


And, knowing Life's ſhort, chuſes living a. 


pace 

To Cares we were born, 'twere a Folly to 
doubt it ; ; 

Then love and rejoice, there's no living with- 
out it. 

Each Day we grow older, 

But as Fate approaches, the Brave Ail are 
bolder ; 

The Joys of Love with our Youth ſlide away, 

But yet there are Pleaſures that never decay: 

When Beauty grows dull, and our Paſſions 
grow cold, 

Wine ſtill keeps it Charms, and we drink 
when we're old. 


$ONG 45. 
She. FJ Old, Jen ey ere you leave me, i'troth 


Whithe? 160 2 up, thus early, 
you go ? 
With clean Hands and Face, 
Beſt Band with a Lace, 


* 


Your Sunday's Apparel, when you ſhould 
go plough, 
So trim, none would think ye a married 
Man now. 
But, John, ere you leave, &c. 
Ke, Go, Joan, I won't tell you; to lead a 
weet Life. 


my Wife. 

Mayhap with my Neighbour I'll duſt it 
away; 

Mayhap play at Putt, or ſome other ſuch 
Pla 


V. 
She. I gueſs at what Game you'd be playing 
to Day. 
He. Don't plague me, the Devil's in Woman 
I think : 
I tell thee, Joan, I'm going, I'm going 
to drink. 
Come, prithee don't think that I've no 
more Grace ; (Face. 
Nay, go! or I'll hit thee a Dowce in the 
She. You! I'll find ſomebody then ſhall ſtrike 
in your Place. 
Why SINE you deny me, I never did 
you 
Tecauſe I a'n't new, you won't give me 
my Due: 


But troth if you won't mother ſhall do. 
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I've learnt of my Betters, to ſteal from 


1 
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He. If thus, if thus, if thus you e*er do, 
Oh! how I'll belabour, oh ! how Þ'l bee 
labour your Booby and you, 
She. Oh! how I'll belabour, oh! how Tu 
belabour your Trollop and n 
Both. If thus, if Gs — 
She. Well. John, do not 80, 
a I won't do fo ; 
not go, do not go, my — 
My Dear, my Precious, ny] 4 
Oh! pray do not go, 
I won't, I won't do ſo. 
He. 2 by that Buſs I'm inveigled te 
Y 3 
Come, *, Joan, come and ſpoil my Stray ing 
Y. - , 
She. Cone John, give's thy beſt Band, 
And lend me thy Hand, 
He. Here, Joan take my beſt Band, 
And give me thy Hand. 
Thus tis with you Women, ; 
She. Tis juſt ſo with you Men. ! 
He. Whene'er you fall out, 
She. Whene'er you fall. out, 
Both. It is to fall in again 
Whene'er we fall out, 
Wheneꝰ er we fall out, 
It is to fall in again. 


. . 
3 


ou 
388. C 6. 
Heure gebe ofall Womankind, 
For ever ſubjected, for ever confin'd 
Our Parents controul us, until we are Wives; 
Our Huſbands enſlave us, the reſt of our Lives. 
If fondly we love, yet we dare not reveal, 
- But: ſecretly languiſh, compell d to conceal ; 
Deny'd e'ery Freedom of Life to enjoy, 


1 0 


i we're coy. 


SONG 463. 8 
ow ſmoothly the Minutes, dear Celadon, 


flow, 
When calm and ſerene no Paſſion we know ? 


— 


* The Morning, the Ev'ning its Pleaſure does 


bring, 
If we read, or we talk, if we pipe, or we ſing: 
But when the Boy Cupid once twangeth his 


Bow 
And plant our Hearts with his Arrow of 


We loſe all Delight, and we forfeit all Eaſe, 
Nor Reading, nor Talking, nor Mufick can 
pleaſe. 


My Leifure in fanciful Muſings I ſpent, 
And look'd without Pain on the Laſſes of 
Kent: 


\ ba, ® 
. 
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No Virgin, with Featurs, with Voice, or 
with Air, 
No Virgin was able my Heart to enſnare. 
Ah why did I, fooliſh, abandon thoſe Plains, 
To join in the Revels of Lemington Swains 
Where ; <a young Chloe, unpractis d in 
8 
Entices to Love the moſt indolent Hearts. 


My Books were my Charmers, my Thoughts 


my Delight, 
In the Cool of the Morn, in the Stillneſs of 
Night : ' (liev'd, 


My Books and my Thoughts each other re- 

And the Minutes, foft gliding, were ana 
deceiv d. (oon 

No Paſſion diſturb'd me, my Joys were my 

But now I'm ſo alter'd as never was known 

My Heart, from its is quite gone 


aſtray, 
And Chloe torments it by Night and by Day. 
My — ſtill was welcome whenever he 
(ſame, 
My Friend | ſaw my Countenance always the 
O'er a Pot of Bohea we grew merry and wiſe, 
And laugh'd at the Torments fond Lovers 
deviſe : 
But wounded by Chloe, I live in the Spleen, 
My Friend, with Surprize, fces a "0 in 
my n; 


— 


* 
"MT... 


bid him be gone, for his Wit, and his Jeſt, 

* But make him the more 6 41" Gueſt. 

How once ev*ry Object a Pleaſure did yield! 

II walk'd in the Garden, or travers d the 

Is, Field, | 

| WH On beautiful Landfkips I feaſted my Sight; 

in WW when the Nightingale ſung, I could liſten all 
Night. i 

But now, as I rove thro” the Valley or Glade, 

The beautiful Landſkips before my Eye fade : 

In the Nightingale's Note no Muſick 1 find, 

For nothing but Chloe ſtill runs in my Mind. 

If my Spirits, in Solitude, wanted Relief, 

With my Flute by a Brook, I could ſolace my 

rief, | 

Or ſleep to the lullaby Noiſe of the Stream, 

And awake to new Life from a rapturous 
Dream. 

But now all Endeavours in vain I apply, 

Since for Chloe I languiſh, for Chloe I die; 

To no Purpoſe I try on my Flute ev ry Strain, 

And the Brook, o'er the Pebbles, now mur- 
murs in vain, | 

Beware, filly Shepherds, how Love you deſie, 

Beware of the deſp'rate Glance of her Eye; 

In Freedom I triumph'd, and flouted the 

' $Swains, ü 
Who ſold themſelves captive, and ſorg d their 
own Chains :. 1 
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Since firſt I ſaw Chloe my Freedom is gone. ; 

1 have forg'd my own Chains, and Iconftancly \ 


. cory, 

Was ever poor Shepherd ſo wretched as 17 
How, Celadon, ſhall I my Paffion reveal ? 
Or muſt I for eve my Torment conceal ? 2 
The Woe ſhe creates, has ſhe Pity to hear &: 1 
Ah! no, ſhe is cruel as charming, I far 5 
Aſſiſt me, by Reaſon, to canſom my Heart; 
Or teach me to gain her; oh teach methe 
Ye merciful Pow rs, to you I complain, 
Give Low to the Nymph, or give "Eaſe i 

Wain. | | ws. 


Hz OW blythe was I each Morn to ſee N 
My Swain come 0'er the Hill ; l 

He lzap'd the Brook, and flew to me: 
I'ſe met him with Good-Will. 

I neither wanted Yew nor Lamb, 
When his Flocks near me lay; 

He gather'd in my Sheep at Night, 
And chear'd me all the Day. | 

He tun'd his Pipe, and play'd ſo ff 

The Birds ſat un ning 3 

And the dull Cattle ſtood and gaz d, 
Charn:'d with his Melody. 


He did oblige me ev'ry Hour, 
Cou'd I but gratcful be? 


* 
—a 


5 = 
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- He won my Heart, cow's Lrefifs. - | And, in Indulgence to the Sta "EB : 

Whate'er he aſk'd of me? Support a Brother Play” r. — 

Fate ! that I muſt baniſh'd be, Or a ſtrolling, &c, 

Go heavily and mourn, Hold, hold, the Audience I'll hank 
*Cauſe 1 oblig'd the kindeſt Swain | Ere that the Curtain fall : pure 

That ever yet was on | This rhyming Sing-ſong wall. here, To meal , 

* Perhaps, has damn'd us 
- SONG 465. And a ftroling, &e. | 


| Hon well may Life be term'd a Play, Unleſs this ſmall Attempt to oleaſe, f 


8 The World be call'd a Stage, 
on which all, having caſt their Parts, n 
. No feigned Play-houſe we ſhall lett, 
Turn Play ers of the Age ? But e'en muſt let our own. 
.And a ftrolling they will go, &c. And a ſtroling, tec. | | 
In th* World, as on the Theatre, 
"Tis hard for to excel, SONG 466. A * 220 . 
Where there are Twenty that act ill, Hex do they err who throw their Love 
There's ſcarce One can act well. On Fate or Fortune wholly, 
Tho“ a ſtrolling, &c. | Whom only Rants and Flights can move, ; 
Few their own CharaQters expoſe, And Rapture join'd with Folly ? 
But follow common Rule : For how can Pleaſure ſolid be, 
Dull formal Blockheads great Men play, Where Thought is out of Seaſon N 17 
And great Men play the Fool. Do I love you, or you love me, | 
Thus a ſtroling, &c. | My Dear, without a Reaſon ? 
Like Heroes, Politicians Our Senſe then rightly we'll employ,” 
In Pomp their Part rehearſe : No Paradiſe expecting; 
But ſhould you look behind the — Vet envying none the trifling Toy 1 
Tis all but humble Farce. That will not bear reflecting: 
Tho! a ſtroling, &c. For Wiſdom's Power, ſince after al, 7 


Since then that we are Actors all, ien Life is paſt the curing, 
On us your Cenſure lpare, 


* 
: 


toftens the wort that can befal, 
And makes the beſt enduring. 


SONG 467. 
How happy are we, 
Who from Thinking are free, 
That curbing Diſeaſe of the Mind ? 
Can indulge ev'ry Taſte, 
Love where we like beſt, 
Not by dull Reputation confin'd. 


When we're young, fit to toy, 
Gay Delights we enjoy, 

And have Crowds of new Lovers ſtill wooing; 
When we're old and decay d, 
We procure for the Trade, 

Still in every Age we are doing. 

If a Cully we meet, 
We ſpend what we get, 

Er ry Day, for the next never think; 
When we die, where we go, 
We have no Senſe to know, 

For a Bawd always dies in her Drink. 


SONG 468. 
OW, court Dorinda! who the Devil 
Wou'd ever prove fo tame a Sot ? 
If you're kind, then ſhe's uncivil ; 
When you would love, then ſhe will not. 
To contradict is all her Pleaſure, 
Her utmoſt Virtue to deny 5 


» © 
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Summon out all the Pow'rs within her, 


Of Railing and Brawling, Confufion and Folly, + 


No Lover, when you wither, dies z 


* 


Her Modeſty, that boaſted Treaſure, 
Is to give herſelf the Lie. _ e 
Then ne er, miſtaken Youth, ſtand doating” * 
On Woman for her Beauty's Sake; 


Nor for a ſilly Prize lie plotting, — 5 
Which ſne Il not give, but you muſt tat. 


* 


Then boldly puſh, ſhe can't withſtand 3 
You'll find the ſureſt Way to win her, 
Is to engage with Sword in Hand, 


SON G 469. | 
H OW banal that Huſband who after few 
ears, 


Shall ſee his Xantippe drown'd in her Tears 
Then prithee Alexis be jolly, be Jolly, 
Then prithee Alexis be jolly, Th. 
SONG 470. 
= OW long will Cynthia own no 
And my warm Suit diſprove ? 


Our Ages mutually proclaim, 
'Tis now the Time to love. 


Ah! think, how ſwift each Minute flies y 
How Years will Form conſume: 


Wo hcken, when you bloom 
R . 


w— 
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Minerva, rough, and bred in War, 
The Nuptial Joys declin'd: 

But had ſhe been, like Venus, fair, 
"She'd been, like Venus, kind. 

In vain you force ſevere Replies, 
And willing Nature wrong ; 

While Cupids languiſh in your Eyes, 
Who can believe your Tongue ? 

Half to forbid, and half comply, 
Nor damps, nor blows Defire ; 

In Looks, as well as Words, deny, 
Or put out Fire with Fire. 


SONG 471. 


2 CH LO XIS. 
Hus, oh Hylas ! why ſit we mute, 


Now that each Bird ſaluteth the Spring! 


Wind up the ſlacken'd Strings of thy. Lute, 
Never canſt thou want Matter to fing : 


-Por Love thy Breaſt does fill with ſuch a Fire, 


That vrhatſoe er is fair moves thy Deſire. 
by HYLAS. 


Sweeteſt ! you know, the ſweeteſt of Things 


Of various Flow'rs the Bees do compoſe ; 
Yet no particular Taſte it brings 6 

Of Violet, Wood-bind, Pink, or Roſe : 
To Love the Reſult is of all the Graces, 


— Which non a thouſand ſeveral Faces. 
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CHLORIS. 


Hylas ! the Birds which chant in this Ofow, 


Could we but know the Language they uſe, 
They would inſtruct us better in Love, 

And reprehend thy inconſtant Muſe : 
For Love their Breaſt does fill with ſuch a Fire, 
That what they once do chuſe bounds their 

Deſire. | 


Chloris ! this Change the Birds do approve, 
Which the warm Seafon hither does bring ; 
Time from yourſelf does further remove 
You, than the Winter from the gay Springy 
She that like Lightning ſhin'd while her Face 
| laſted, (blaſted, 
The Oak now refembles which Lightning hath 
SONG 472. 
1 — a luſty _ Lad, : 
ow come to One and Twenty 
My Father left me all he had, 2 
Both Gold and Silver plenty: 
Now he's in Grave, 1 will be brave, 
The Ladies ſhall adore me; 
T*11 court and kiſs, what Hurt's in this, 
My Dad did ſo before me. | 
My Father was a thrifty Sir, 
Till Soul and Body ſundred ; - 


Some ſay he was an Uſurer, 


For Thirty in the Hundred: 
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* That in her Body bore me; My grey-coat Grandfire put him, 
But I Il let fly, good Reaſon why, Till to forget he did begin 
My Father was born before me. a= any Bron, that 7. him ; 
8 e dealt in Straw, t other in Law 
Ir 11 1 — The one did ditch and delve it, _ 
: My Father ſtore of Sattin wore, 
Il be as dutiful a Son, 
My Grandfire Beggars Velvet. 


For ſpending it in Pleaſure; _, : 
Five Pound a Quart ſhall chear my Heart, So T get Wealth, what care I if. 
; Such Nectar will reſtore me: My Grandfire were a Sawyer ? 


But 1'11 let fly, good Reaſon My Father prov'd to be a chief, 
+ wry And ſubtile, learned Lawyer : 


1 
, He fcrapt and ſcratcht ; the pincht and patcht, To Free-ſchool, Cambridge, and Cray' 3-4 


My Father was born before me. 
: My Grannum liv*d at Waſhington, 2 7 A006 Tricks in Courts, 
My Grandfire delv'd in Ditches, e did with Treaſureftore me, 
That I may ſay, Heavens bleſs the Day, 
The Son of old John Thraſhington, M 4 beck = 
Whoſe Lantern Leather Breeches y Father was born befote me. 
Cry'd, whither go ye ? whither go ye ? Some ſay of late, a Merchant that 
The” Men do now adore me, Had gotten Store of Riches, A 


They ne'er did ſoo my Pedigree, ae hae EG 


Nor who was born before me. 10 1 48 
ane , _—_ 3 Stockings garter*d up Strawa, 
My Grandfire ſtriv*d, and wiv'd, and thrivd, peer Providence did f him,” 


Till he did Riches ather | , 
And when he had much Wealth atchiev'd, — Sh i 'cauſe 
Oh ! then he got my Father : | er Was ore him. 
Of happy Memory, cry I, | So many Blades now rant in Silk, 
That &'er his Mother bore him, And put on Scarlet Clothing, 
At firſt did ſpring from Butter 5 


] ne'er had been worth one Penn 
Had I been born before him. aa | 1 worth 
FE | - 


9 
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Old Adam, and our Grandam Eve, 
By digging and by ſpinning, 
Did to all Kings and Princes give 

Their radical Beginning. 
My Father to get my Eſtate, 
Tho? ſelfiſh, yet was laviſh ; 
Tu ſpend it another —_— - 
And be as lewdly laviſh : 


From Madmen, Fools, and Knaves he did 


Litigiouſly receive it; 
If ſo he did, Juſtice forbid, 
But I to ſuch ſhould leave it. 


At Flay-houſes, and Tennis-Court, | 
F'll prove a noble Fellow ; 
T'll court my Doxies to the Sport 
Of O brave Punchinello : 8 
PI drink and drab, I'll dice and ſtab, 
No Hector ſhall outroar me; 
If Teachers tell me Tales of Len, 
My Father is gone before me. 
Our aged Counſellors would have 
Us live by Rule and Reaſon, 
*Cauſe they are marching to their Grave, 
And Pleaſure's out of Seaſon : 
I'll learn to dance the Mode of France, 
That Ladies may adore me ; | 
My A Dad no Pleaſure had, 
Tho“ * before me. 
Tu to the where Venus Port 


| doch reve) it in Plenty; N 
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I'll deal with all, both great and ſmall, 
From twelve to fave and twenty z * 
In Play-houſes I'll fpend my Days, 
For they're hung round with Plackets 3 
Ladies make room, behold I come, 
Have at your cleanly Jackets. 


SONG 473. 


1 Love, I doat, I rave with Pain, 
No Quiet in my Mind; | 

Tho? ne'er could be a happier Swain, 
Were Sylvia leſs unkind : 

For when, as long her Chain I've worn, 
I aſk Relief from Smart, 

She only gives me Looks of Scorn y 
Alas ! *twill break my Heart. 


My Rivals, rich in worldly Store, 
May offer Heaps of Gold : 

But ſurely I a Heav'n adore, 
Too precious to be ſold. 

Can Sylvia ſuch a Coxcomb prize 
For Wealth, and not Deſert, 


And my poor Sighs and Tears deſpiſe ? 


Alas ! *twill break my Heart. 


When, like ſome wanting, hov'ring Dove, 


I for my Bliſs contend ;  _, 

And plead the Cauſe of eager Love; 
She coldly calls me Friend. 

Ah ! Sylvia, thus in vain you ſtrive 
To ac a healing Part: | 


% 


The 


In hopes to calm my raging Head, 
And cool my burning Breaſt ; 

Her Cruelty all Eaſe denies, 
With ſome ſad Dream I ſtart ; ' 

All drown'd in Tears I find 40 Eyes, 
And breaking feel my Heart 

Then riſing, thro* the Path I rove 
That leads me where ſhe dwells ; 

Where to the ſenſeleſs Waves my Love 
Its mournful Story tells. 

With Sighs I dew and kiſs the Door, 
Till Morning bids depart : 

Then vent ten thouſand Sighs and more: 
Alas ! *twill break my Heart. 

But, Sylvia, when this Conqueſt's won, 
And I am gone, and cold; ; 

Renounce the cruel Deed you've done, 

Nor glory when tis told: 

For ev'ry lovely gen'rous Maid 
Will take my injur'd Part; 

And curſe thee, Sylvia, I'm afraid, 
For breaking my poor Heart 


S O N G 474. Montroſe's Lines. 
] Toſs and tumble thro* the Night, 
And wiſh th" approaching Day, 
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"Twill keep but ling' ring Pain alive, Thinking when Darknefs yields to Lit, 
Alas! and break my Heart. I'll baniſh Care away: 
When on my lonely penſive Bed But when the glorious Sun doth riſe, 
I lay me down to Reſt, And chears all Nature round, 


All Thought of Pleaſure in me dies, | 
My Cares do ſtill abound. 


My tortur'd and uneaſy Mind 


Bereaves me of my Reſt ; 
My Thoughts are to all Pleaſure blind, 
With Care I'm till oppreſt 1 | 
But had I her within my Breaſt, 
Who gives me ſo much Pain, 
My raptur'd Soul would be at reſt, 
And ſofteſt Joys regain. 


| I'd not envy the God of War, 


Bleſs d with fair Venus Charms, 'S 
Nor yet the thund'ring Jupiter, "03 
In fair Alcmena's Arms: 
Paris with Helen's Reauty bleſt, 
Would be a Jeſt to me; E: 
If of her Charms I were poſſeſt, 8 
Thrice happier I would be. KS Ie 
But fince the Gods do not ordain 
Such happy Fate for me, | 
I dare not gainſt their Will repine, 


Who rule nb, 
With ſprightly Wine Pl my 
— cheriſh up my Soils * 
Whene er I think on my loft Fair 
I'll drown her in the Bowl, R 1 
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* Tu freed frae leigh Care, while Leys fi 
SONG 475. 4 Reck and & e our Minds, 


Our Days ſhall with Pleaſure and P 
_ pickle Tow. Then hear me, and cheer rod ny 
T Have a gheen Purſe and wee pickle Gow d, With ſmiling Conſent ; 
| A bonny Piece Land and Planting on't, Believe me, and give me 
ka. Fon my Barns it has No Cauſe to lament : | 
_— Thing ce, yot wanting on': Since — £16 be happy, till thou ſay,” 
o grace it, and trace it 9 
And gi'e me Delight ;_ * „ ＋ my Jane, 2 
To bleſs me, and kiſs me, 
And comfort my Sight, . 8$ONG 42476. 7 une, Salh, Wc. 
With Beauty by Day, and Kindneſs by Night, Am in truth 
And nae mair my lane gang ſauntring on't. A Country Youth, 
Ny Chriſty ſhe's charming and good as ſhe's Unus'd to London Faſhions + 
fair ; Yet Virtue guides, 
Her en and Her Mouth are enchanting And ftill preſides 
"ſweet, . O'er all my Steps and Paſſions, 
She ſmiles me on Fire, her Frowns gi'e Def- No courtly Leer, 
Llov? whit | my Heart t. — din 
5 e pan Wl No Bribe ſhall ever me z 
. Thou faireſt, 3 . If you can like 
Deli he of my Mind A Yorkſhire Tike, 
- — gracious Ecbraces | An honeſt Man you 'H find me. 
L Heaven were deſign" Tho* Envy's Ton 
For happieſt Tranſports, and Bliffes refin'l, Wich Slander => 


For ce, dd Cry, my Shepherds and No Men on Earth 
Hinds (thine Boaſt greaten Worth, 8 
Way cally mak the Year's Dante K 


* 


The 


Our Northern Breeze 
With us agrees, 
And does for Bufinefs fit us; 
- lick Cares, * 
's Affairs, "we 
_ Henend we 
A noble — Taba 
Is ne er confin'd 
To any Shire or Nation 
He gains moſt 
Who beſt diſplayt 
A generous Education: 
While Rancour rolls 
In narrow Souls, 
By narrow Views difcerning 5 
The truly Wife 


Will onl a 
Cood e and Learning. 


SONG 477 Two 


] Vas anes 2 3 , 
My Mither left Dollars to 

But now I'm brought to a poor 

My Step-dame has gart <p flee. 
My Father he's aften frac hame, 

And ſhe plays the Deel with his Gear; 
She neither has Lateth nor Shame, 
And keeps the hale Houſe in a Steer. 
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She's barmy-fac'd, thriftleſs, and bauld, 
pat here imp ion 
While hungry, haff naked, and cau 
I ſee her deſtroy what's mine : 
But ſoon I mi might hops  Rerenge : 
And ſoon of my Sorrows be free, 
My Poorteth to Plenty wad change, 
If ſhe were bung up on a Tree. 


h Ringan, who ms had oo'd _ 


2 


»Tis = r Sell that I want, 2 
Your Kindneſs is better to me, * 
Than a' that your Step-mother, ſcars 
Of Grace, now has taken fra thee. - 2 
. I'm but a young Farmer it's true, 


And ye are the Sprout of a 15 
But I have Milk-cattle entw, 


And Rowth of good Rucks i in 
Ye fhall have naithing to uh LY of Fog 
Sax Servants ſhall jouk to thee 
Then kilt up thy Coats, my Lane, 
And gae thy Ways kame with me. 
The Maiden her Reaſon employ d, 
Not thinking th 


— Receivid ark "Y 


- 


* 


e 


* .4 


Is A. 


3 


2 
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now ſhe ſits blythly ſingan, He claps a Bottle of Red, 
And joking her drunken Step-dame ; No Devil like him can pull it? 
Delighted with her dear Ringan, - His Fame ſhall never be, dead 7800 
5 That makes her Good - wife at hame. He topes off Nas Flaggon, 


- Till he ſpits out Fire, like 
SPN G 478. N to the O O 


00d pane. He'd enough, and away, 2 
T Yield, dear Laffie, you have won, But would tay till he'd ſpent ev'ry Rag on. 
And there is nae denying, Damn'd Niggards, I can't abide 'emz _.. 
That fure as Light flows frae the Sun, The Canaries, and the Rhine 
Frae Love proceeds complying ; Can't furniſh me with Wine ; PI 
For a'that we can do or ſay, Drawer, fetch me a Hogſhead to ftride on, 
” -.- *Gainſt Love, nae Thinker heeds us; And call me the God of the Vine. 
| They ken our Boſoms lodge the Fae, With Cluſters of Grapes come crown me, 
That by the Heart-ſtrings leads us. | Let a Deluge of Liquor flow round me ; 
For my Living I could chuſe 
SONG 479. The undetermin'd Swain, In an Element of Booze, 
] Frithee ſend me back my Heart, For an Ocean of it can't drown me. 
Since I cannot have thine ; Let the Dutch and the Germans thunder, 
For if from yours you will not part, Revel Sun from Sun,, 4 
Why then ſhould you keep mine? Drink Tun upon Tun, | 
Yet now I think on't, let it lye, | I'll make the d---d Dogs knock under; 
To ſend it me were vain, Still as freſh as when begun. 
For thou'ſt a Thief in either Eye, Bacchus, come drink, and be poxed, 
Will teal it back again, | | Your Noſe ſhall ſoon be foxed ; 
8 * _— Gallons at a 1 
ONG 480. Duke of —"; March, Can t ſerve my thirſty Throat, 
= o 
Ie mighty Markam's Gulet; For I never tope leſs than a Hogſhead, | 


For whon to his Head 


x0 


SONG 481. Pretty Miftreſs. 
T Know I'm no Poet, my Song it will ſhew it, 
My Sorrow it flows like a Spring; 
Altho* you may ſhame me, the World cannot 
blame me, 
While I thus dolefully fing. 

My Loſs it is great, and ſuch a Defeat 
No Mortal had ever before ; 

She had ev*ry Feature, a ſweet pretty Creature 
And what Man can ſay any more, 

And what Man, &Cc. 
* Lips they were true, of a Coventry blue, 
Her Hair of a fine Bow Dye ; 

Her Statue was low, but r. Noſe was not ſo, 
It was a moſt delicate high: 

Her upper Lip thin, which fairly turn'd in, 
Her Teeth were as black as a Coal ; 

Her under ſtood out, to receive from her Snout 
The Droppings that fell from each Hole, 
The Droppings, &c. 

n more ſharp than her 

Chin 
Which her Noſe did moſt lovingly meet; 

Like Siſter and Brother, they kiſſed each other; 
It was a t Pleaſure to ſee t. 

No Globe could be found ſo perfectly round, 
As her Back was to all that did mind her; 

To give her her Due, her Head turn 'd like a 


7 


- 
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1 *Cauſe Nature ſhould know no Negiect; 


- 
' 3 


= 
err en 
o ſtudy, &c. | 
Tho* ſome Teeth ſhe wanted, the reſt were 
well planted, 


What in one ſhe deny d, the . 
ply'd, 5 
Becauſe there ſhould be no Defett. . Ta 
It's common, you know, Tecth ſand in a 
Row, 
The beſt, and the neweſt Way 3 5 1 
Vet without all doubt, her's Rood in and 
As if they'd been dancing the Hax. 
As if they'd, &c. 
Her Breath very ſtrong 3 ; one Leg ſhort, t'otlier 


long 0 
To make up ber perfect Shape 3 29 
Her Cheeks were like Lent, N 
ſpent, 
She had 2 delicate Face Ike an Aeg | 
Her Skin e 10 
Baco | 


Oh! ſhe'd delicate Eyes like a Oat g 
Oh ! ſhe, &. 
Now I think it meet to talk of her Feet, g 
nen ee 


mig 


If you'll believe me, I will not deceive ye, 
They were the true Shape of a Spade: 
$0 broad, and ſo flat, that when ſhe did pat, 


s So good a Guard ſhe did keep, (did go, 


With her Legs high and low, that when ſhe 
You'd ſwear ſhe'd been playing Boh- peep. 
You'd ſwear, &c. 


But this long Narration breeds fuch Male. 


ion 
Within my unfortunate Breaſt, 
Fl now give it o'er, and ſo fay no more, 
But Teave you to gueſs at the reſt. 
Search the World round, no ſuch can be found, 
| So well ſhe pleaſed my Fancy ; (Wife, 
I fhall pine all mine Life, for the Loſs of my 
And there is an End of poor Nancy. 
And there is an End of poor Nancy. 


80 N G 482. ee Se. 
| AmI I Huntſman, | 


My Voice is ſhrill and clear, 
Well known to drive the Stag, 


And the drooping Dogs to chear. 


And a hunting we will go. 
T leave my Bed betimes, 
Before the Morning grey, 
a ey 4-4s , 2nd mount a Hole 


COP 


And a hunting we will go, will go, will go, 


"7 
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The Game's no ſooner tu. d. 
But in ruſh the chearful Cry, 
Thro' Buſh and Brake, o'er Hedge and Stake, 
The frighted Beaſt does fly. 
And a hunting, &. 
In vain he flies to Covert, 
A num'rous Pack | 
That never ceaſe to trace his Steps, 
Ev*n tho” they've loſt the View. 
And a hunting, &c. . 
To Scentwell, hark ! he calls, 
And faithful bro? Joins 3 


Whip in the Dogs, my merry MY 


And give your Horſe the Reins. 


And a hunting, &Cc. 
Hark | forward how they go, 
The Vie patho they gain 3 
Tantivy, high and low 
Their Legs and Throats they frain, 
And a hunting, &c. 
Now ſweetly in full Cry, 
Their various Notes they join; 
Gods ! what a Concert” s here, my Lads! 
Tis more than half divine. 
And a hunting, &c. 
The Woods, Rocks, and Mountains, 1 
Delighted with the Sound, 
To neighb'ring Dales and Fountains, 
Repeating, deal it round. 
And. 4 hunting, &c. „ 


* 


' OK 


The A 


* 
-» 


Chaſe it is, 
We drove him many a Mile, 
O'er Hedge and Ditch, we go thro” Stitch, 
And hit off many 2 Foil, 
And a hunting, & 
And yet he runs it ſtoutiy © 
How wide, how ſwift he ſtrains! 
With what a Skip he took that Leap, 
And ſcow*rs it o'er the Plains 
And a hunting, &. | 
See, how our Horſes foam, 
The Dogs begin to drop; 
The winding Horn, on Shoulder born, 
'Tis Time to chear em up. 


VIARY. ©* 


He pants for Breath 3 I'll in 


* 


Huzzah ! he's almoſt down; 
He begins to ſlack his C 


Tho“ I ſhould kill ſg 
And a hunting, &c. 


See, now he takes the 


Moors, 
And ftrains to reach the Stream 3 


7! 


He leaps the Flood, e 


And quench his — Flame, | 
And a hunting, &c. 


He ſcarce has touch'd the Banks, 


The Cry bounce finely in, 


| 


And ſwiftly ſwim a-croſs the Stream, 


And raiſe a glorious Din. 


And a hunting, &c. (Sound Tantivy. And a hunting, &c. 


Hark! Leader, Counteſs, Bouncer, 
Chear up, my m Dogs all ; 
To Tatler, hark! he $ it ſmart, 
And anſwers ev*ry Call. 
And a hunting, &c. | 
Co, Co, there, Drunkard, ' Snowball, 
| 'Gadzooks 7 whip Bomer in; 
We'll die i'th* Place, ere quit the Chaſe, 
Till we've made the Game our own. 
And a hunting, &c. . 
Up yonder Steep I'll follow, | 
with craggy Stones; 
My Lord cries, „you Dog, come back, 
Or elſe you'll your Bones. 
Aud a hunting, Et. | 4 


His Legs begin to fail, 


His Wind and Speed are gone; 


He ſtands at Bay, and gives om Play, 


He can no longer run. 

, And a hunting, &c. 

old Hector long behind, 
By Uſe and Nature bold, 


In ruſhes firſt, and ſeizes faſt, 
2 from's Hold. 


And a hunting, &c. 


He traverſes his Ground, 
Advances and retreats, 


-& 


Gives many Hound a mortal Wound, 


And long their Force defeats. 
And a hunting, &Cc. 


20 
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Ke bounds, and ſprings, and ſnortS; Thus accus'd, the wild Thing gave this ſober 
e ſhakes his branched Head; Reply: (by! 
TO het of, T the See the Hoart without Motion, \tho' Celia pal 
907 18. . ot the Beauty ſhe has, nor the Wit that ſhs 
And a hunting, &c. . — N | 
Vain are Heels and Antlers, Gives the Eye any Joys, or the Heart any 
| With ſuch a Pack ſet round, Sorrows. | Derry down, &c. 
Spite of his Heart, ſeize ev'ry Part, When our Sapho appears, ſhe whoſe Wit's ſo 
And pull him fearleſs down. refin'd, (kind 
And a Ec. I'm forc'd to applaud, with the reſt of Man- 


Whatever ſhe ſays is with Spirit and Fire; 
Ev'ry Word I attend, but I only admire. 

| Derry down, &c. 
Prudentia, as vainly would put in her Claim» 
Ever gazing on Heav'n, tho' Man is her Aim: 
*Tis Love, not Devotion, that turns up her 


Eyes ; 
Thoſe Stars of this World are too good for the 
Skies, Derry down, &æc. 
But Chloe, ſo lively, ſo eaſy, ſo fair, 
Her Wit ſo genteel, without Art, without Care, 
When ſhe comes in my Way, the Motion, the . 
Pain, | 
The Leapings, the Achings, return all again. 
Derry down, &c. 
O wonderful Creature! a Woman of Reaſon! 
Never grave out of Pride, never gay out ofSealon: 1 
When ſo eaſy to gueſs who this Angel ſnhou d be, 
Wou'd one think Mrs H---d ne er dreamt it 1 
_ was ſhe? Derry down, 


F: 


SONG 83. King Jobn, Cc. 
1 Said to my Heart, between ſleeping and 
Waking, (aching, 
Thou wild Thing, that always art leaping or 
| What black, brown, or fair, in what Clime 

3 or Nation, | 

Turns, has not taught thee a Pit-apat- 
* ation ? Wy * Derry down, &c. 


—- 


* 
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SONG 434. Jn 5 ONG 488. 
a Shepherd undone, | ever a Face till now, 
22 be cur d by Art, That could my Paſſion Move 1 
For à Nymph as bright as the Sun T lik'd, and ventur d many a Vow, 
Has ſtole away my Heart; | * not think of Love. 
And how to get it again | ill Beauty, charming every Senſe 
There's none but ſhe can tell, An eaſy Conqueſt made; 
To cure me of my Pain, And ſhew'd the Vainneſs of Deferice, 
By ſaying ſhe loves me well ; While Phillis does invade. 


And alas! poor Shepherd, alack, a well-a-day, But oh ! her colder Heart denies 


Before I was inLove, oh ! every Month was May. The Thoughts her Looks inſpire ; 
If to love ſhe could not incline, And while in Ice that frozen lies, 
I told her I'd die in an Hour. Her Eyes dart only Fire. 
To die, ſays ſhe, tis in thine, Betwixt Extremes I am undone, 
But to love tis not in my Pow* r. Like Plants too Northward et, 
I rv wry SIE why . Burnt by too violent a Sun, 
could not of me approve d for W 
She faid, *T'was a Taſk too high a x ant of Heat, 
To give any Reaſon for Love. a N G 
And alas ! &c. ] Will awa' wi” my y Love, 
She aſk'd. me of my Eſtate ; I will awa' wi” her, 
' I told her a Flock of Sheep Tho' a my Kin had rn and ſaid; 
a The Graſs whereon they graze, I'll o'er Bogie wi” | 
| Where ſhe and I might fleepz 1. 1 can git bat her Content, 
: Befides a good ten Pound, I dinna care a'Strae ; 
, In old King Harry's Groats ; Tho? ilka ane bg diſcontent, 
t With Hooks ** Crooks abound, Aw wi' her I'll *. 
5 And Birds of ſundry Notes. I will awa', &6, 


And alas &. 


\ : = 
N —_ - 
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For now ſhe's Miſtreſs of my Heart, 
And wordy of my Hand; 
And well I wat we ſhanna part 
For Siller or for Land. 


Let Rakes delyte to ſwear and drink, 4" 


And Beaus admire fine Lace; 
But my chief Pleaſure is to blink 
On Betty's bonny Face. 

I will awa', &c. | 
There a the Beauties de combine, 
Of Colour, Treats, and Air; 
The Saul that ſparkles in her Een 

Makes her a Jewel rare: 
- Her flowing Wit gives ſhining Life 
To a' her other Charms; 


How bleſt I'll be, when he s my Wife, 


And lock'd up in my Arms ! 
1 will awa', &c. 


There blythly will I rent and fing, 


While o'er her Sweets I range ; 
T'll cry, your humble Servant, King, 
Shame them that wa'd change. 

A Kifs of Betty, and a Smile, 

Albeit ye wad lay down 
Tinto ye hes en Bifis's Ms 

And offer me yer Crown. 

Iwill awa, &c. 


SONG 487. 


Am come to lock all faf}; 
Love without me cannot laft z 


7 
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Than one who is eaſy perſuaded ; 
'Tho* from Pleaſure a while you're conhn'd ; 


| When too willing a Miſtreſs we find 3 


| And begin by Degrees 30 be kind 


Love, like Counſels of the wife, 

Muſt be hid from vulgar Eyes 

*Tis holy, tis holy, and we "vt; we muſt 
conceal it, 


n they prophane it, who re. 


They: eta it, they e it, who r. 
v 
SONG 488. a 


Had rather enjoy 
A Girl that is coy, 


For tho* for a While 

She ſcarcely will ſmile, _ 
Yet at length her Fort is invaded. 

When then ſhe's poſſeſt, 

You doubly are bleſt, Y 


The Heart is on fire 

With zealous Deſire, . 
And the Joy of a Lover refin'd. 

The Pleaſure's not full, 

But damnably dull, 


Ne 


I'd have her firſt frown, 
Her Paſſion diſown, 


>.” OY 


SONG 489. bor of Canterbury. 
] Sing of Diſcords that 'd of late, 
Of ſtrange Revolutions, but not in the State; 
How eld England grew fond of old Tunes of 
her own, 
And our Ballads wenitup,and our Opera s down. 
Derry down, down, hey derry down. 
Our Op'ra's, I fay;for with our Engliſn Money, 
We have paid for the Trills of Signora Cuzzoni; 
Nor yet had I ly*d, had I ſaid Seneſino 
Has got a brave Spill of our good ready Rhino. 
They ſtill pick our Pockets, and fear no Alarm, 
For they thought their Sonata's for ever would 
charm ; 
But the bold JohnnyGay he ſoon made it appear, 
That the Songſters had got the wrong Sow by 
the Ear. 


Derry down, &c. 
For, aiv. their due Diſtance to teach 


SI 


He let forth his Canary: Birds, Lockit and 
Peachum z 
With theſe and-theis Mates put em clean to 
the Rout, _. 
And out-ſung them all, for he ſung them all out, 
down, &c. 
No 2 they found, no, nor Time to take 
reath, 
He ply'd them ſo hard with the mighty Mack- 
heath; 2 
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— Mackheatd did net quite do Ng 


if ever they dare to engage us agen 
Life on't, they 11 find we are till the buſh , 
en; 
Proud Rome muſt knock under to fair Londog 
City 
And Knights of the Road prove ro heel 
Banditti. 
Derry down, Ec. K 
No more with a languiſhing Audience for« 
» rounded, 
Their Cremona s unroſin d, cheirVoices dumb 
3 „ 
y let drop in aFri healleheir loſtyPretences, 
And are out of theirWitsro find us in ourSenfess 
Derry.down, &c. 
Now the Bone is remoy'd, their Contentiong 
may ceaſe, 
And their long Civil Wars end at laſt in a Peace. ” 
Now may each jealous'Queen be the other's 
X * dear Crony, 
And Fauſtina ſhake Hands with her Rival 


far — n 


: 


256 —— 
Tb this Union, I doubt, 2 2. Man. I once was an Attorney at Law, | 


Relief And after a Knight of the Poſts - 
33 - Since they fill moſt remember, with Hearts . Give me a briſk Wench in clean Straw, 
* full of Grief, And I value not who rules the Roaſt, 
'© How hard twas to leave an unfortunate Land Tol derol, &c. 
To fing nothing at all but what all underſtand. 3. Man. Make Room for a Soldier in Buff, 
+ Derry down, &c. * Who valiantly ſtrutted about, 
we have ſign d em their Paſs, and the vaga- Till he fancy d the Peace breaking off, 
dond Throng, Long, And then he moſt wiſely -- ſold out. 
Now without Lett or Hindrance may jig it a- Tol derol, &c. 
Over Sea, over Land, thro* Geneva or France; 4. Man, Here comes a Courtier 18 Sir, 
They have pip'd long enough, tis high Time Who flatter d my Lord to his Face z 
| they ſhould dance. Now Railing is all his Delight, Sir, 
Derry down, &c. | Becauſe he miſs d getting a Place, 
And what farther remains, but to wiſh them Tol derol, &c. 
well home, 5. Man. I ſtill am a merry Gut · ſcraper, 
To the Doge, the Grand Duke, or the old My Heart never yet felt a Qualm; 
Pope of Rome, Tho? poor, I can frolick and vapour, | 
They are gone: "go, we ſhall foe * em And fing any Tune but 3 Pa 
no more; Tol derol, &c. 
And ſo fare wel to 8 farewel to Encore. 6. Man. I was a fanatical Preacher, 
Derry down, &c. I turn'd up my Eyes when I pray'd; 
But my Hearers half ſtarv'd their Teacher, 
+. SONG 490. Gty Ranble. 4 Forthey believ'd not one Word that Tai, 
f 1. Man. Once was a D 1 Tol derol, &&. 
' I kept my-Heart | of Gleo 3 1. Man. Whoe'er would be merry and fee 
There's no Man can fay that I'm undoge, Let him liſt, and from us he may leam! 
For Begging's no new Trade to mes In Palaces who ſhall you ſee 
Tol c. Half ſo happy as we in a Bark b. 


Tol derol, &c, 


* 


| : 8 
Whoe ' er would be merry and free, 
Let him liſt, and from us he may learn; | 
In Palaces who ſhall you ſee 

__ 
Tool deroly | 


8 ONO 491. 


] Met with the Deyil in the Shape of Ram, 

Then over and over the Sow=geldet came; 

I roſe and halter*d him faſt by the Horns, 

And pickt out his Stones, as you would pick 
out Corns ; 

Maa, quoth the Devil; with that out he funk, 

And left us a Carcaſs of Mutton that ſtunk. 


I chanc'd to ride forth a Mile and a half, 
Where I he did live in Diſguiſe of a Calf; 
I bound him and gelt him e er he did any Evil; 
For he was at the beſt but a young ſuckingDevils 
Maa, yet he cries, and forth he did ſteal, 

And this was fold after for excellent Veal. 


Some half a Yeat after, in the Form of a Pig; 


I caught at his Leg, laid him down on aLog, 

Ere a Man could fart twice I made him a Hog. 

Huh ub ht, quoth the Devil, and gaveſucha Jerk, 
hat a Jew was convVeited,and eat of thatPork. 


fn Woman's Attire 1 met him moſt fine ; 


F . 


3 
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1 met with the Rogue, and he look'd very big; 


At firſt Sight I thouglit law ſome _ Gvine £ 


S: os 
bs crab Face 1 fall to my Trades 
orſwear ever acting a Majid ; © 
the Devil, and fo ran away, . 
Hid in Friar s old Weeds, astheyſay« 
I walk*'d along and it way my good 
T6 meet with 4 Bläck -ost that was in Kos 1 
I ſpeedily grip'd lum, and whipt off his Cods 


2 
I made him 
Metw, 


J Wirt his Head and his reel 1 N Ocas 


O] quoth the Devil, and fo away tan, 
Thou ofe will be eutfy many Woman. 


| '$ONG 492. 


Telf thee, Charmiom, could I Tim et 
And could again begin to love aid 8 


To you I ſhould my earlieſt Off rin give 3 . 


1 know my Eyes would lead my Heart to youg 
And Iſhould all my Oaths and Vows renew 
But to be phin, I never would be tree. ©. 


For b our weak and weary Truth I fipd,] - 
Low to enter in a Poifit afſign'd, 
But runs with Joy oy the Circle of t « Mind. . 
Then never ſet us chain what Would be fret, 
But for Relief of either Sex agree, 


sinee Women love to chatige, and fo do we. 


806 NG 494. 

Sigh'd and own'd my Love; 
* dia che Fair my Paſſion derne, 65 
4 5 7 


* '% 
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ng Air, To tear it thence I try'd in-vain 1 
n apt to cauſe Deſpair, To ftrive, I quickly found, 
the gave Attention to m r. Was only to inereaſe the Pain, 
n'd to pity my 4 And to enlarge the Wound. 
| PE le Ahl! much too well, I fear, you know 
at her very Look does now confeſs. What Pain I'm to endure, 
But, oh ! her Change deftroys Since what your Eyes alone could do, 
Fhe channing Profpet of my promis'd Joys: Your Heart alone can cure. 
| She's robb'd of ev'ry Grace, And that (grant Heav*n I may miſtake) 
That argu'd Pity in her Faces - I doubt, is doom'd to bear 
And cold, forbidding Frowns ſupply their Place. A Burden for another's Sake, 
But while ſhe ftriyes to chill fire, Who ill rewards its Care. 
Her brighter Eyes ſuch Warmth inſpire, 
— PRs; G5 Huge qorech the SONG 495. 
Fire. 1 Dorn, mY Brain 2 to N 
Eac ball too 
80 NG 494- Within my Breaſt there — Fire, 
y glows 
1. © Low, nd in yy Which in a thouſand Ages can't expire, 
rmm th cry d; 
Take heed, for Love has piercing Darts, — Os Eg, 4 own Ru Howe. % F 
I A wounded Swain reply'd. 'Tis ſultry Weather. 
* Once free and bleſt as you are now, Pour them all on my Soul, ! 
| I rrifled at his Charme; It will hiſs like a Coal, 
1 pointed at his little Bow, But never be the cooler, 
And ſported with his Arms : "Twas Pride hot as Hell 
Till urg' d too far, Revenge, he cries ; That firſt made me rebel; 
A fatal Shaſt he drew, | From Love's awful Throne a * d Angel Il 
It took its thro' your Eyes, And mourn now my Fate, 
And to my it flew. f Which myſelf did create,” 
BP #5. Fool, Fool, that conkderdnorwitra Iwarwek 
A*+ d 5 
: 08 
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Adis, COT Toys, 


That fs their Face and Body to allure,” 


Bring me Daggers, Poiſon, Fire, 
Since Scorn is turn'd into Defire ; 


All Hell feels not the Rage which I poor 4, 


endure, 


SONG 496. 


Am a jolly Toper, 
I I am a ragged Soph, 
Known by the Pimples in my Face, 
With taking Bumpers off, 
And a toping we will go, Kc. 
Come let's fit down together, 
And take our Fill of Beer, 
Away with all Diſputes, | 
For we'll have no wrangling hers, 
And a toping, &C. 
With Clouds of Tobacco 
We'll make our Noddles clear, 
We'll be as great as Princes | 
When our Heads are full of Beer, 
And a toping, &c. 
Win Juggs, Muggs, and Pitchers, 
Bellarmines of Stale, 
Daſh'd lightly with a little, 
A very little Ale, 
And 2 toping, &c. 


5 We drink and pi 
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Againſt the Fraſby 
Pray give me leave ta 1 
Who ne er had thitſted for 
Had they been drop with Bid, 
And a toping, c. 
Againit the Low-Church Saiats, © 
Who {lily play their Parts, 


Who rail at the Diſſenters, 


Yet love em in their Hearts, 


And a toping, &. 


Here's a Health to the King, 
Let's Bumpers take in Fand, 
And may Prince - .. - .. 's Roger 
Grow Ri apa and Band, 

And a toping, &c. 
Orbe er H On | 
nevet-faili 
22. 
And drink to ox 2 atzain, 
And a toping, &c, 
O that my Belly 
It were a Tun of Stals, 


My Cock were tarn'd into a Tap 


To run w dif call, __ 
And a toping,” 


it „ 
* 


'% o 


4's Wood, 


22 


| 2600” 

Of all ſorts of Topers, - 

| A Soph is far the beſt ; - 
Tull he can neither go nor . 


9 4+ 
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We ſea no Wind * Weather, 


When good Liquor dwells within; 
And ſince a Soph does live ſo well, 
Then who would be a. 2 
And a topinyg, & . 


Then dead drunk we'll march, Boys, - 


And reel into our Tombs, 


That jollier Sophs (if ſuch there .). 
Rooms, 


May march into our 


And: a toping, Kc. 


SONG 


73. 


497: 


1 Grant a thouſand Oaths T fore, 
I none would love but you: 
But not to change would wrong me more, 
Than breaking them can do, 
Yet you thereby a Truth will learn 
Of much more worth than I ; 


Do always uſe to lie. 


tho* thereof ſhe brags 


= not do fo long. * 


* a. «it 


Which is, that Lovers which do ſwear, . 


Chloris does now poſſeſs that Heart 
Which to you did belong : 


Ns 


a while, 


And ne er ſo much — time Changyy: 


- Then grieve not any more, nor think 
For it they could not conquer more, 


They ne'er had conquer'd me. 


- So I goes unto Siſter Nell, 


*Tis a gallant Day; the Morning s grey, 


She thinks, by being fair and kind, 
To hinder my Remove, 


Above both thoſe, I love. 


My Change is a Diſgrace : 
For tho? it robs you of one Slave, 
It leaves another Place : 


Which your bright Eyes will ſoon ſubdue 
With him does them firſt ſee : 


SONG 498. 
1 Heard much talk of Oxford Town, 
And fain I wou'd go thither ; 
When ploughing and ſowing, that was done, 
It being gallant Weather, 


| Father he did to't agree, 5 ; 


That Nell and I ſhou'd go: 


But Mother cry'd, that we ſhou'd ride, 


So we had Dobhin too. 


And bids her make her ready; 
And put on all her Zundy Cloſe, 
As fine as any Lady: 2 


And likely to be fair; 
Therefore make haſte, and ſoon be las d,. 
And I'll go bait the Mare. - 


d $ 


” 0 
8 
8 v 


80 upon the Mate we tot, 
And away we rid together ; 

And ev'ry Body as we met, 
We aſk'd how far twas thether. 

Till at the laſt, when on the Top 


Of Chiſſelden Hill we riſs-z 
I ſomewhat ſpy d, like Steeples ; 
Zooks, Nell, look yonder tis. 


So when as nearer to't we came, 
We ſee Folks, infant thick ; 

I keard a little Baſtard zay, 
Look, here comes Country Dick. 

Another Baſtard call'd me Ralph, 
And how is't, honeſt Joah ? 

Nay Roger too, and little Sue ; 

And all the Folk at home. 

So we rode on and nothing ſaid, 
But, looked for an Alehouſe ; 

At laſt we zee a hugeous Sign, 
As big as any Gallows ; 

I was two Dogs; ſo in we rode, 
And called for the Hoſtler : 

Out came a luſty Fellow then, 
I w'an'd he was a Wroſtler. 

Here take this Horſe, and ſet en up; 
And ge en a Lock 'of Hay ; 

For we be come to zee the Town, 
And tarry here all Day. 


Yes, Sir, he aid ; and call'd the 
22 


‚ "A 
*. 


" 


and cry'd, 
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She had us into & Roath 45 clean, © | 
As tho“ we'd both been Gentry. .. 

50 we net Gown, ANN ed $3 
A Flaggon of their 


But when it come, Nell" ſhook ber Had, 


Says ſhe to me, If we ſay here long, 


 Andiinſtead of a Har, he wore a Cap,, 


Tb Boys fell a Hong, An 


WK 


And 2ed twas plaguy dear. 
Twill ſoon make us go a begging z >. 
For I am ſhure it cannot be. > 

So much as old Martin's Flaggen. Jon 


So we got up, and away we went 
To zee the gallant To- n; 
And at the Gate we met a Man 1 

With a pitiful ragged Gown 3 3 
As for his Sleeves, I do belieys e 
That they was both tort off; a 


Twas a Trencher cover'd wi cloth; © 


And as we were going along the Towng(; = 
I thote I had found a Knife; ; * 
I ſtooped down to take it up 7 
But was ne'er ſo ſhat'd in-my Life. - . 
For the under̃ſde was all be --—-t 
With an arrant Chriſtian's -d; 
April Fos 


0 


But I 2ed ne'er x Word. * 


As we went throug h a barrow Lane... rout 
One ketch'd faſt hold of Siſter ; 


rag 


He'd P e, afid he dũ 
"But kain! he Wou'd ha" Kiſs'd 


Sag; 


262 
e wa plaguy fine te my Mi 
Y "Ee lnk's mack kgs Wark ny 
I Stick, a en 
ee ib H 
we went into a fine Place ; 

Aud there we went to Church: 
Tknecled down to fay Pray'rs 
And d*udnt no hurt. 

. In thy Middle of 

to my thinking ; 
And the 0 Fe below fell a finging too, 
„ 
nne 
And 20 I took my 
J du'dnt think they po ha* done fo, 
In zitch a Place as that : 


4 But Nell was for ſtaying, till the'd quite done 
(playing, 


Becauſe ſhe lik d the Tune 
For ſhi'was ſure, Pl 
Ola Crundall play't at home. 


„ TS io Cornn, 


| Abc e 


Much like 2 Waggon Wheel; 
Pat bigger by half, which made me laugh, 
Garden Knot : 


_ As ourParfon's 
or, e * 


* 


” „ 


* 


4 
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Pray e juſt up the Stairs, 
And thoſe that knew how to turn 'em right, 
. Cou'd tell us what it was a Clock 


When the Zun ſhown bright, nen 


Which was vorty Times as fine 
As any of the other : 

Bleſs me, our John, quite all a 
There's Boo $ piled u lice Md wy ? 

Faith Nell, I wiſh that Mother was here, 
If 'twas not for the Cows: 


eee 
As round at any Ball; 

They told us — the Picture of 
The World, the Zea, and all: 


And how to turn 'em round, 


In the World under Ground. 
And many more Things they cou'd tell 
That was a*moſt as ſtrange ; 
As when the Sun ſhou'd fet and riſe, 
And when the Moon ſhou'd change 
I du*dnt care to ſtond fo near, 
When all theſe Things I heard; 
For I thote in my Heart, jt was the black i 
And I was a little afeard, K. 
The Sun being low, then we begun 
To think of going home - "qe 
But one Thing more we zaw before 
We got quite out of Town : 
We went apace ; n 
For fear of being benig | 
Two hugeous Men ſtood — within, | | 
And Nell ang . | 


2 


od 


OTC 


AVIARY. 


The 


and GE 4 : i nd 0 

They y Weapons jn their or as in Rowling, in Life; 3» 
Stood ready there for Murder : We bear with many a Rub. 7 

$ we went back and took our Mare, And a Bowling, de. = 
And away come trotting home; Trif htetd 

wi' Stories enough to tell Father and Mother, — 8 15 


And little Siſter Joan, Where Mortals fweat 


SONG 499. Jovial Beggar. 
Jana jolly Bowler, 
Of the Free · thinking Club 
And all my Notes are, Fly, fly, fly. 
Rub, rub a thouſand, rub, 
And a Bowling we will go, e. 


There's ne er a Set of Bowlers 
So far and near renowned: 
We twiſt and ſkrew, and with Grimace 
We coat the Bowl around. 
And a Bowling, &c. 


We have the fineſt Bowling-Green, 
There's none with us can vie; 


Tho void of Mugs, and Pots and Jugs, 


To drink when we're a-dry. 
And a Bowling, &c. , 
The Rudiments and Sciences 
For tin we G Y Par fond 
Till you i know the Ofound n 
And a Bowling, . And a „„ |” 


» «Þ a 
# © _ 


7 * 
r 5 U 
— 0 Joy 


T5 The AVIAR Y. 
OT —_— - SONG you. 
r TE. & This "any and _ a . | 1 ſhould 
three Plagues en 
What tho' they bart e Chropalh round, 22 — bob. (think, 
The Byaſs draws t . 4 _ Twas Love made me fall into Drink, 
r And Drink made me fall into Debt ; 10 0 
And a Bowling, &c. And —— have ftrugg!'d, and ſtrugzl 
Alas , here's One that knocks it off, : et out of them yet. 7 
1 * as Money can cure me, 
Fo n n Tongys, you And rid me 56 all my Pain; | 
* Pox | A. er, Twill pay all my Debts, 
And _ un, * And remove all my Letts; 
And meaſure't out of hand ; | Will love me, and love me again: 
. The Caſe is clear, tis loſt, tis loſt, , Then, then I'll fall to my loving and drinking 
You cannot make it ſtand. « | | 3 
And a Bowling, &c. gain, 
For tho? in other Gaming . SO N G COL. - 
A Block-head be in Jeſt,” 1 Goto to the Elyſian Shade, 
Yet he that's neareſt B ock-head, | Where Sorrow ne'er ſhall wound me 
In Bowling is the beſt, - Where nothing ſhall my-Reſt invade, 
And a Bowling, Kc. But Joy ſhall ſtill ſurround me. 
Then to the Roſe l - of Bowling. I fly from Czlia's cold Diſdain, 
Now we have had our Fill: 


From her Diſdain I HF; 
Let's lay aſide our Jack, Boys, he is the Cauſe of all my N 8 
And each Man take his G ILL. | - - © For her alone I die. 


And 3 Bowling. S. 


2 


— 
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Hier Eyes are brighter than tire Mid- day Sun, To ſome peaceful Plain convey 2 
When kg but half his radiant Courſe has ra, On a moſly Carpet lay me; me, | 
When his Meridian Glories gaily ſhine, Fan me with ambrofial Breeze, 

And glad all Nature with a Warmth divine, Let me die, and ſo have Eaſe. 
See yonder River's flowing Tide, 


Which now ſo full appears : SONG 502. Ne Nymphs and a 
Thoſe Streams, that do ſo ſwiftly slide, Gods. 

Are nothing but my Tears. 1 Hate thoſe cowardly Tribes, 
There have I wept, till I could weep no more, Who by mean ſneaking Bribes, 


And curs'd mine Eyes, when they have ſhed . By Trick "= Diſguiſe, 


their Store; By Flattery and Lies, 

Then, like the Clouds that rob the azure Main, To Power and Grandeur riſe. | bg 

Tye drajn'd the Flood, to weep.it back again. Like Heroes of old, | "I 
Pity my Pains, | You are greatly bold, : 
Ye gentle Swains ; - | The Sword your Cauſe ſupports : 

Cover me with Ice and Snow, Untaught to fawn, 

I ſcorch, I burn, I flame, 1 you g You ne'er were drawn, + hd 
Furies, tear me, Your Truth to pawn * 
Qickly bear me | Among the Spawn & 

be e diſmal Shades below z Who practiſe the Frauds of Courts. 

ere Yelling, and Howling, . 
And Grumbling and trier SONG - 503. bY 

Strike our Ears with horrid Woe. . 1 Gently touch'd her Hand ; the ga ; 
Hiſſing Snakes, A Look that did my Soul enſlave 3 . 
Fiery Lakes, I preſt her rebel Lips in vain, ' 

Would be a Pleaſure and a Cure 3 They roſe up to be preſt again: | 
Not all the Hells Thus happy I no further meant, + 
here Pluto dwells, Than to be pleas'd and innocent. 

Can give ſuch Pains as I endure. © On her ſoft Breafts'my Hand Thidg® > 


S5 And a quick, 3 E 
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They with a kindly Warmth did glow, 
And fwell'd, and ſeem'd to overflow: 
Yet truſt me, I no further meant, 

Than to be pleas'd and innocent. 

On her Eyes my Eyes did prey, 

her fmooth Limbs my Hand did tray ; 
h Senſe was raviſh'd with Delight, 

And my Soul ſtood d for Flight: 
Blame me not, if at I meant, 
More to be pleas d, than innocent. 


| SONG 504. 
] Love thee, by Heav'ns, I ca not ſay more; 
Then ſet not my Paſſion a- cooling; 
I thou yield'ſt not at once, I muſt een give 
| thee o'er, 
For I'm but a Novice at fooling. 
What my Love wants in Words, it ſhall make 
in Deeds, 
Then why ſhou'd we waſte Time in Stuff, 
Child? (ceeds z 
A Performance, you wot well, a Promiſe ex- 
A Word to the Wiſe is enough, Child. 
I know how to love, and to make that Love 
N known, _. 
But I hate all proteſting and arguing: 
Cy rt, ſhe ſhou'd ev'n lye 
one, 


„ae made many Words to a Bargain, 


The AVIARY. 


I'm a Quaker in Love, and but barely affirm 
Whate er my fond Eyes have been ſaying; 
RIO be thou ſo too, ſeek for no better 
erm, 
But e en throw thy Yea or thy Nay in. 
J cannot bear Love, like à Charicery Suit, 
The Age of a Patriarch depending ; 
Then pluck up a Spirit, no longer be. mute, 
| Give it one way or other an Ending. 
Ley COS the Vice of a phlegmatick 
O01, | 285 
Like the Grace of fanatical Sinners, 
Where the Stomachs are loſt, and the Vituals 
grow cool, 
Before Men fit down to their Dinners, 


] Sigh'd and I writ, 
And employ'd all my Wit, 
And ſtill pretty Sylvia deny d 
Twas Virtue 1 thought, 
And became ſuch a Sot, 
I ador'd her the more for her Pride. 
Till maſk'd in the Pit, 
My coy Lucrece I met, 


A Croud of gay Fops held her Play, 


So briſk and fo free, 
With her ſmart Re 3 
I was cur'd, and went bluſhing aways 


. 


The AV 
Poor Lovers miſtake | | 


The Addreſſes they make, 
With Vows to be Conſtant and True 
Tho? all the Nymphs hold 
For the Sport that is old, 
Yet their Play-mates maſt over be new. 
Each pretty new Toy 
They would die to enjoy, 
And then for a newer they pine; 
But when they perceive 
Others like what they leave? 
They will cry for their Bauble again. 


SONG 506. ba 


- 


I and ſaw within the Book of Fate 
Where many Days did low'r, 
When lol one happy Hour 
Leap'd up, and ſmil d to fave thy ſinking Stàte. 
A Day ſhall come, when in thy Pow'e 
Thy cruel Foes ſhall be: 
Then ſhall the Land be free, 
And thou in Peace ſhalt reign ; 
But take, oh! take that Opportunity, 
Which once refus'd will never come again. 


SOM G 507. 
] Anthe the lovely, the Joy of her Swain, 
By Iphis was lov'd, and lov'd Iphis again; 
dae wo in the Youth, and the Youth in the 
Ar, | 


IARY.. 62 
No Tiny no Enjoyment, their Dotage With 
gut the longer they liv'd il the ford! they 
A Paſſion fo eee $ 
Some envy” Nymph, but more envy _ 
the Swain; (vade, 
Some ſwore twould be pity their Loves to in- 
That the Lovers alone for cach other wers 


made: 10. 
But all, all conſented, that none ever know 
A Nymph yet ſo kind, or a Shepherd ſo true 
Love ſaw them with Pleaſure, and vow'd to 
Care 


Of the faithſul, the tender, the innocent Pair z 
What either did want, he bid either to move z 
But they wanted nothing, but ever to love g. 
Said, Twas all that to bleſs em his 
could do, , 
That they ſtill might be kind, and they 1 
might be true. | 92 8 
SONG 508. 
FF Phillis denies me Relief, 
If ſhe's angry, I'll ſeek it in Wine 3 
Tho" ſhe laughs at my amorous Grief, 
At my Mirth why ſhe repine ? 
The ſparkling C ſhall cemove_ + - 
All the Grief my 5 


a eats 8 * a %* | * : * f 8 5 
* 
5 — 
8 
2 , 0 


The AVIAR'Y. . 
My Reaſon I loſt when I lov'd, Still plays about the Flame ! 
By drinking what can I do more? If ſoon ſhe be not made a Wife, _ 
Would Phillis but pity my Pain, Her Honour's ſing'd, and then for Life, 
Or my amorous Vows would approve, She's SEP what 1 dare not name. 


*.The Juice of the Grape I'd diſdain, -. 
rr drunk with nothing but Love. 


8 ON G gcog. Colt and Raau. 
JF ſhe be not kind as fair, 
But peeviſh and unhandy, 

Leave her, ſhe's only worth the Care 

Ol ſome ſpruce Jack-a:dandy. 
- would not have thee fuch an Aſs, 

Had ſt thou ne'er ſo much Leiſure, 
To ſigh and whine for ſuch a Laſs 

: + Whoſe Pride's above her Pleaſure. 


SONG 510. 
FF any Wench Venus Girdle wear, 
Though ſhe be never ſo ugly ; 


Lilies and Roſes will quickly appear, 
And her Face look wond'rous ſmugly. 


Beneath the left Ear ſo fit but a Cord, 
(A Rope fo charming a-Zone is) 


. k The Youth his Cart hath the Air of a Lord, 


And we cry, There dies an Adonis 

SONG 511. 
Srwain diſdain” d ? 

F. Love the Virgin's Heart invade, 


How, like — the — Maid 


My is your faithful |, him 


SONG 512. 
„ Wine and Muſick have the Pow'r 
To eaſe the Sickneſs of the Soul, 
Let Phœbus ev'ry String explore, 
And Bacchus fill the ſprightly Bowl, 


Let them their friendly Aid employ, 
To make my Chloe's Abſence light, 
And ſeek for Pleaſures to deſtroy 
The Sorrows of this live- long Night. 


But ſhe to-morrow will return. 
Venus be thou to-morrow great, 
Thy Myrtles ſtrew, thy Odours burn, 
And meet the fav'rite Nymph in State. 
Kind Goddeſs, to no-other Pow'rs 
Let us to-morrow*'s Bleſſings own ; 
Thy darling Loves ſhall guide the Hours, 
And all the Day- be thine alone. 


SONG 513. Ye. Commons, Cc. 
FF any ſo wiſe i is, 

That Sack he deſpiſes, 
drink his fmall Beer, and be ſober; 
Whilſt we drink Wine,. and fing 
As if it were Spring, 


Ie ſhall droop like th Trees in Ogcher, 


But be ſure, over Night, 
If this Dog do you bite, 

You take it henceforth for a Warning, 
Soon as out of your Bed, 
To fettle your Head, 

Take a Hair of his Tail in the Morning. 
And not be ſo filly 
To follow old Lilly ; 


Let his ne aſſueſcas 
Be put in his Cap-caſe, 
And ſing b1bito vinum jejunus. 


SONG 514. 
* I live to grow old, as I find I go down, 
Let this be my Fate i in a Country Town : 
May I have a warm Houſe, with a Stone at 
my Gate, 
And a cleanly young Girl to rub my bald Pate. 
May - govern my Paſſions with an abſolute 
way, 
And grow wiſer and better as my Strenght 
wears away; 
W ithout Gout or Stone, by a gentle Decay. 


In a Country Town by a murmuring Brook, 

Win the Ocean at diſtance on which I may 
look ; 

With a ſpaciovs Plain without Hedge or Stile, 

And a1 caſy Pad-Nag to ride out a Mile... 

Miy I CORD; &c, 


The A VI A R F. 


For there's nothing but Wine that can tune us; 


, 265 
With Horace and Petrarch, and one or two 
more, 2 
Of the beſt Wits that liv'd in the Ages before : 
With a Diſh of Roaſt-Mutton, not Ven ſon 
nor Teal, 
And clean, tho coarſe Linnen, at every Meals. 
May I govern, &c. 
With a Pudding on Sunday, and ſtout ne 
ming Liquor, 
And a Remnant of Latin to puzzle the Vicar. 3 
With a hidden Reſerve of Burgundy Wine, 
To drink the King's Health as oft as we dine. 
May I govern, &c. - (laſt Day; 
With a Courage undaunted may I face my. .- 
And when I am dead may the better Sort ſay, 
In the Morning when ſober, in the Ev*ning 
when mellow, (low. 
He is gone, and han't left behind him his Fel- 
For he govern'd his Paſſions with an ab- 
ſolute Sway, 
And grew wiſer and better as his Strength 


wore away, 
Without Gout or Stone, by a gentle Decay, * 
SONG 515. 


F. Wealth a Man cou'd keep alive, 
I'd ſtudy only how to thrive : 
That having got a mighty Maſs, 
I might bribe the Fates ſo let ame paſs, 
But ſince we can't prolong our Years, (Tears? 
Why ſpend we Time in n:edleſs Sighs a. d 


— 


270 
For fince Deſtiny 
Has decreed vs to dic, 


And all muſt paſs o'er the old Ferry, 

 " Hang Riches and Cares, 
| Since we han't many Years, 

We'll have a ſhort Life and a merry. 

Time keeps its Round, and Deſtiny 

Regards not whether we laugh or cry ; 

And Fortune never does beſtow 

A Look on __ . 

But with equal Swi run 

Toply on others, or be play'd u 

Since we can take no Cou 

For the better or the worſe ; 
Let none be a melancholy Thinker ; 
Let the Times the Round go, 

So the Cups do ſo too, | 

Ne'er bluſh at the Name of a Drinker, 
| SONG 516. 

F truth can fix thy wav'ring Heart, 

Let Damon urge his claim : 

He feels the Paſſion, void of Art, 
The pure and conſtant Flame. 
Though ſighing Swains their Torments tel, 

Their ſenſual Love contemn ; 

They only prize thee beauteous Shell, 

But flight the inward' Gem, 
But flight, &c. 


* 


The AVIA R T. 


| ] F the Heart of a Man is depreſs'd with Cares, 


Poſſeſſion cures the wounded Heart, 
Deſtroys the tranſient Fire; 

But when the Mind receives the Dart, 
Enjoyment whets Deſire. 

Your Charms each laviſh Senſe contr cul, 
A Tyrant's ſhort liv'd Reign: 

But milder Reaſon rules the Soul, 
Nor Time can break the Chain. 

By Age your Beauties will decay, 
Your Mind improves with Years ; 

As when the Bloſſoms fade away, 
The rip'ning Fruit appears. 

May Heav'n and Sylvia grant my Suit, 
And bleſs each future Hour; 

That Damon, who can taſte the Fruit, 
May gather ev'ry Flower. 


SONG 517, Would you hawe, Qt. 


The Miſt is diſpell'd when a Woman ap- 


pears z 
Like the Notes of a Fiddle, ſhe ſweetly, ſweetly, 
Raiſes the Spirits, and charms our Ears. 
Roſes and Lillies her Cheeks difcloſe, 
But her ripe Lips are more ſweet than thoſe: 
Preſs her, | 
Careſs her, 
With Bliffes, 
Her Kiſſes 


Ad SO _- > = 


 Bifubve us in Picafure, and ſoſt Repoſe. 


- 
- 


ar 


The A 
SONG 5x18 


d court the Joy won't leave you, 
your Vows at Bacchus Shrine ; 


9 Pleaſures will deceive you, 
Truth is only found in Wine, 
If you'd court, &c. 


Let the 
Bow 


puny ſneaking Lover 
to Cupid like a Fool; 


Juſt Experience will diſcover, 
He's no more than Woman's Tool. 
He's no more, &c. 


Bring more Wine then, charge the Glaſſes, 
Porn 3 ound lonng Aſks, 
n 


a thouſand loving Aſſes, 
Bed. 


FF Gold could lengthen Life, I ſwear, 
It then ſhould be my chiefeſt Care; 

To get a Heap, that I might ſay, 

When Death came to demand his Pay, 

Thou Slave, take this, and go thy Way. 

But ſince Life is not to be bought, 

Why ſhould I plague myſelf for nought ? 

Or fooliſhly diſturb the Skies 


With v 
For 1 U 


6 fatal 


Complaints, or ultleſs Ciics ? 
Deſtinies 


— 


VIARY. 274 
Have all decreed it ſhall be fo, 
What good will Gold of Crying do ? 


Give me, to eaſe my thirſty Soul, 

The Joys and Comforts of the Bowl : 
Freedom and Health, and whillt I live, 
Let me not want what Love can give 3 
Then ſhall I die in Peace and have 
This Conſolation in the Grave, 

That once I had the World my Slave. 


SONG 520. 


I Love's a ſweet Paſſion, why does it ter- 


ment ? 
If a Bitter, O tell me, whence comes my Con- 
tent? 

Since I ſuffer with Pleaſure, why ſhould I com- 
plain ? 

Or grieve at my Fate, ſince I know 'tisin vain ? 

Yet ſo pleaſing the Pain is, ſo ſoft is the Dart, 

That at once it both wounds me, and tickles 
my Heart, 

I graſp her Hands gently,look languiſhingdown, 

And by paſſionate Silence I make my Love 
known. 


But oh ! how I'm bleſt, when ſo kind ſhe does 


prove 

By Come willing Miſtake to diſcover her Love; | 

Wen in ſtriving to hide, ſhe teveals all her 
Flame, 

And our Eyes tell each other, What peither dare 
name. — 


272 
How ou nx is Beauty; how ſweet are the 
Ss? 
How delightful Embraces, how peaceful her 
Arms ? 
Sure there's nothing ſo eaſy as learning to love ; 
Tis taught us on Earth, and by all Things above: 
And to Beauty's bfight Standard all Heroes muſt 


yield, 
For tis Beauty that conquers, and keeps the 
fair Field. 
SONG Fat. 


F Wine he a Cordial, why does it torment ? 
> If a Poiſon, oh tell me, whence comes my 
Content ? 
Since I drink it with Pleaſure, why ſhould I 
complain ? 

- + Orrepentev'ry Morn, when I know'tis in vain: 
Yet fo charming the Glaſs is, ſo deep is theQuart, 
That at once it both drowns and enlivens my 

Heart, 
I take it off briſkly, and when it is down, 
By my jolly Complexion I make my Joy known. 
But oh | how I'm bleſt | when ſo ſtrong it does 
| prove, 
By its ſovereign Heat to expel that of Love : 
When in quenching the old, I create a-new 
Flame, 
And am wrapt ifi fuch Pleaſures that ſtill want 


Rang 
N 
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8 ONG 522. 
FF Love be a Fault, and in me thotght ; 
Crime, 
How _ wy Offence; bear ye Witneſs, 0 
: ime 
The Days and the Nights, and the Hours, as 
they roll'd, 
You know may be felt, but are ne er to be told, 
One Day paſs'd away, and ſaw nothing but Love, 
Another came on, and the ſame thing did prove: 


The Sun it grew tir'd ſtill to look on the ſame, 


But Igrew more pleas d when the next Moment 
came. 


I Gaw you all Day, and each Night, with new 
- Cuſt, 
And yet ev'ry Day was to me as the firſt, 
Thus fleeting Time paſſes, with Down on its 
Wings, 

And whilſt this remains, reſt unenvy d yeKi 
If this be my Crime, bemy Judges, ye Fair, 
And if I muſt ſuffer for what is ſo rate, 
True Lovers hereafter this Wonder ſhall tell, 
The Cauſe of my Death is for loving too well, 


SONG $523. 
FF ever, Damon, you ſhou'd rove, 
Still bear me ever in your Mind 5 


If walking in ſome ſhady Gtove, 


Or on ſome flow'ry Bank reol in d: 


1 


The. AVIARY, 


ill Jet my faithful, Image be 
Among the Shades retir'd with thee. 


If you ſhou'd wander where ſome Brook * 


Does o'er the murm'ring Pebbles flow, 
As on tlie ſilver Stream you look, 

Think how I weep, oppreſt with Woe : 
And ſhou'd the Current want Supplies, 
I cou'd recruit it from my Eyes. 
If perch*d upon ſome pointed Thorn, 

EM Nightin gale renews her Strain; 

Let it remind thee How forlorn, 

When you are abſent; I complain: 
Or, ſhou'd you hear the widow'd Dove, 
Think I like her lament my Love, 


Where you behold the ſetting Ray 
Trembling beneath the loweſt Skies, 
The ſullen Gloom of cloſing Day 
May repreſent me to your Eyes ; 
For, languid as departing Light 
Am I, when abſent from your Siglit. 


SONG 524. Ye Commons, &C. 
F a'l things ſacceed, 
Ay arid decreed, 
By immutable Powers that rule us ; 
To repine, and to pray, 
Is but Time thrown away, 
And our Teachers, in ſhort, do but fool us. 
Then let's prove our Free-will, 


By our Drinking about, 


And by quitting the Glaſs, when its Tims 
give out: | | 
But if Man has no Pow'r t 
To chuſe or to ſhun, 

"Tis no Sin to drink boldly, or Virtueto rune 
If we're driv'n by Fate 
Either this Way or that, 

As a Carrier whips on his Horſes z 
No Mortal can ſtray, + 8 
But muſt go the right Wag. 

Like the Stars that are bound to 
But if we've Free - will, | 
To go on or ſtand Rill, ; 

As may beſt ſerve each preſent Occaſion 1 * 
Then pray fill the Glaſs, 

And confirm him an Aſs, 
That depends upon Predeſtination. 1 


SONG $25. 
F all that I love is her Face, KY, 
From looking I ſure can reſrain; 
In others her Likenefs may trace, 
Or Abſence may cure all my Pain. 
This ſaid, from her Charms I retir'd, 
Nor knew I till then how I lov'd z 
Whom preſent my Paihon admir'd, 
In Abſence my Reaſon approv'd. 


Ah! why ſhould I hope for Relief, 
Where all that * ſee is * 7 


= < = 


1. 


: 


D. 
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274 
*NoiPity in her for my Drift, For fear that to morrow ſhould 2 8 8 
No Merit in me to —. Oh! let me now, now, now. 
Nor yet do 1 Fortune up If in Hand then a Gülnen you'll give, 
Tho? robb d of my Frhectoin and Faſe, And ſwear by this kind Embrace; 
* of the Choice I have made, That another to morrow, as you hope * 
ef can pleaſ | Oh ! then I will ftrait unlace: 
hopeleſs it ever can pleaſe. | 
For why ſhould we two diſagree, 
8 0 N G 526. Since we have, we have Opportunity ? 
| FF the Glaſſes they are empty, 
+ Fill again, my Soul's adry : SONG 528, 
Sure ſuch Wine as this will tempt ye I bear Orinda, ſwear, - 
| 40 carouſe in Sympathy. | She cures my jealous Smart z 
Thirſty Souls, like Plants aſpiring, Tf I hear Orinda ſwear, 
Moiſture ever are deſiring. She cures my jealous Smart: 
Thus careſing | The Treachery becomes the Fair, 
; Nature's Bleſſing, And doubly fires my Heart 
We'll the ſober World defy. The Treachery becomes the Fair, 
Zee the Bottle, | how its Beauty And doubly fires my Heart. 
Smiles in ev*ry ruby Face; Beauty's Strength and Treaſure 
ht to 3 — 4 Day, * In Falſhood ſtill remain; 
i ave Heroes, drink apace. Sh t tet Pleaſure 
Cou'd the Globe be ei a with Claret, 1 8 
Souls like mine wou' d never * N ; | in, r. 
| Brer drinking, That * the greateſt Pain, . 
oid of thinking, | S O N G 
We'd the Hour embrace. h - $46 
the apps Slours ] F to Loveof good Wine 
8 O NG 527. Pour Heart ſhovld incline, 


Great Bacchus gives thꝰ only true Pleaſure j 
The Follies of Love 


F ever yon mean to be kind, 
To me the Favour, the Favour allow; 


* 
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- Will quickly remove 
'Tis Drinking has Joys. above Meaſure, 
All Friendſhip is here, 
Come, kiſs me, my Dear, 
No Embrace like a ſolid full Glaſs. 
By Love you can gain 
No more but a Chain, F 
And then you will look like an Aſs. 
See, look on this Wine, 
The Charms are divine, 
Which ever will ſmile to invite ye; 
Tis pure, without Art, 
No Tricks or falſe Heart, 
And never will fail to delight ye. 
Fond Love is a Bubble, 
A Toil and a Trouble, 
It brings neither Profit nor Eaſe 
To Bacchus we'll fing, | 
Always young as the Spring, 
Tus Wine that adds Length to our Days. 


CHORUS. 


Fill every one his Glaſs, 
About then let it paſs, 
& Bumper gives the only happy dlinets; 
A Pox of Love, 
A Pox of Love, 
There's nought but Dulneſs in it. 


Tz 


SONG 


1* Cupid's Warrio 4 4 0c M T 
Then quickly for t 0 Fight propage. 4 
Ah! why, Celinda would you fiy,: * 
When I at firſt am ſure to yield? 


If you th' Engagement ſhun, I die; 


Oh! take me, and I've won the Field. . 
SONG 531. 


] M old mad Tom, behold me, 


My Wits are quite unframed ; E 
I'm mad, I'm ſure, and paſt all Cure, 
And in Hopes of being proclaimed, 
I'll mount the froſty Mountains, 21 
And there I'll ſkin the Weather ; 24% 
rl * the Rainbow from the Sky, 
And I'll ſplice both Ends togethe. 
I'll mount the Pride of Marble, X A 
And there I'll fright the Gypſies ; 


| And I'll play at Bowls with Sun and M * 


And win them with Ectipſes. 


I'Prentice was to Vulcan, LN 
And ſerv'd my Maſter faithful, 1 
In making Tools for jovial Fools; 6: 
But, ye Gods, ye prov'd unfaithfu s 
The Stars pluck'd from their Orbs too, Hy 
In put them in my Budget 3 = 
And if I'm not a roaring Boy, 1 
Then mad 8 
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Like gaining the fair One's Heart 
S O N G 5 32. Which once in poſſeſſing, 
I* * not one 6f your Fops, who, to pleaſe a Like others confeſſing, 
toy Laſs, (Afs. He ſoon will be ready to part. 
Can lie whining and pining, and look like an But he that the Grape is careſſing, 


Life is dull without Love, and not worth the 


But Fools — 4A Curſe, hat was meant for 


Poſſeſſin 
a Bleſſin 


While his Godfhip” c not rude, rl allow him 


But, by F why p out he goes, ſhou'd he once 


my Breaſt ; 


ak my 


I can toy wire a Girl for an Hour, to allay 
The Fluſter of Youth, or the Ferment of May; 


But muſt beg her Excuſe, not to bear Pain of 
For that's -- "ip by her leave, * to 
WE 


1 


Anguiſh, 


s Oo NG 533. 


8 Love be gone, 
My Heart you no more ſhall have; 
With Freedom and Eaſe 4 
My Senſes III pleaſe, 


And never be mbre thy Slave. 


With whining and piping .. 


- Profefing ; 
Ne Bieffiing "Fry 


* 


Speak, Love, how came your Slavoſo dull, 


Will always find a true Bleſſing 3 
Fer that never clo ys .) 
But ripens his Joys, 

And makes him look frolick and gay: 
Then fill up your Glaſs, 
And round let it paſs, ; 

And thus to the God you will fay : 


Importunate Love be gone, 
Thy Quiver is now in vain, 
With Freedom and Eaſe 
My Senſes I'll pleaſe, 
And ne'er be in Love again. 


SONG 534. 


1 Mpatient with Deſire, at laſt 
I ventur'd to lay Forms aſide; 

Twas I was Modeſt, not ſhe Chaſt, | 
The Nymph, as ſoon as aſk d, comply d. 


With am'rous Awe a Ment Fool, 


I gaz'd upon her Eyes with Fear: 


To read no better there? 14 


Thus to ourſelves the Fell in 


Altho* the Fair be well i dz 


dz, 


For want of Courage to —__ 
By our own Folly, ſhe's unkind. ' 


SON.G 535. 
[| LL fing you a Song was never in Print, 


Tis newly and truly come out of the Mint, 


And I'll tell you before-hand, you'll find 
Nothing int. 
Tol, lol, &c, 


'Tis Nothing I think, 'tis Nothing I write, 
'Tis Nothing I court, 'tis Nothing I light, 
And I don't care a Pin if I get Nothing by't. 
Tol, lol, &c. 
Fire, Air, Earth, and Water, Birds, Beaſts, 
Fiſh, and Men, 
Did ſtart out of Nothing, a Chaos, a Den, 
And all things muſt turn to Nothing again. 
Tol, lol, &c. 
The Lad that makes Love to a delicate 
Smooththing, 
And hopes to obtain her by ſighing and ſooth- 
thing, - 
Moſt 1. makes much ado about Noth- 
ing. 
Tol, lot, 


But ſoon as his — * and Purſe is decay 'd, 

He may to the Arms of a Whore be betray d, 

For — 3 Nothing muſt needs be a 
ai A 6 | 


Tol, lo | 
oy. - 
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'Tis OG makes many things often-times 
t 


2 
As when | Fools amongſt wiſe Men do 


by 5 


The Fool that ſays Nothing may paſs for aWit, 
Tol, lol, &c. 
When firſt by the Ears, we together did tal, 


Then Something got Nothing, and REESE 
got All, 


From Nothing we came, and to Nothing we 


Tol, 1 bp 


If any Man tax me with Weakneſs of wit, 

And ſays, that onNothing e writ, 

I ſhall anſwer, Ez mbilo nibil fits nt, 2 
- -  Tol; lo, =? 7 


But let his Diſcretion 3 2 


This very Word Nothing may give him 1 ; 


For in writihg of Nothing I comprehend All, 
Tol, lol, &C 

So let ev” ry Man give the Poet his du, 

For then 'twas with him, as tis now with 


He wrote it when that he had W os 
Tol, lol, &. 7 * 


This very Word Nothing, if doof de right 
Way, 
May be of W 
When the Landlord he tells youthere's Moth" 
ing to pay? N enn 
Tol, lol, c. e 1 3:2 


te AVIARY. 


:- 20 N 5 Trell that I drag a hopeleſs Chain, - 


N.G 836. And all that I' inflit endure, 
Tire Prey: Chariot hurl'd, | 
Agr mop around the World + al 8 0NG 338. 
om drive ore me, N vain poor Damon proftrate lies, 
wie — ** e ts * : I And humbly trembles at my Feet, 

n down, 7 , While pleading Looks and begging Sighs, 
Tour Sovereign Lord, mad Tom. With moving Eloquence entreat. 
What, though the Sceptre that I bear, | Pity perſuades my trembling Breaſt, 

* al but Dream and Air ? | That Pains ſo great ſhould be redreſt, 
I've the Pleaſure of Crowns, But ſome ſtrong Whiſper intercedes, 
9 £25 ONfe. And tells me I muſt let him wait, 
"And tho' 1 give Law | | And make him ſeal reſtrictive Deeds, 
47 Prom Beds of Straw, Ere I admit him to my State. 
And 9 . tatter d 2 FF Women ſhould triumph whilſt they can, 
dman can | Si i them Slaves t. 

Aae Sſonaretriighh be ince Marriage makes Nr laves to Man. 

een. 8 0ON G 530. Twas within a4 


N Sand Youth 3 th Tears ive o'er; IN Pimps and Politicians 
oh we bocork alas an Flavia 25 1 The Genius is the ſame ; 
"Thy Truth 1. own, thy Fate deplore : Both raiſe their own Conditions 
All are not happy that are true. On others Guilt and Shame. 
thoſe Sighs, und weep no more; With a Tongue well tipt with Lies, 
hould Heav'n and Earth with thee combine, Each, the want of Parts ſupplies . 2 50 
ell in Lain, fince any Pow'r, And with a Heart that's all Diſguiſee, 
EE thy Love, muſt alter mũne. Keeps his Schemes unknown. * 
Povenge can eaſe thy Pain, Seducing as the Devil, 'ol 
Goth the ls 1 cafinoe thre 3 ; They play the Tempter's Part, 


x $a 5 | 
2 i WM, 


Each a ſecret pert at _—_ 

Firſt corrupts, and then connives, 

And by his Neighbours, Vices thrives, - - 
For they are all his own, 


| SONG $49, ** 
IW good King Charles's Go den Days, 
Wen Loyalty had no harm int, 
A Zealous Hizh Church Man I was, 
And ſo I got Preferment : 
To teach my Flock I never miſt, 
Kings are by God appointed ; 
And thoſe are Amn d that do refiſt, 
touch the Lord's Anginted. * _. 
And this is Law T will — 
Until my — DAY 
That whatſoever 
I will be Viet of Kong tall 


When Royal James obtain'd the 1. 
And Pop” 12 nion, 
down, 


in 
The Penal Laws I ho 


3 — Declaration: * 
Church of Rome 1 ſou 0 
Full well my e . * 
And had become a Jeſuit, 

But for the Revolutibri,” 
ene 1 . "I | 


The: 4 ARI. 


Old Princi 
* Paſſive-Obvdience 


When Gracious Anne.aſcends the Throne, 
Another Face of thi 


I Moderation, 
. And thought the Church in 


P 1 : Ss © 
TT * 2 £ * * 5 „ * 


- When William was our King declar'd, . 
To eaſe the Nation's Grievance:;- 
Wich this new Wa e e, 
And ſwore to him Allegiance 1” 

les I did;revoke; ' * 
Set Conſeience at a 1 


— 
And Piſh for Nong 
And this is Lam” 7 


od, 
9 — 
» 


The Church of En nfs 's 


Tar? 1 
nal-Conformiſts baſe, 


d. thei 


ith 


Wo 


. baſs 


And I 
Occafional- 


By ſuch-Preyaricatidn.:. MY H- Mell: Naur 
And this 1 18 Law, &c. CY * 
When George in Puddiby-rime'came o'er, 04 
And Moderate- Me d& big; it, 
I turned a Cat · in- Pan onde m e - 0 
f Ar a N HA 
And ſo Preferment I proeur'd : 


| By Our new. Fade, Defiider x A 
And always every Day abr dg 
The Pope and the Pretender. 2 
And this is D. Re. 
Thy Ituftrious Houſe of Hanover, * 
And Proteſfant Suecemon, D 


eie 


George my lawful King {ſhall be, 


And this is Law I will maintain, 
Until my dyi ying Day, Sir, 

That whatſoever wer Ring ſhall reign, 

n. be Vicar * Sir. 


s O NG. 


19 April, when me, pain the _ 
Was aukwardly airy 


And — approaching rejoiceth the 
The Yellow: jow-hair'd Laddis would oftentimes 


To wikd 1 8 Glens, where the Haw- 
' thorn Trees grow. 415 

There under the Shade of an old ſacred Thorn; 

II Wn Lone Ev ning end 
ons JJ, 

e fang with fo ſaſt and inchanting a Bound, 

That . and Fairies unſeen danc*'d 
arou *. © , 


The Shepherd thus ng, Tho' young Mai be 


* s daſh's with a ſcornſu'. proud 
N z 


A Y 
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* of YT 
x 


Her Breath like ; the Breezes heft in the 
pring. 
That Madie in all the gay Bloom of her Youth, 
- Like = Moon was uhcotiſtant, and never 
ke Truth : 
te was faithful, ene and 


; Andes the Goddeſs who  prung bon the 
Sea. 


That Mamma's fine Daughter, with all her 
great.Dow” = 

and frequently ſowr. 

Then ſighing, he wiſted, would Parents agree, 

The witty ſweet Sufie his Miſtreſs might be, 


SONG 542. 
I N a dark filent ſhady Grove, 
Fit for the Delights of Love, 
As on Corinna's Breaſt I panting lay, 
My right Hand playing with & cztera. 


A thouſand Words and amorous Kiſſes, 
Prepar'd us both for more ſubſtantial Bliſſes; 
And thus the haſty Moments ſlipt away, 
Loſt in the Tranſports of & ct ra. 
She bluſh*d to ſee her Innocence betray d, 
And the ſmall Oppoſition that. ſue made; 
Yet hugg d me cloſe, and with a Sigh did ay, 
Once more, my — once more & cætena. 


— 
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But O the Pow'r to pleaſe this Nymph was If you her Excellence would taten... 
paſt, | Be ſure you uſe her kind, Sir: 
Too violent a Flame can never laſt ; Clap your Hands about her Waiſt t. 
zo we remitted to another Day And raiſe her up behind, Sir; PL 
The Proſecution of & c tera. 1 As for her Bottom never doubt, 
Puſh but home, and you'll find it out: 
SONG 543. Then drink and never ſpare it, 1 4 
* ſpits of Love, at length I find Tis a Bottle of good Claret. _ , . 1 
A Miſtreſs that will pleaſe me bac £0 
Her Humour free and e d, SONG $44+ h W 
Both Night and Day ſhe'll eaſe me 1 N vain by Parallels you ſtrive z me A 
No jealous Thoughts diſturb my Mind, Panthæa's Eyes to praiſe z 2 
| Tho' ſhe's enjoy d by all Mankind; Perſection, which we can't conceiv e, 
Then drink and never ſpare it, It ſelf alone diſplays. | 3. 24 
'Tis a Bottle of good Claret. Bae on them only, if you'd know -- ---/ 
If you, thro* all her naked Charms What dazling Rays dart ; TR 
Heer little Mouth diſcover, But if what piercing Darts they throw, | - - 
Then take her bluſhing to your Arms | Then view my wounded Heart. 
And uſe her like a Lover; | A 
Such Liquor ſhe' Il diſtill from thence, SONG. S 17s 
As will tranſport your raviſh'd Senſe ; 1 N vain you tell your parting Low,“ rr 
Then kiſs and never. ſpare it, You wiſh fair Winds may waſt him over 
Tis a Bottle of good Claret. | ! Ales we RS "hte 
But beſt of all! ſhe has no Tongue, That bear me far from what I love? -» 
a _bmiſſive ſhe obeys me z 2 ; wr Dangers 58 Ii Man 
| She's truly better old than youn n equal thoſe that in, . 1e 
And ſtill to ſmiling wow — From lighted Vows and cold Diſdaſn? , 
Her Skin is ſmooth, Complexion black, Be gentle, and in Pity chuſe 22 
And has a moſt delicious Smack; To wiſh the wildeſt Tempeſt looſ eee. 


7 Then kiſs and never ſpare it, That, thrown again upon the Coaſt 
| Tis a Bottle of good Claret, Ts Where firſt my ſhipwreck'd Heart was loſt, 


» "Py 
„ 


7 9 50 
* * 
- 
2 : a : 


'T may once more repeat my Pain, 
Once more in dying Notes — - 
of flighted Vows and cold Diſdain. 


8.0 NG 546. 
— 1 | 


To eaſe a 


Thro* Reaſon's Glaſs to — Love, 


To wiſh and yet to reſt. | 
An 


Empire o er the Mind; 


And triumphs o'er Mankind. 


prolong : 


Your feather'd Mates cn Jt the Lay, 


9 And yield to pow'rful Song. 


1 — 11 


And 8 the drpopin er 
I wins a Smile from e Age, 5 


* 


And difappoints the Grave. 
The Force of amber 


Let Wiſdom boaſ}, tis all in vain, . 

r Beauty Holds the Chain, 5 

Thrice Birds, who on the Spray 
Unartful 


| 0M 


The A * 1A RY. 
Did Heav'n ſuch wond'rous Gifts produt, 


To curſe our wretched Race ; 


92 Say, muſt we all the Heart accuſe, 


And yet approve the Face ? 


Thus in the Sun, bedrop'd with Gold, * 


The baſking Adder lies; 
The Swain admires each ſhining Fold, 
Is charm'd, is ſtung, and dies. 97 


SONG 547. 


N Kent ſo ſam d of Old, 
Near by the pleaſant Knold, 


A Swain a Goddels told 


An am'rous Story-3 


- Saying, in theſe jarring Days, 


When Kings contend: for Bays, 


. Your Love my Soul does raiſe 


Abovs its Glory. 
My Life, my lovely Dear, 
Whilſt you are ſmiling here, 
The Plants and Flowers appear 
Moſt ſweetly charming; WY POLY 


The Sun may ceaſe to ſhine, © © 
And all ite Pow'rs refign, ' 


Your Eyes dart Rays divine, (ire 
All Nature warming: _ "of 
Then leaning on her Breaſt, n bas 
= -s d her lovely Waiſt,” oo 
n N, 1 


7 „140 a 
CT #-M a TE A GeV 
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No Thought of haroiiog ; 
At which the bluſhing Maid 
Thus, fighing, to him faid 
My fooliſh Heart's betray's _. 

By Words ſo charming. 


Near by there was a 8 | 

A proper Place for Love 

To which this Couple move, 
Alike defiring ; 

She fell into his Arms, 

And ſaid, Take all my Charms, 


Love beats his laſt Alarms, He 


I'm juſt expiring. 


SONG 348. 50 
* the Fields, in Froſt and Sndws, 
Watching late and early, 
There I kept my Father's Cows, 
There I milk'd em early : . - 
Rocing here, booing there, 
Here a Boo, there a Boo, gooey where a Boo. 
We defy all Care and Strife, 
In a charming Country Life. 


Then at home amongſt the Fowls 
Watching late and early, 
There I tend my Father's Owls, 
There I feed them early : 
Whooing here, whooing there, | 
Here a Whoo, there a TR "uy where 'a 
Whoo. 69 . 
We defy all "AV xc. 


Then I ſheer my Father's — 1 


Here a Bae, there à Bae, cidy where a h 


When the Summer Fleeces heap, -- 
Watching late and early 


Then I keep them early: 
Pacing here, Bacing there, 


We defy all Care, &c. | | l 
In the Morning, ere twas light 7 
In the Morning early ; : 
T I met with my light, I: 
nce he lov'd me dearly: - 
Wooing here, wooing there, 
Here a Woo, there a Woo, every . 
O] how free from Care, &&. 


Ere the Light came ſrom above, 
In the Morning early; | 
There I met with my n. | 2 
There I met him ear : 
Wooing 1 wooing 
Here a Woo, th * — 
O! how free from 
In the Morn at Six o' Clock, 
In the Mornin _ early, * 
There I fed our Turky Cock, ny. I.E 


There I fed him earl: a 
Cou, Cou, goble, goble, goble : Is 
Here a Cou, there a Cou, every wheren CG. 
O how free from. Care, &. —_— 
In the Morning near the Fens . 
In the Morning carly, T 6 
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There I feed my Father's Hens, If then you think, that I can find. + -- 
There I feed them early : | A Nymph more fair, or one more kind, 
Cackle here, cackle there, You've Reaſon for _ Fears; 


Here a Cack, there a Cack, every where a Cack, But if impartial you od rake | 
my Love, 


O ! how free from Care, c. To your own Beauty, 
In the Morning with good Speed, How needleſs are your Tears ! 

In the Morning early, If in my Way I ſhould, by chance, 
I my Father's Ducks do feed, Give, or receive a wanton Glance, 

In the K early, I like but while I view : 

uacking there, Hat ſlight the Glance, how faint the Kiſz, 
2.2 2 — ack, thre a Quack, every where 2 Compar'd to that ſubſtantial Bliſs, 
2 Which I receive from you 

0 how fi free from Care, &c. With wanton Flight the curious Bee 
t the Morning fair and fine, | From Flow'r to Flowꝰr ſtill wanders frees 

In the Morning early, | And where each Bloſſom 3 ——_ 
There I feed my Father's Swine, Extracts the Juice from all eets ; 

There I feed them early: But for his Quinteſſence ot 8, 
Crunting here, grunting there, He raviſhes the Roſe. 


Here a Grant, there a Grunt, every where 3 80 I, my Fancy to employ, 
Grunt. In each Variety of Joy, 


4! how free from Care and Strife | From Nymph to Nymph do roam | 
Js a pleaſant Country Life. : Perhaps ſee fifty in a Day 25 
OY . They're all but Viſits whic Pay, 
hy e NG 549. Fioor Chloe's till my Home. 
vain Chloe, you ſuggeſt, - . 
I Thar I, inconflant, have x poſſeſt, SONG 550. O London is, Ce. 
Or lov'd a fairer She : JN ancient Days I've heard, with Horns 
Weu'd you with Eaſe at once be cur d, The Wiſe, her Spouſe could fright ; 
Ofall the Ills you've long endut d, Which now the Hero bravely (corndy" 


Conſult 2 Glaſs and me, ' + $0 common is the _— 
- 0 ? ; 
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To City, Country, 9 Or Court, 
Or whereſoe'er he go, 

Xo horned Brother dares make Sport, 
They're Cuckolds all a-row. 


SONG 551. Ye Commons, &c. 


N Beauty or Wit, 
No Mortal as yet, 
To queſtion your Empira has dar'd ; 
But Men of Diſcerning, 
Have thought that, in Learning, 
To yield to a Lady was hard. 


Impertinent Schools, 
With muſty dull Rules, 
Hrre Reading to Ladies deny ; 
So Papiſts refuſe 
The Bible to uſe, 
leſt Flocks ſhould be wiſe as their Guide. 


Twas a Woman at firft, 
(Indeed ſhe was curſt ) 

In Knowledge that taſted Delight ; 
And Sages agree, 
The Law ſhould decree 

To the firſt Poiſeſſors the Right, 


Then bravely, fair Dame, 
Renew the Old Claim, 

That to the whole Sex dees belong, 
And let Man receive, 
From a ſecond bright Eve, 


The Knowledge of Right and of Wrong. 


But as the firſt Eve 

Hard Doom did receive, 
When only an Apple had ſhe ; 
What a Puniſhment now 4 

Muſt be ſound out for you, ; 
Who have taſted, and robb'd the whole Tree : 


SONG 552. To you fair Ladies, Kc. 
IN vain's the Force of female Arms, | 
In vain their offer d Love, 6 
Their Smiles, their Airs, nor all their e 


My Paſſion can remove; 
For all that's fair and good I find 


1 


In Chloe's Form, in Chloe's Ming. 
Let Cælia all her Wit diſplay 
That glitters while it kills, | 
My Heart diſdains the feeble Ray, 
Nor Light nor Heat it feels : * 


Tor all that's bright and gay I find 
In Chloe's Form, in Chloe's Mind. 


Fair Flavia ſhines in Gems of Gold, I 
And uſes all her Arts; 

Not richeſt Chains my Heart can hold, 
Unpiert*d. by Diamond Darts: 

For all that's rich and fair I find 

In Chloe's Form, in Chloe's Mind. 

Theſe Notes, ſweet Myra, now give oer: 
They once had Pow'r to wound; 
When Chloe ſpeaks, they are no more, 3 

But mix with common Sound: 
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All Grace, all Harmony I find ; In this Grove my Strephon ſtray d, 
In Chloe's Form, in Chloe's Mind. Here he fmil'd, and there betray'd ; 
7 Here he ſmil'd, &c. Ku 
SONG 553. . Every whifp'ring Breeze can tell, 


. Tir face e' ery Danger to reſcue my Dear, How I, poor I, believing, fell; 
* 


For Fear is a Stranger, where Love is ſin- Ah! by too ſoon believing, fell. 


 * - cere. | By this Stream my Strephon mov'd, 
III face e ery Danger to reſcue my Dear, Here he ſung, and there he loy'd ; 
For Fear is a Stranger, where Love is ſincere. Here he ſung, c. 
Repulſes but fire us, Deſpair we deſpiſe, Every Stream and every Tree 
If Beauty an. wy us to pant for the Prize. Cries out, Perfidious cruel he ! 
. Repulſes, &c. [Da Capo And helpleſs poor forſaken ſhe! 
. 8 On this Bank my Strephon lean' d, 
4 SONG 554. | A lovely Foe, but Faithleſs Friend 
JN Chloris all ſoft Charms agree, A lovely Foe, &c. n 
Delightful Humour, pow'rful Wit, Ye verdant Banks, each Stream and Crore, 
. Beauty from Affectation free, Once joyous Scenes, now diſmal prove, 
E And for eternal Empire fit. Since Strephon's falſe to me and Love. 
Where'er ſhe goes, Love waits her Eyes, 
N — m_ j SONG 556. 
And wou'd the leſs the Triumph prize, N Courts, Ambition kills the Great, 
She wou'd deſerve the Conqueſt more. And Cities ſtrive for needleſs Gain ; 
| Some do in Battles meet their Fate, | 
SONG 5589 | But I by Love, hy Love am ſlain: ] 
N this Grove my Strephon walk d, Phaeton by Thunder, Thunder dy'd, 
Here he lov'd, and there he talk'd, Promotheus by the Vultur's Pain; 1 
Here he lov'd, &c. This doom'd for Stealth, and that for Pride, 
In this Place-his Loſs I prove, But I by Love, by Love am ſlain. B 
3 A fad Remembrance of our Love; Let noiſy deſp'rate-Fools be brave, 
= Oh ! Tad Remembrance of our Love. | And build up Trophies to the Skie: 


* . 
in * 
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My only Wiſn, ye Gods, I have, As Hills in Perſpective ſuppreſs 
When at Clorinda's Feet I die: i The free Enquiry of the Sight: 
Were I like ſome to Greatneſs born, Reſtraint makes every Pleaſure lefs, 
| To Fame and 5 als hnp high 3 And takes from Love the full Delight, * 
That Fame, t ire 1 wou'd ſcorn, aint Kiſſe in fi 
And at Clorinda's be would de. beser e 
SONG But oh! I'm loſt, if you deny % 
7. 7 A quick Poſſeſſion of the Whole, © _ 


1 N vain a thouſand Slaves have try d 


To overcome Clarinda's Pride: > 4 SONG 559. : 
Pity pleading, ] Ngrateful Love ! thus every Hour, g 
Love perſuading, Io puniſh me by her Diſdaimz * 

When her icy Heart is thaw'd, You tyrannize to ſhew your Pow'r ; 

Honour chides, 'and'ſtraight ſhe's aw'd, And ſhe, to triumph in my Pain. ; 
Fooliſh Creature, | You, who can laugh at human Woes, + 
Follow Nature, And Victims to her Pride decree, 5 

Waſte not thus your Prime; On me, your yielding Slave, impoſe 
* N 3 | Your Chains; but leave the Rebel free. 
5 ur 'T vo 
> os How fatal are your poiſon'd Darts 
both deſtroy'd by Time. Her conqu'ring Eyes the Trophies boaſt, . 
SONG 858. Whilſt you inſnare poor wandring Hearts, 


N vain, Clymene, you beſtow Tun in her mmmh 
The promis'd Empire of your Heart, Impious and cruel ! You deny 


If you refuſe to let me know A Death to eaſe me of my Care ; 5 

The wealthy Charms of ev'ry Part. by = 9 — _ try 5 

My Paſſion with your Kindneſs grew, he Force of Beauty pain 2 

de, Tho* Beauty gave the firſt Deſire : > . 
But Beauty only to purſue, 55 | 


u following a wand" ring Fire. 


SONG 560. | 
PR on Munnonday at Morn, 
As 1 along the Fields did paſs to view the 
Winter's Corn; | 
1 looked me behind, and I ſaw come over the 
Knough, 
Yau al is an Apron with s bonny brent 
Brow. 
I bid gud Morrow fair Maid, and he right 
courteſlic 
\Bekt low and _ _— ſhe ſaid, gud Day 
' againto ye. 
I ſpear*do* her, Fair Maid quo” I, how far in- 
tend ye now ? 
—— 


Fair Maid, I'm weel contented to have ſike 
Company, 

For I am ganging out the Gate that ya intend 
ta be. 

When we had walk'd a Mile or twa, Ize ſaid 
to her, My Doe, 

May 1 rot dizht your Apron fine, and kiſs 
your bonny Brow ? 

Nea, gud Sir, you are far miſteen,. for. I am 
nean o' tho;e ; * 

I hope ya ha more Breeding than to dight a 
Woman's. Cioches ; 
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For I've a better choſen than any fike at you, 

Who boldly _ my Apron dight, and kiſs ma 
 bonny Brow. - 

Na, if ya are contracted, I have ne mair to lay, 

Rather than be rejected Ki will give o'er thePlay; 

And I will choſe yan o' me own that ſhalt not 
on me rew, 

Will boldly let me dight her Apron, kiſs her 
bonny Brow, 

Sir, Ize ſee ye are proud-hearted, and leath to 
be ſaid nay, ' 

You nou not tall ha ſtarted, for aught that be 

id ſay 

You know Wotnen for Modeſtie, ne at the firſt 
time boo, 

But, gif we like your Company, we are as kind 
as you. 


SONG 561. 


IN the pleaſant Month of May, 
Wbden the merry, merry Birds began to fing, 
And the Bloſſoms ſreſh and gay 
Ucher'd in the welcome Spring; 
When the long cold Winter's gone, 
And the bright enticing Moon, 
In the Evening ſweetly ſhone : 
When the bonny Men and Maids tript it 0 
the Graſs ; 
At a jolly Country Fair, 
When the Nymphs in their belhapgen 
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Wereſolv'd to be free, with a Fiddle and a She, 


E'ery Shepherd and his Laſs, SONG 562. 
| In the middle of the Sport, IN a Humour I was late, 
When the Fiddle went briſk, and the Glaſs As many good Fellows be, 
went round, To think of no Matters of State, 
And the pretty gay Nymphs for Court, But ſeek for good Company; , 
. With their merry Feet beat the Ground ; That beſt contented me. 
Little Cupid arm*d unſeen, I travell'd up and down, 
r With a Bow and Dart ſtole in, No Company I could find, 
With a conqu'ring Air and Mien, Till I came to the Sign of the Crown: 
0 And empty*d his Bow thro* the Nymphs and My Hoſteſs was fick of the Mumps, 
Swains ; The Maid was ill at caſe ; 
a Ev'ry Shepherd and his Mate The Tapſter was drunk in his Dumps ; 
Soon felt their pleaſing Fate, They were all of one Diſeaſe, 
ri And longing to try in Enjoyment to die, - Says Old Simon the King. 
" Love reign'd o'er all the Plains. Conũdering in my Mind, 
| ; Now the ſighing Swains gave o'er, And thus 1 began to think ; 
Andthe weary*d Nymphs could dancenomore; If a Man be full to the Throat, 
There were other Thoughts that moy'd, And cannot take off his Drink ; 
Tory pretty kind Pair that lov'd : And if his Drink will not down, 
ing In the Woods the Shepherds lay, He may lang himſelf for Shame ; 
And mourn'd the Time away, So may the Tapſter at the Crown, 
And the Nymphs, as well as they, Whereupon this Reaſon I frames; 
Long'd to taſte what it is that their Senſes cloys; Drink will make a Man grunk, 
Till at laſt by Conſent of Eyes, And drunk will make a Man ary 3 3 
Ev'ry Swain with his pretty Nymph flies, Dry will make a Man fick, 
Ev'ry buxom She retires with her He, And fick will make a Man die, 
To act Love's ſolid Joys. | Says Old Simon the King. 
: If a Man ſhould be drunk to Night, 
U | And laid in his Grave to Morrow; 


* - 
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Will you or any Man ſay - - 
That he dy'd of Care or Sorrow? 

Then hang up Sorrow and Care, 
*Tis able to kill a Cat, 

And he that will dcink all Night, 
Is never afraid of that! 


For drinking will make a. Man quaff, 


affing will make a Man ſing ; 
Singing will make a Man laugh, 
And laughing long Life doth bring, 
Says Old Simon the King. 


If a Puritan Skinker cry, 
Dear Brother it is a Sin 
To drink unleſs you be dry, 
Then trait this Tale I degin. 
A Puritan left his Can, 
And took him to his Jug, 
And there he play'd the Man, 
As long as he could tug ; 
But when that he was ſpy'd, 
What did he ſwear oy rail; 
No, no truly, dear Brother, he cry'd, 
Indeed all Fleth is frail, 
| Says Old Simon the King. 
80 Fellows, if you I be drunk, 
VDO Frailty it is a Sin, 
Or or tokeep a Punk, 
Or play at In and In: 
For Drink and Dice and: rahs, 
Are all of one Cundi:.u::, 


And will breed Want and Scabs, 
In ſpite of the Phyſician : ' 
Whoſo fears every Graſs, 
Muſt never piſs in a Meadow : 
And he that loves a Pot and a Laſs, 
Muſt never cry oh ! my Head oh! 
Says Old Simon the King. 
SONG. 563. 
1* vain ſhe frowns, in vain ſhe tries 
The Darts of her diſdainful Eyes; 
She ſtill is charming, ſtill is fair, 
And I muſt love, tho” I deſpair : 
Nor can I of my Fate complain, or her Diſdain 4 
Who would not die to be ſo ſweetly ſlain ? | 
Like thoſe who Magie Spells employ, | , 
At Diſtance would, and cloſe deſtroy ; 
She kills with her ſevere Diſdain; 
And abſent I endure the Pain : 
But ſpare, O ſpare your cruel Art ! the fatal 
Stabs your own Image in your Lover's Heart, 


SONG 564. Take your auld Cook Wh 
about Je. | 

N Winter when the Rain rain'd cauld, T 
And Froſt and Snaw on ilka Hill, - 
And Boreas, with his Blaſts ſae bauld, Eve 
Was threat' ning a' our Ky to kill: I 
Then Bell my Wife, wha loves nae Strife, Ich. 
She ſaid to me right haſtily, U 
Get up, Goodman, ſave Cromie's Life, do) 
Aud tauk your auld Cloak about 0 A 


* 


My Cromie is an uſeful Cow, 

And ſhe is come of a good Kynez 
Aft has ſhe wet the Bairn's Mou, 

And I am laith that ſhe ſhould tyne 
Get up, Goodman, it is fou Time, 

The Sun ſhines in the Lift ſae hie ; 
Sloth never made a gracious End, 

Go tak your auld Cloak about ye. 


My Cloak was anes a good gray Cloak, 
When it was fitting for my Wear ; 

But now it's ſcantly worth a Groat, 
For I have worn't this thirty Year ; 

let's ſpend the Gear that we have won, 
We little ken the Day we'll die : 

Then I'll be proud, fince I have ſworn 
To have a new Cloak about me. 


In Days when our King Robert rang, 

His Trews they coſt but haff a Crown ; 
he ſaid they were a Groat o'cr dear, 

And call'd the Taylor Thief and Loon. 
He was the King. that wore a Crown, 

And thou the Man of laigh Degree : 
"Tis Pride puts a' the Country down, 

dae talk thy auld Cloak about thee, 


Every Land has its ain Laugh, 
Ik kind of Corn it has its Hool; 
Ith.nk the Warld is a' run wrang, 
When ilka Wife her Man wad rule ; 
do je not ſee, Rob, Jock, and Hab, 
As they are girded gailantly, 


_— CT 
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While I fit hurklen in the Aſe; 
' I'll have a new Cloak about me. 
Coodman, I wate 'tis thirty Years, 
Since we did ane anither ken; 
And we have had between us twa, 
Of Lads and bonny Laſſes ten: 
Now they are Women grown and Men, 
I wiſh and pray well may they be ; 
And if you prove a good Huſband, 
E'en tak your auld Cloak about ye. 
Bell, my Wife, ſhe loves na Strife; 
But ſhe wad guide me, if ſhe can, 
And to maintain an eaſy Life, | 
_ I aft maun yield, tho 'm Goodman: 
Nought's to be won at Woman's Hand, 
Unleſs ye give her a' the Plea ; 
Then I' leave aff where I began, 
And tak my auld Cloak about me. 


SONG 565. Jin Bonduca. 


A CK thou'rt a Toper, 
. Jack thou'rt a Toper, 
Let's tave t'other Quart; 


Ring, ring, ring, ring, ring, ring 


ring, ring, ring, ring, 
We're ſo ſober, ſo ſober, ſo ſober, - 
Twere a Shame to part. | 
None but a Cuckold, a Cuckold. 
a Cuckold, a Cuckold, 
| v 2 
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Bully'd by his Wife for coming, coming, 


Coming, coming, coming, coming, coming, 


| coming, coming, coming late, 
Fears a domeſtick Strife. ; 
I'm free, I'm free, and ſo are you, 
ſo are you, fo are you too, 
Call and knock, knock boldly, knock boldly, 
knock boldly, knock boldly, 
The Watch cry paſt Two o' Clock, 
SONG 566. 
Ilting is in ſuch Faſhion, 
J And ſuch a Fame 
Runs o' er the Nation, 
There's never a Dame 
Of higheſt Rank, or of Name, 
Sir, but will ſtoop to your Careſſes, 
If you do but put home your Addreſſes : 
It's for that ſhe paints, and ſhe patches, 
All ſhe hopes to ſecure is her Name, Sir. 


But when you find the Love-fit comes upon her, 
Never truſt much to her Honour: 
Tho' ſhe may very high ſtand on't, 
Yet when her Love is aſcendant, 
Her Virtue's quite out of Doors: 
High Breeding, rank Feeding, 
With lazy Lives leading, 
In Eaſe and ſoft Pleaſures, 
- Andtaking looſe Meaſures, 
With Playhouſe Diverſions, 
And Midnight Excurſions, 


And thus the Wooer tell'd his Mind. 


I winna prig for Red or Whyt, 


The AVIARY. 


With Balls maſquerading, 
And Nights ſerenading, 


Debauch the Sex into Whores, Sir. 


SONG 567. For the love of Jean, 
— ſaid to ſeany, Jeany, wilt thou do't 
¶ Ne'er afit, quo” Jeany, for my Tocher- good, 
For my Tocher-good, I winna marry thee. 
F*ens ye like, quo* Jonny, ye may let it be, 
I ha' Gowd and Gear, I ha' Land enough, 
I ha' ſeven good Owſen ganging in a Pleugh, 
Ganging in a Pleugh, and linking o'er the Lee, 
And gin ye winna take me, I can let ye be. 
I ha' a good Ha*-Houſe, a Barn and a Byer, 
A Stack afore the Door, I'll make a rantin Fire; 
Il make a rantin Fire, and merry ſhall webe, 
And gin ye winna take me, I can let ye be. 
Jeany ſaid to Jockie, gin ye winna tell, 
Ye ſhall be the Lad, I'll be the Laſs my fell. 
Ye're a bonny Lad, and I'm a Lathe free, 
Ve ere welcomer to take me, than to let me be 


5 SONG. 568. 


Ockey's ſou, Jenny fain, 
Jenny was nae ill to gain; 
She was courtly, he was kind, 


enny I'll nae mair be nice, 
Gi'e me Love at ony Price; 


Love alone mun gi'e Delyt. 


b Dn 
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Others ſeek they kenna what, 

In Looks, in Carriage, and a'that ; 
Give me Love, for her I court : 
Love in Love makes a* the Sport. 


Colours mingled unco fine, 
Common Motives lang finſyne, 
Never can engage my Love, 
Until my Fancy firſt approve. 
It is na Meat but Appetite 
That makes our eating a Delyt 3 » 
Beauty is at beſt Deceit; 
Fancy only kens nae Cheat. | 
SONG 569. O'er the Hills and far away, 
Ockie met with Jenny fair | 
Aſt by the Dawning of the Day; 
But Jockie now is fu* of Care, 
Since Jenny ſtaw his Heart away: 
Altho* ſhe promis'd to be true, 
She proven has alake! unkind, 
Which gars poor Jockie aften rue, 
That e'er he loo'd a fickle Mind. 
And it's o'er the Hills and far away, 
It's o'er the Hills and far away, 
It's o'er the Hills and far away, 
The Wind has blawn my Plaid away. 


Now Jockie was a bonny Lad, 
As e er was born in Scotland fair * 
But now, poor Man, he's een gane wood, 


Since Jenny has gart him deſpair. 


. 
= - 
. . 4 I o 


Young Jocky was a Piper's Son, — 
- And tell in Love when he was young; 
But a* the Springs that he could play, 
Was o'er the Hills and far away. 
And it's o'er the Hills, &c. 
He ſung --- When firſt my Jenny's Face 
I ſaw, ſhe ſeen d ſo fu* of Grace, 
With meikle Joy my Heart was fill d, 
That's now alas ! with Sorrow kill'd; 
Oh ! was ſhe but as true as fair, 
Twad put an End to my Deſpair. 
Inſtead of that, ſhe is unkind, 
And wavers like the Winter Wind, 
And it's o'er the Hills, &c. 


Ah ! could ſhe find the diſmal Wae, 
That for her Sake I undergae, | 
She coudna chuſe but grant Relief, 
And put an End to a' my Grief ; 
But oh ! ſhe is as fauſe as fair, 
Which cauſes a* my Sighs and Care 
But ſhe triumphs in proud Diſdain, 
And takes a Pleaſure in my Pain. 

And it's o' er the Hills, &c. 
Hard was my Hap to fa” in Love 
With ane that does ſae faithleſs prove 
Hard was my Fate to court a Maid | 
That has my conſtant Heart betray'd ; 
A Thouſand Times to me ſhe ſware, 
She wou'd be true os evermair z 

3 


-» 
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But to my Grief, alake ! I ſay, 

She ſtaw my Heart, and ran away. 

And it's o'er the Hills, &c. 

Since that ſhe will nae Pity take, 

I mun gae wander ſor her Sake, 
And in ilk Wood and gloomy Grove, 
I'll ſighing fing, adieu to Love; 
Since ſhe is fauſe whom I adore, 

I'li never truſt a Woman more; 
Fra' a their Charms I'll flee away, 
And on my Pipe I'll ſweetly play, 


O er the Hills and Dales, and far away, 


Out o'er the Hills, and far away, 
Out o' er the Hills, and far away, 
The Wind has blawn my Plaid away. 

SONG 570. 


Ockie was a dowdy Lad, 


And Jemmie ſwarth and tawny : 


They my Heart no Captive made, 
For that was Prize to Sawnie. 
Jockie woes, and ſighs and ſues, 
And Jemmie offers Money; 
Weel I ſee they both love me, 
But I love only Sawnie. 
Jockie high his Voice can raiſe, 
And Jemmie tunes the Viol ; 
But when Sawnie pipes ſweet Lays, 
My Heart kens no Denial. 
wt” he ſings, and t'other's Strings, 
o* ſweet, yet only teaze me: 


AVIAN 


Sawnie's Flute can only do't, | 
And pipe a Tune to pleaſe me. 


SONG 5&1. 
Ockey and Jenny together were laid, 
1 ockey = happy, and ſo was the Maid; 
He often did ſigh, and cry, Jenny, with thee, 
My * tho' in Bondage, would ſeem to be 
ree. 
enny, who greatly for Jockey did burn, 
Toots ſigh to his A, ane kind Language 
return: 
There's no Pair ſo happy, ſo much of one Mind, 
As Jockey to Jenny, ſo Jenny's inelin'd. 
Content with each other, in humble Retreat, 
They court not new Beauties, nor envy the 
Great ; 
He'll not quit his Nymph, nor the Nymph 
quit her Swain, : 
For Pleaſures yet thought of, or Riches to gain. 


Come all you gay Courtiers, who Greatnels 
admire, 


bl 


And ſhine in gilt Coaches with pompous At- 


tire, 1 15 
Regard the true Pleafure this Couple enjoy, 
For Pleaſures with Jockey and Jenny ne er 

cloy. ; 
While you quit yous Sylvia for Chloe's bright 

3 : Eyes, 1 : | 
Let Aminta purſue, you fair Chloe deſpiſs; 


+ 


— 


When one Nymph*s undone, you another undo, 


And rambling, the Fair does the ſame Thing 


by you: 
Til Nature grows weary, decrepid, and poor, 
Not aged, but quite has exhauſted her Store : 
'Tis Jockey and Jenny enjoy the true Taſte ; 


Be conſtant, like them, and your Pleaſyres 


will laſt, 
SONG 572. 
NYMPH. 


[Njurious Charmer of my vanquiſh'd Heart, 
Canſt thou feel Love, and yet no Pity know ; 
Since, of my ſelf, from thee I cannot part, 
Invent ſome gentle Way to let me go: 
For what with Joy thou did*ſ obtain 
And I with more did give, | 
In Time will make thee falſe and vain, 
And me unfit to live. - 


SHEPHERD. 
Frail Angel, that would'ſt leave a Heart for- 


__ 
Vic vain Pretence, Falſhood therein might 
e: 

Seek not to caſt wild Shadows o'er chy Scorn, 
You cannot ſooner change than I can die, 
To tedious Life III never fall, | 4 

Thrown from thy dear-lov'd Breaſt; 
He merits not to live at all, 


| Who cares to live unbleſt. 
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Then let our flaming Hearts be join d, 
While in that ſacred Fire, 
Ere thou prove falſe, or I unkind, 
Together both expire. 
SONG. 573. 


| [ Olly Roger, Twangdillo of Plowden-Hill, 


In Cheſt had two thouſand good Pound, 
Fat Oxen and Sheep, and a Barn well fill d, 
And a bundred good Acres of Ground ; 
Which made ev'ry Maiden with Maidenhead 


laden, : 
And Widows tho! juſt ſet fre, 
To wrangle and fret, and pump up their Wit 
To train to the Net, Twangdillo, Twangdee, 
The firſt that brake Ice was a Laſs had been 
Born of-a good Houſe, but decay d 
Her cy was new dy*d, and her Nightrail 
n, | 
And to fing and talk French had been bred ; 
She*d dance Northern Nancy, | 
And, Parlez vous Frangois ? | 
That Hodge might her Breeding ee ; | 
She'd roll her black Eye, | 
Breathe ſhort with a Sigh, (Sc. 
Whene er ſhe came nigh Twangdillo, Twang. 
The next was a Sem $s of Stature low, 


That fancy'd ſhe wanted a Male; 
Her __ as black as an Autumn Sloe, 
4 


1 * * * 2 
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And hard as a Coach-Horſe's Tail : 
She*d ogle-and wheedle, 
And prick with her Needle; 
What d*ye lack ? what d'ye buy? cry'd ſhe ; 
But now her briſk Tone 
Is chang'd to a Groan, 
Ah! Pity my Moan, Twangdillo, Twang, &c. 
A muſty old Chambermaid, lean and tall, 
The next as a Suitor appears ; (at all, 
With a Tongue loud and ſhrill, but no Teeth 
For Time had drawn them many Years ; 
Caſt Gowns, and ſuch Lumber, 
Old Smocks without Number, 
She bragg*'d ſhould her Dowry be: 
Forty Pair of lac*d Shoes, 
Ribbons Green, Red, and Blues ; | 
But all wou'd not nooſe Twangdillo, &c. 


The next was a Laſs of a Popiſn Strain, 
That Jeſuit Whims had been taught; 
She bragg d they ſhould ſoon have King J- 
again, 

Tho! her Spouſe was late hang' d for the Plot; 
The French wou'd come over, 
And land here at Dover, 

And all as they wiſh'd would be; 

The Jacobite Jade 
Talk'd as if ſhe was mad, 

In hopes to have had Twangdillo, Twang,&c. 


A Vintner's fat Widow then ſtraigitt was 
view d, | | 


me AT TART 


' 

Whoſe Cuckold had pick'd up ſome Pelf;: 

He had kill'd half his Neighbours with Wine 
he'd brew'd, 

And lately had poifon'd himſelf, 

With Bumpers of Claret, * 


No Souſe paying for it, 
She'd Roger's Companion be; 


Strike Fiſt on the Board, 34 


Huzza was the Word, | 
Come kiſs me, ador'd Twangdillo, Twang,&, 
But Roger reſolv*d not to be her Man, 
And ſo gave a Looſe to the next, 
The Niece of a canting blear-ey*d Non-con, 
That ſtifly cou*'d canvaſs a Text. 
A Dame of Cheapfide too, 
Wou'd fain be his Bride too, 
And make him of London free ; 
But no Laſs wou'd down, 
In Country or Town, 
So Purſe-proud was grown Twangdillo, &c. 
Till at laſt pretty Nancy, a Farmer's Joy, 
That newly a milking had been; (Eye, 
Round fac'd, cherry-cheek'd, with a ſmirking 
Came tripping it over the Green: 
She mov'd like a Goddeſs, 
And in her lac'd Bodice 
A Span ſhe wou'd hardly be ; 
Her Lips were plump grown, 
And her Hair a dark Brown; 
»T was ſhe that brought down Twangdillo, c, 
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SONG 574 
1 Souls that are gen'rous and free, 
And true Vot'ries to Bacchus will be, 
To great Bacchus* Shrine let's repair, 
And a Bottle or two offer there. 
CHORUS 
Exempt from Exciſe, our Joys higher riſe, - 
Still Drinking, ne'er thinking of what is to 


pay; 
Our Bottle at Night gives us Joy and Delight, 
And drowns all the drowſy Fatigues of the 
Day. | 
Let the griping old Uſurer pine, 
Let the Lover call Phillis divine, 
Let each Man what he fancies command, 
My Delight's in my Bottle and Friend. 
Exempt from, &c. | | 
O what Joy from the Bottle there ſprings, . 
It can make us greater than Kings ; | 
If our Spirits by Grief are oppreſt, 
Wane alone can procure us ſome Reſt, 
Exempt from, &c. 
Great Influence has Wine over Love, 
And the Coy can make kinder to prove; 
Tho' the Nymph very lighting denies, 
It diſcovers the Truth in her Eyes, 
Exempt from, &c. 
It can make us all Heroes in brief, 
e And the Wretched forget all his Grief: 
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It inſpires. the Gallant and Brave, * 
And Freedom can give to the Slave.  - 

SONG 575, Let's bejovial, Ce. 
| Olly Mortals, fill your Glaſſes, | 
Noble Deeds are done by Wine; 
Scorn the Nymph and all her Graces, 

Who'd for Love or Beauty pine ? 

Look within the Bowl that's flowing, 

And a thouſand Charms you'll find, 

More than Phillis, has, tho* going 6 

In a Moment to be kind. * 
Alexander hated Thinking, 8 

Drank about at Council - board : 

He ſubdu'd the World by Drinking, 

More than by his conqu*ring 

S8 ON G 576. 

OY to the Bridegroom I fill the Sky 
„With pleaſing Sounds of welcome Joy $ * 
Joy to the Bride, may laſting Bliſs, 
And every Day ſtill prove like this. 

Joy to the, &Cc. 
Never were Marriage Joys Divine, 
But where two conſtant Hearts combine 3 
He that proves falſe, himſelf doth cheat, _ 
Like fick Men taſtes, but cannot eat. C 

He that, &c, 7 . 
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What is a Maidenhead ? ah what ? 
Of which weak Fools ſo often prate ? 


"Tis the young Virgin's Pride and Boaſt, 
Yet never was found but when twas loſt, 


_ *Tis the, &c. 
Fill me a Glaſs then to the Brink, 
And its Confufion here I'll drink ; 


And he that baulks the Health 1 nam'd, 
May he die young, and then he blam'd. 


And he that, &c. 
.- SONG 577. 
OY to great Cæſar, 
Long Life, Love and Pleaſure, 
is a Health that divine is ; 
Fill your Glaſs full as mine is: 
Let none fear a Fever, 
But take it off thus, Boys 
Let the King live for ever, 
*Tis no Matter for us, Boys. 
Try all the Loyal, 
Defy all, give Denial, 


Sure none thinks his Glaſs too big here,“ 


Nor any Prig here, 
Or ſneaking Whig here 
Of Cripple Tony's Crew, 
That now looks blue, 
The Tap won't do, 
His Zeal ſo true, 
And Projects new, 
II Fate does. now purſue, 


Let Tories guard the King, 

Let Whigs in Halter ſwing, 

Let Pilk and Shute be ſnamm'd; 
Let bugg'ring Oates be damn'd 


Let cheating Play'rs be nick'd, 


The Turn-coat Scribe be kick'd, 
Let Rebel City Dons 

Ne er beget their Sons; 

Let every Whiggiſh Peer 

That rapes a Lady fair, 

And leaves his only Dear 

The Sheets to gnaw and tear, 


Be puniſh'd out of Hand, 


And forc'd to pawn his Land, 
T'attone the grand Affair. 
Great Charles, like Jehovah, 
Spares Foes would unking him, 
And warms with his Graces 
The Vipers that ſting him. 
Till crown'd with juſt Anger 
The Rebel he ſcizes, 


Thus Heaven can thunder | 


Whenever it pleaſes, 


Then to the Duke fill fill up the Glaſs, | 
The Son of our Martyr, belov'd of the King 
Envy'd and lov'd, 

Yet bleſs'd from above, 
Secur'd by an Angel fafe under his Wing. 
Faction and Folly, 

And State Melancholy, 


Let Wit, Wine, and Beauty 
Then teach us our Duty, 
For none e er can love, or be wiſe, and rebel. 


SONG 578. 


JRis on a Bank of Thyme, 
With a Sigh, and weeping Eye, 
Said to lovely Celamine, 
Let no Men your Heart ſurprize, 
Men are all compos'd of Lies. 


Tho' a thouſand Oaths they ſwear, 
And as many Vows repeat ; 

All they ſwear, is common Air, 
All they promiſe, but Deceit: 
Man was never conſtant yet. 


Wiſely then preſerve your Heart 
From the Tyranny of Fate ; 

For only they can act their Part, 
When Love has its Return of Fate ; 
Then Repentance comes too late, 


SONG 579. 
JT is not, Czlia, in our Pow'r 
To ſay how long our Love will laſt ; 
It may be we, within this Hour, 
May loſe thoſe Joys we now do taſte: 
The Bleſſed that immortal be, 
From Change of Love are only free, 


ng, 


The A'V- AE, 
With Tony in Whigland for ever mall dwell; Then, fince we mortal Lovery are, 


 Czlia, at worſt, you'll in the End 


One Morning by the Break of Day, 


The gentle Winds and purling Stream, 


299 


Aſk not how long our Love will laſt; 
But while it does, let us take care | 

Each Minute be with Pleaſure paſt: _— 
Were it not Madneſs to deny er 
To live, becauſe we're ſure to die. 
Fear not, tho* Love and Beauty fail, 

My Reaſon ſhall my Heart direct; | 
Your Kindneſs now ſhall then prevail, \ 

And Paſſion turn into Reſpe& ; | 


But chahge a Lover for a Friend. : 


SONG 580. Happy Clown. 
T was the charming Month of May, 
When all the Flow'rs were freſh and gay, 


Sweet Chloe, chaſte, and fair, 
From peaceful Slumbers ſhe aroſe, 
Girt on her Mantle and her Hoſe, 
And o'er the flow'ry Mead ſhe goes, 

To breathe a purer Air. 
Her Looks ſo ſweet, ſo gay her Mien, 
Her handſome Shape, and Dreſs ſo clean, 
She look'd all o'er like Beauty's Queen, 
Dreſt in her beſt Array. 


Eſſay d to whiſper Chloe's Name, 
The ſavage Beaſts, till then ne er tame, 
Wild Adoration pay. .vÞ 


* 
7 
22 
42 
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The feather'd People you might ſee, oo 


Perch'd all around her on a Tree, 
With Notes of ſweeteſt Melody 

They act a chearful Part, 

The dull Slaves on the toilſome Plow, 
Their weary' d Neck and Knees do bow, 
A glad Subjection there they vow, 

To pay with all their Heart. 

The bleating Flocks that then came by, 
Soon as the charming Nymph they ſpy, 
They leave their hoarſe and rueful Cry, 

| And dance around the Brooks : 
The Woods are glad, the Meadows ſmile, 
And Forth that foam'd and roar'd e' er while, 
Glides calmy down, as ſmooth as Oil, 

Thro' all its charming Crooks, 
The finny Squadrons are content, 
To leave their wat ry Element; 
In glazie Numbers down the Bent, 
They flutter all along. 
The Inſects, and each creeping Thing, 
Join'd to make up the rural Ring, 
All friſk and dance, if ſhe but ſing, 
And make a jovial Throng. 
King Pheebus now began to riſe, 
And paint with red the eaſtern Skies, 
Struck with the Glory of her Eyes, 
He ſhines behind a Cloud: 
Her Mantle on a Bough ſhe lays, 


And all her Glory ſhe diſplays, 
| # 
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A while ſhe tries each Female Snare, 


She left all Nature in Amaze, b 
And ſkipp'd into the Wood, 


SONG 581. 
Uſt coming from Sea, our Spouſes and we, 
We punch it, we punch it,- we punch it, 
We punch it, we punch it aboard with Coy. 


ragio ; - 

We ſing, laugh and cling, and in Hammocks 
we ſwing, - 

And hey, hey, hey, hey, hey my brave Boys 
Bon voiagio : ; 

We fing, laugh and cling, and in Hammocks 
we ſwing, 

We ſing, laugh and cling, and in Hammocks 
we ſwing, 

And hey, hey, hey, hey, hey, my brave Boyz 

Bon voiagio. 


SONG 582. 
Ind Ariadne drown'd in Tears, 
Upbraids the faithleſs Grecian Chief, 
*Till Bacchus, jolly God, appears, 
And heals her Woe, and julls her Grief, 
The Moral of this Tale implies, 
When Woman yields her Virgin Store, 
Away the ſated Lover flies, | 
New Mines of Pleaſure to explore. 


The loud Reproach, the ſullen Grief; 
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But tir'd at length with fruitleſs Care, 
Flies to the Bottle for Relief. 


SONG 583. 
Ind Heav'n no Peace to the Perjur'd al- 
lows 
In Fate's gloomy Book keeps account of all 
Vows ; (true, 
And Jove that does view both the falſe and the 
Knows who kept their Promiſe, and who de- 
ceiv'd who, 
Will ſwear by the Skies, and Ganymede's 
Eyes, 
No Woman that mingles Affection with Art, 
And here in the Farce of the World plays a 
Part, 
Shall ever hereaſter, ſhall ever hereafter, 
Shall ever hereafter break a fond Heart, 
Shall ever hereafter break a fond Heart. 


' $ONG 584. 
Kindly, kindly, thus, my Treaſure, - 
Ever love me, ever charm ; 

Let thy Paſſion know no Meaſure, 
Yet no jealous Fear alarm, 

Why ſhou'd we, our Bliſs beguiling, 
By dull doubting fall at odds ? 

Meet 1+ Embraces ſmiling, 
We'll be as happy as the Gods. 
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SONG 585. 
K Indneſs hath reſiſtleſs Charms, 
All beſides can weakly move; 
Fierceſt Anger it diſarms, 
And clips the Wings of flying Love. 


Beauty does the Heart invade, 

Kindneſs only can perſuade ; 

It gilds the Lover's ſervile Chain, 

And makes the Slave grow pleas'd and vain 


SONG $586. 


K Now, I won't envy him, hoe er he be, ' 
That ſtands upon the Battlements of State, 

Stand there who will for me, 

I'd rather be Secure than Great. 
In being ſo high, the Pleaſures are but ſmall, 
But long's the Ruin, if I chance to fall. 
Let me in ſome ſweet Shade ſecured lye, . 
Happy in Leiſure and Obſcurity. 

Whilſt others place their Joys 

In Popularity and Noiſe, \ 
Let my ſoft Minutes glide obſcurety on, 
Like ſubterranean Streams, unheard, unknown. 


Then when my Days are all in Silence paſts. 
A good plain Countryman I die at laſt, 
Death cannot chuſe but be 
To him a mighty Miſery, 


Who to. the World was popularly known, * 
And dies a Stranger to himſelf alone. 
LE 


302 


SONG 5585. 
* Ady ſweet, now do not frown, 
Nor in Anger call me Clown ; 
For your Servant Joan may prove 
Like yourſelf, as deep in Love ; 
And as abſolute a Bit, 
Man's ſweet liquoriſh Tooth to fit. 


The Smock alone the Difference makes, 


*Cauſe yours is ſpun of finer Flax. 
What avails the Name of Madam ? 
Came not all from Father Adam ? 

Where does one exceed the other? 
Was not Eve our common Mother ? 
Then what odds *twixt you and Joan? 
Truly in my Judgment, none. 
The Smock, &c. 
Ladies are but Blood and Bone, 
Skin and Sinews ; ſo is Joan; 
po” s a Piece for a Man to bore 
ith his Wimble ; you're no more. 
Then what odds, Ke. 
It is not your flaunting Tires 
Are the cauſe of Men's Deſires; 
They're other Darts which Luſt purſue, 
Thoſe Joan has as well as you. 

Then, &c. 

. What care we for glorious Lights, 
Women are uſed in the Nights, 


. 
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And in Night, in Women- kind, 
Kings and Clowns like Sport do find. 
Then, &c. 


| Where there's two in Bed together, 


There's not a Pin to chuſe twixt either : 

Both have Eyes, and both have Lips ; 

Both have Thighs, and both have Hips, 
Then, &c. 


When your Hands put out the Candle, 
And you at laſt begin to handle, 
Then you go about to do, 
What you ſhould be done unto. 
Then, &c. 
Who can but in ence ſay, 
Fie, fie, for Shame away, away, 
Putting Finger in the Eye, 
Till you have a freſh Supply. 
Then, &c. 


SONG 588, 


Adies, why doth Love torment you? 
Cannot 1 your Grief remove? 
Is there none that can content you 
With the ſweet Delights of Love? 
O No, no, no, no: O No, no, no, no, 
no, no, NO, no. 
Beauty in a perfect Meaſure, 
Hath the. Love and Wiſh of all: 


Dear, then ſhall I wait the Pleaſure 
That commands my Heart and all ? 
O No, &c. 
I grieve, and you can eaſe me, 
Will you be ſo fiercely bent; 
Having wherewithal to pleaſe me, 
Muſt I ſtill be We ? 
O No, &c. 


If I am your faithful Servant, 
And my Love does ſtill remain, 
Will you think it ill deſerved, 
To be favour'd for my Pain ? 
O No, &c. 


If I ſhould then but crave a Favour, 
Which your Lips invite me ta; 
Will you think it ill Behaviour, 
Thus to teal a Kiſs or two? 
O No, &c. 


All- amazing Beauty's Wonder, 
May I preſume your Breaſt to touch ? 
Qr to feel a little under, 
Will you think I do too much ? 
O No, &c. 


Once more, faireſt, let me try ye, 
Now my Wiſh is fully ſped, 
If all Night I would lie by ye, 


Shall I be refus'd your Bed ? 
O No, &c. 
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SONG 589. 
1 Sunday at St. James's Praytrs, 
The Prince and Princeſs by, 


I, dreſs'd in all my Whale-bone Airs, 


Sat in a Cloſet nigh. 

I bow'd my Knees, 1 held my Book, 
Read all the Anſwers o'er ; 

But was prevented by a Look, 
Which pierc'd me from the Door. 


High Thoughts of Heav'n I came to uſe, 
With the devouteſt Care, 


Which gay young Strephon made me l, 


And all the Raptures there. 


He went to hand me to my Chair, 
And bow d with courtiy a 


But whiſper'd Love into mine 

Too warm for that grave P 

Love, Love, ſaid he, by all's >, 
My tender Heart has won: 


But I, grown peeviſh at the Word, 


Deſir*'d ke might bz gone. 
He went quite out of Sight, while 1 
A kinder Anſwer meant; 


Nor did 1 for my Sins, that Day, 


By half ſo much repent. 


*” 
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SONG :590. 
* Ately on yonder ſwelling Buſh, 
Big with many a coming Roſe, 

This early Bud began to bluſh, 

And did but half itſelf diſcloſe : 
I pluck*t it, tho* no better grown, 
And now you ſee how full tis blown. 


Still as I did the Leaves inſpire, 

With ſuch a purple Light they ſhone ; 
As if they had been made of Fire, ; 
And ſpreading ſo, would flame anon ; 
All that was meant by Air or Sun, ö 
To the young Flow'r my Breath has done. 

If our looſe Breath ſo much can do, 
What may the ſame in Forms of Love, 
Of pureſt Love and Mufick too, 
When Flavia it aſpires to move? 
When that lifeleſs Buds perſuades 
To wax more faſt, her Youth invades ! 


SONG 591. 


| Ft in the Evening forth 1 went, 
A little before the Sun gade down, 


And there I chanc'd by Accident, 


To light on a Battle new begun. 
A Man and his Wife were fawn in a Strife, 
I canna well tell ye how it began ; 


But ay ſhe wail'd her wretched Life, 


And<ry'd ever, alake my auld Goodman, 


Of Houſhold-ſtuff thou haſt enough, 
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He. The auld Goodman that thou telly of, 
The Country kens where he was born, 
Was but a filly poor Vagabond, 
And ilka a ane leugh him to ſcorn ; 
For he did ſpend,. and make an End 
Of Gear that his Fore-fathers wan; 
He gart the Poor ſtand frae the Door, 
Sae tell nae mair of thy auld Goodman, 
She. My Heart alake, is liken to break, 
When I think on my winſome John, 
His blinkan Eye and Gate ſae free, 
Was naithing like thee, thou doſend rote 
His rofie Face and flaxen Hair, 
And a Skin as white as ony Swan, 
Was large and tall, and comely withall, 
And thou'lt never be like my auld Goodman, 
He. Why doſtthou pleen ? I thee maintain, 
For Meal and Mawt thou diſna want; 
But thy wild Bees I canna pleaſe, 
Now when our Gear gins to grow ſcant, 


Thou wants for neither Pot nor Pan; 
Of ſic like Ware he left thee bare, 
Sae tell nae mair of thy auld Goodman, 


She. Ves I-may tell, and fret my ſell, 
To think on theſe blyth Days I had, 


When he and I together lay 1 
In Arms into a well-made Bad. 
But now I ſigh, and may be ſad, 0 


Thy Courage is cauld, thy olour wan, 


Thou falds thy Feet, -and-fa's aſleep, 
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By thee to be graſp'd ! and kiſſed! 


And thou'lt ne'er be like my auld Goodman, And live on thy Heaven of Charms 1 


Then coming was the Night ſae dark, 
And gane was a' the Light of Day; 
The Carle was fear d to miſs his Mark, 
And therefore wad nae langer ftay. 
Then up he gat, and he ran his Way, 

I trow the Wife the Day ſhe wan, 
And ay the O'erword of the Fray 
Was ever, alake my auld Goodman. 


SONG 592. Blink over, Ce. 


Le Kindred and Friends, ſweet Betty, 
Leave Kindred and Friends ſor me; 


Afur'd thy Servant is Reddy ; 
To Love, to Honour, and thee. 
The Gifts of Nature and Fortune, 
May fly by Chance, as they came ; 
They're Grounds the Deſtinies ſport on, 
But Virtue is ever the ſame. 
Altho* my Fancy were roving, 
Thy Charms ſo heav*nly appear, 
That other Beauties diſproving, 
I'd worſhip thee only, my Dear. 
And ſhould Life's Sorrows embitter 
The Pleaſure we promis'd our Loves, 
To ſhare them together is fitter, 
Than moan aſſunder, like Doves. 
Oh! were I but once ſo bleſſed, 
To graſp my Love in my Arms 


I'd laugh at Fortune's Caprices, 
Should Fortune capricious prove 

Tho? Death ſhould tear me to Pieces, 
I'd die a Martyr to Love. 


SONG 593. 


] Fave me, Shepherd, leave me, 
Give o'er your artful Wiles ; 
Ev'ry Look deceives me, 
And ev'ry Word beguiles. 
If I yield you ſure will fly, 
I muſt repent and mourn z 


Shepherd tis too ſoon to try, 


What tis to be forlorn. 
Why are you purſuing | 

To urge me to my Fate, 
To contrive my Ruin, 4 

And prove yourſelf ingrate ? 
If I yield you ſure will fly, 

I muſt repent and mourn, 
Still I can't forbear to try, 

What tis to be forlorn. 


Joys which Lovers borrow, 
Some few ſweut Moments make : 


Fears of Grief and Sorrow 


They in Exchange muſt take. 
It is a Madneſs to be wiſe, 
When Cupid bends — 
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Ev'ry Senſe then open lyes 
To entertain the F OC, 


SONG Fo. 


. L would, bur dare not venture, 


Fear ſo much o er-rules * 


| cps ſuffers all to enter, 


Subjects Fame to Inclination: 
Nelther's Method I admire, 
Either is in Love diſpleaſing; 
Chloe's Fondneſs sluts Deũre, 
Lavia's Cowardiſe is teazing. 
ia by a wiſer Meaſure, 
In one faithful Swain's Embraces; 
Pays a private Debt to Pleaſure, 

Vet for Chaſte in Public paſſes: 
Fair ones follow Czlia's Notion, 
Free from Fear and Cenſure wholly ; 
Love, hut let it be with Caution, 
For Extreams are Shame or Folly. 


SONG gg;. 
| Larve off this idle Prating, 
Talk no more of Whig and Tory, 
But drink your Glaſs, 
Round let it paſs, 


The Bottle ſtands before ye. * 


Chorus. Fill it up 
5 10 the Top, | 
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Let the Night with Mirth be crown'd,” 


Love and Friendſhip ſtill go round. 
If Claret be a Bleſſing, V 


This Night devote to Pleafure ; 
Let worldly Cares, 
And State Aﬀairs, * 
Be thought on at more lelſure. 
Fill it up, &c. 
If any be fo zealous, 


Drink about, 
See it out, 


To be a Party's Minion, 
Let him drink like me, 
We'll ſoon agree, | 

And be of one Opinion. 

Fill it up, &c. 


SONG $596. 


L* T*s be jovial, fill our Glaſſes, 
Madneſs tis for us to think 
How the World is rul'd by Aſſes, 
And the Wiſe are ſway d by Chink. 


Let not ſuch vain Thoughts oppreſs us, 
Riches are to them a Snare: ; 

We are all as rich as Creeſus, A 
Drink away, and drive off Care. 


Wine will make us freſh as Roſes, - . / 
And our Sorrows quite forget ; 
Come let's fuddle all our Noſes, 


Drink ourſelves quite out of Debt, 
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Then trim Death is looking for us, To the Politick Sot, 
We're carouſing o'er our Bowls, And the When to the Fool of a Lovers. 2 
Bacchus joining in the Chorus, ww 
Cries, Death begone, here's none but Souls, SONG 98. 3 
God-like Bacchus thus commanding, a LLET us drink and be merry, aw 1 * 
Trembling Death away ſhall fly, Dance, Joke, and rejoice, x; 
Ever after underſtanding, With Claret and Cherry, 44" 
Drinking Souls can never die. | Theorbo an Voice: N * 
The changeable World 4 
SONG $97» To our Joy is unjuſt, - e 9 
LT us revel and roar, . All Treaſure's uncertain, - #.- = 
Let us revel and roar; Then down with your Duſt: @ 4.4 B 
Briſk Wine is our Store, In Frolicks diſpoſe | 
And the Gods too will club to vur Pleaſure: - Your Pounds, Shillings and es, —_— 
When we wallow all Nighe For we ſhall be nothing | 
In an unknown Delight, An Hundred Years hence. #8 
Aurora diſcovers our. Frealure. We'il kifs and be free N | 
Thus we're free from all Care, With Moll, Betty, and Netly, , ; 
Thus we're free from all Care, Have Oyſters and Lobſter, 2 * 
From Taxes and War; And Maids by the By: 
Nay, we know not the Name of dull Sorrow: Tiſh Dinners will make 
Ev'ty Purſe is our Prey, A Laſs fprivg Lke a Flea, 
Which we ſpend in one Day, Dame Venus (Love's Goddeſs) | 4 
Aud the Devil take care for To-morrow. Was born of the Sea: 5 4 
Let us never repine, Wirth Bacchus and with hes "ER | 
Let us never repine, 2 We'll tickle the Senſe, . 
Briſk Women and Wine For we ſhall be palt it « | 
Mike the Eyes of our Love to run over: An iiundred Years be ce. 
Kaye the How and the What Four nit beautiful Bit, : | 
Tat ati a 5725 pan er, X 2 
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That her Honeſty ſells 
For a Hautgouſt of Honour; 


Whoſe' Lightneſs and Brightneſs 
Doth —— in — 2 
That none but the | 
Are thought fit to attend her : 
Tho? now ſhe be pleaſant, 
And ſweet to the Senſe, 
Will be damnable mouldy 
An Hundred Years hence. 


The Uſurer that 
In the Hundred takes Twenty, 
Who wants in his Wealth, 
And pines in his Plenty : 
Lays up for a Seaſon 
. Which he ſhall ne'er ſee, 
* The Year one Thouſand 
Eight Hundred and Three : 
His Wit, and his Wealth, 
His Learning, and Senſe, 
Shall be turned to nothing 
An Hundred Years hence. 
Your Chancery-Lawyers, 
' Whoſe — thrives, 
| inning out Suits 
| * the how of three Lives ; 
Such Suits which the Clients 
Do wear out in Slavery, 
Whilſt Pleader makes Conſcience 
A Cloak for his Knav'ry : 


Let's deal with our Damſels, 
+ Have Broods to ſucceed us 


May boaſt of his Subtilty 
In th' preſent Tenſe, 
But Non eft inventus 
An Hundred Years hence. 


Then why ſhould we turmoile 
In Cares and in Fears, 
Turn all our Tranquillity 
To Sighs and to Tears ? 
Let's eat, drink, and play, 
Till the Worms do corrupt us, 
*Tis certain poſt mortem 
Nulla voluptas : 


That we may from hence, 


An hundred Years hence. 


SONG 5909. 
LE T Ambition fire thy Mind, 
Thou wer't born o'er Men to reign; 
Not to follow Flocks deſign d, 
Scorn thy Crook, and leave the Plain. 
Crowns I'll throw beneath thy Feet, 
Thou on Neck of Kings ſhalt tread; _ * 
Joys in Circles, Joys ſhall meet, | 
Which way e'er thy Fancy lead. 
Let not Toil of Empire fright, 
Toils of Empire Pleaſure are; 
Thou ſhalt only know Delight, 
All the Joy, but not the Care. 
P 


| 


„if thou*lt yield the Prize, 
For the Bleſſing I beſtow : 
Joyful I'll aſcend the Skies, 

Happy thou ſhalt reign below. 


SONG 600. 


I ET Jug i in ſmiles be ever ſeen, 
' And kind as when our Loves begun, 
And be my Paſtures ever green, | 
And new Crops ſpring when Harveſt's done: 
My Cattle thrive, and ſtill be fat, 
And I my Wiſh ſhall find in that. 
O let my Table furniſh'd be 
With good fat Beef and Bacon too, 
And nappy Ale be ever free 
To Strangers that do come and go. 

My Yards with Poultry and with Swine 
Well ſtor'd, and eke my Ponds with Fiſh, 
My Barns well cramm'd with Hay and Grain, 

And I ſhall have my Wikſh in this. 


Lt me in Peace and Quiet live, 
Free from all Diſcontent and Strife ; 

And know from what I all receive, 
And lead a homely harmleſs Life. 

Be neat in home-ſpun Cloathing clad ; 
And ſtill to add to all my Bliſs, 

My Children train i'th' fear of God; 
And this is all on Earth I wiſh, 
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SONG 601. 


LE T Soldiers fight for Pay or Praiſe, 
And Money be the Miſer's Wiſh, 


Poor Scholars ſtudy all their Days, 


And Gluttons glory in their Diſh: _.. 
*Tis Wine, pure Wine revives ſad Souls; 
Therefore fill us the chearing Bowls, ' 
Let Minions marſhal every Hair, 

And in a Lover's Lock delight, 

And artificial, Colours wear; — 

Pure Wine is native red and white 3 
"Tis Wine, &c. 


The backward Spirit it makes brave, 


That lively which before was dull; 
Opens the Heart that loves to ſave, 


And Kindneſs flows from Cups brim- full 2 


'Tis Wine, &c. 


Some Men want Youth, and others Health, 


Some want a Wife, and ſome a Punk; 
Some Men want Wit, and others Wealth ; 
But they want 3 that are drunk: 


*Tis Wine, 


SONG 602. The bonny, He, 
LET Joy dens take place, and Muick 


ſound, 


To celebrate the Day conform the Voice 
* 3 | 


2 
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* Then let the Bridegroom's Health and Bride's 


And every merry Lad and Lafs rejoice 
R toaſt the 


Until der Name Mal mike the Bowl divine : 
Drink, tis but in hope to baniſh Care, 
But lofe not all your Praiſes in her Wine. 


Let jolly Bacchys round the Table go, 
For he the Prologue is — Flame; 
When Claret and good Sherry freely flow 
Youth' fires, and it warms the frozen Dame. 
Let no Man think toflinch, but fill each Glaſs, 
For Drinking only can augment Delight; 
Nor ſhall the fair Bride nor Bridegroom paſs, 
© For Bacchus now prepares them for the 
Night. 
Let Health and Wealth, indulgent Happineſs, 
For ever on this hew-made Par attend; 
Let each in mutual Love the other bleſs, 

So may their Joys tranſporting never end: 
Let ſomething be the Iſſue of their Love, | 
And pour upon them ev'ry Day a Joy ; 
Each happy finding that for which they ſtrove, 

At every nine Months End a thumping Boy. 


SONG 603, Ye Commons, c. 


E T Matters of State 
iet the Great, 


{ I ; Diſqui # & 
5M The Cobler has novgh to perplex him; 


The AVIARY. 
To ruffie his Life, 
And her he can ſtrap if ſhe vex him 


He's out of the Pow'r 
Of Fortune that Whore, 
Since, low as he can be, ſhe's thruſt him 
From Duns he's ſecure, 
For being ſo 
There's none to be 


SONG 604. 
T Begging no longer be taunted, 
If honeſt and free from Offence ;- 
Were each Man to beg what he wanted, 
How many would Beggars commence | 
Grave Churchmen might beg for more Grace, 
Young Soldiers for Courage might call ; 
And many that beg for a Penſion or Place, 
Might beg for ſome n withal. 


SONG 605. 7 Princeſs. 
E T the dreadful Engines of eternal Wil, 
The Tun roar, and crooked Lightning 


kill, ( 
My Rage is hot, is hot, is hot as theirs, as fatal, 
And dares as horrid, and dares as horrid, 
horrid Execution do. 
Or let the frozen North its Rancour ſhow, 


j that will truſt hin, 


a ww i Www = 
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Where 


Within my Breaſt far, ſar greater Tempeſts 
grow, 


, Doſpair's more cold, more cold than all the 


Winds can blow. 
Can nothing, can nothing warm me, 
Can nothing, can nothing warm me, 
yes, yes, yes, yes, Lucinda's Eyes; 
Jes, YES, YES, YES, YES, yes,Lucinda's Eyes; 
yes, Yes, yes, yes, yes, Lucinda's Eyes, 
there, there, there, there, there, Etna 
there,there,there, there, there Veſuvio lies, 
To furniſh Hell with Flames, that mounting, 
mounting reach the Skies, 
Can nothing, can nothing wall me, 
Can nothing, can nothing warm me ? 
yes, yes, yes, yes, Lucinda's Eyes, ? 
Jes, Eyes Yes, ves, Yes, yes, Lucinda $ 


» 
Yes, Yes, yet, Yes, yes, Lucinda's Eyes. 
Ye Pow'rs, 1 did but uſe her Name, 

And ſee hoy all the Meteors flame; 

Blue Ligxhiaß ſaſhes round the Court of Sol, 
And now he de more fiercely burns, 
Than ones t Phacton's Fall. 

Ah, ah, white; where are now, 

Wie ts now thoſe flow'ry Groves, 
Where-Zephyr's fragant Winds did play; 
Ah, where are-now, where are now, 
Where are now thoſe flow ry Groves, 

Where Zephyr's fragant Winds did play j 


If vg 


guarded by a Troop of Loves, 3 

The fair, the fair Lucinda ſlecping lay, 

There ſung the Nightingale and Lark, 

Around us all was fweet and gay,, 

We ne'er grew ſad till it grew dark, 

Nor nothing ſear d but ſhort' ning Day. 

I glow, I glow, I glow, but tis with Hate, 

Why muſt I burn, why muſt I burn, 

Why muſt I burn for this Ingrate* | 

Why, why muſt I burn for this Ingrate? ? 

Cool, cool it then, cool it then, and rail, © © 

Since nothing, nothing will prevail, 

When a Woman Love pretends, 

*Tis but till ſhe gains her Ends, 

And for better and for worſe, 

Is for Marrow of the Purie ; | 

Where ſhe jilts you o'er and o'er, 

Proves a Slattern or a Whore, . 

This Hour will teaze, will teazs and vox, 

And will cuckold you the next; * 

They were all contriv'd in Spight, 

To torment us, not delight, f 

But to ſcold, to ſcold, to ſerateh and bite, 

And not one of them proves right, 

But all, all are Witches, by this Light, 

And 3 bid em, and the World, good 

at; : 

Good Night, good Night, good Ni . 

Good Night, good * * = 
7 


_— 12 
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* 


- | But all, all, all, all, 


SONG 606. Ir Proſerpins. 


LEFT Harmony ſweetly reſounding, 

© Gay Pleaſure and Tranſport invite, 

Till the Voice in loud Echo's rebounding, 
Through the Vallies diffuſe our Delight. 


8 O0 NG 607. 
LE not Love, let not Love on me, on 
me beſtow _ 
Soft Diſtreſs, ſoft Diſtreſs, and tender Woe ; 
I know none, no, no, no, none but ſuſtban- 
tial Bliſſes, 
Eager Glances, eager Glances, ſolid Kiſſes: 
I know not what the Lovers feign 
Of finer Pleaſure mixt with Pain ; 
Then prithee, prithee give me gentle Boy, 
None of thy Grief, but all, all, all, all, all, all, 
all, all, all the Joy; 


But all, all, all, all, all the Joy, 


Prither give me, prithee give me gentle Boy, 
None of thy Grief, but all, all, all, all, all, all, 
all, all, all the Joy, - 


„ Joy. 


8 ON G 608. Packinton's Pound. 
| LE T Wine turn a Spark, and Ale huff like 


a HeQor. 


Let Plato drink Coffee, and Jove lis rich Nectar. 
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Neither Cyder nor Sherry,, 
Metheglin nor Perry, | 
Shall more make me drunk, which theVuler 
call merry : 
"Theſe Drinks o'er my Fancy no more hill 


prevail, | 

But I'll take a full Sup at the merry Milk-pail, 
In praiſe of a Dairy I purpoſe to fing, 
But all things in order firſt, God ſavetheKing; 

That ev'ry May-day, | 

And the Queen I may fay, 
Has many fair Dairy-maids, all fine and gay: 
Aſſiſt me fair Damſels, to finiſh this Theme, 
And inſpire my Fancy with Strawberries and 


The firſt of fair Dairy-maids, if you'll believe, 
Was Adam's own Wife, your Great-Grand- 
mother Eve; 
She milk*d many a Cow, 
As well ſhe knew how, 
Tho' Butter was then not ſo cheap as tis now: 


She hoarded no Butter nor Cheeſe bn © Shelf, 


For the Butter and Cheeſe in thoſe Days made 
itſelf, 
In that Age 'or Time there was no damn'd 
Money, 
Yet the Children of Iſrael fed upon Milk and 
Honey; a 
No Queen you could ſee 


Of the higheſt Degree, 


* 
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But would milk the brown Cow with the | 


meaneſt the : 


Their Lambs gave them Clothing, their Cows 
gave them Meat, 

In a plentiful Peace all . were com- 
pleat. 


But now of the making of Cheeſe we ſhall treat, 


| That Nurſer of Subjects, bold Britain's chief 


Meat; 
When they firſt begin it, 
To ſee how the Rennet 
Begets the firſt Curd, you wou'd wonder 
what's in it : 
Ti ROS blue Whey, when they put the 
urd by, 
© Amber, or Clouds in the 
Y 
Ycur Turkey Sherbet and Arabian Tea, 
I; Diſh-water-ſtuff to a Diſh of new Whey; 
For it cools Head-ach Pains, 
III Vapours it drains, 
And tho' your Guts rumble twill ne'er hurt 
your Brains, 
Court Ladies i th Morning will drink a whole 
Pottle ; 


And ſend out their Pages with Tankard and 
Pottle, 


Thou Daughter of Milk, and Mother of Butter, 


Sweet Cream Cream, thy due Praiſes how ſhall nor 


utter ? 


& 


- For when at the beſt, 
A Thing's well expreſt, 
We 2 to reply, that's the Cream of the 
e 
Had I been a Mouſe, I believe in my Soul, 
I had * ſince been drowned in a Cream- 
wl. 
The Elixir of Milk, the Dutchman's Delight, 
By motion and tumbling thou bringeſt 7 3 
But oh! the ſoſt Stream, 
That remains of the Cream, 
Old Morpheus ne er taſted ſo ſweet in Dream : 
It removes all Obſtructions, depreſſes the 


Spleen, 
And makes an old Bawd like a Weach of 
fifteen, 
a does piv- 
uce, 
A thouſand more Dainties are daily in uſe j 
For a Pudding 1'11 tell ye, . 
E're it goes into the Belly | 
Muſt have both good Milk, and the Cream 
and the Jelly : 
For dainty fine Pudding without Cream, or 
Milk, 
Is like a Citizen's Wiſe without Satin or Silk, 


In the Virtue of Milk there's more to 56 
muſter d, 


The charming Delights of Cheeſe-Cake and 


Cuſtard 3 Xs : 


w 
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For the Tottenham Court, 

You can have no ou, , 
_ Unleſs you give Cuſtards and good Cheeſe- 
- -- Cakes fort't: 
As Jack Pudding that makes us to 


laugh, 
Vnleſs he hath got a good Cuſtard to quaff. 


1 and Flitters of Milk have good 
ore = 
But 2a Devonſhire White-pot requires much 
more z g 
No Nats you can think,” 
x Tho? you ſtudy and wink, 
From the luſty Sack - poſſet to poor Poſſet-drink; 
But Milk's the Ingredient, tho" Sack"s ne'er 
tze worſe, 
5 For tis Sack makes the Man, tho" Milk makes 
- the Nurſe. 
But now I ſhall treat of a Diſh that is cool, 
A rich clouted Cream, or a Gooſeberry- Fool; 
A Lady I heard tell, 

| Not far off did dwell, 

Made her Huſband a Fool, and yet pleas'd 
eee 
thanks to t then every Lad, 
That from good natur natur d Women ſuch Fools 
may be had. 

When the Damſel has got the Cow's Teat in 
| her Hand, 


| How the merrily ange, while ſaniling 1 fland: 
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Then with a Pleaſure Irub, 
Yet impatient I ſcrub, 
When I think of the Bleſſing of 2 $yllabub; 
Oh Dairy-Maids, Mikk-Maids, ſuch Bliſs ne er 

oppoſe, 
If e'er you'll be happy, I ſpeak under the Roſe, 
This Roſe was a Maiden once of youtProfeſſion, 
Till Rake and the Spade had taker Poſſeſ. 
on; 

At length it was ſaid, 

That a ſturdy Blade 
Did both dig and ſow in her Parſly-Bed: 
But the Fool for his Labour deſerves not a Ruſh, 
For grafting a Thiſtle upon a Roſe-Buſh, 


Now Milk-maids take warning by this Ma 
den's Fall, 

Keep what is your own, and then you keepull 
Mind well your Milk-pan, 
And ne er touch a Man, 

Mo let him do whit 

e can: 
I am your well- wiſher, then liſten to my Worl, 
And give no more Milk than che Cow an 


afford. 
LT the Waiter bring clean Glaſſes, 
* a freſh Supply of Wine ;. 
For I fee by all your F 
In my Wiſhes you will join. 


1 


"The 


I is not the Charms of Beauty 
Which I purpoſe to proclaim 3 
We a while will leave that Duty, 
For a more prevailing Theme. 
To the Health I'm now propoſing, 
Let's have one full Glaſs at leaſt ; 
No one here can think't impoſing, 
'Tis the Founder of our Feaſt, 
SONG 610. 
TE T's be merry, blith and jolly, 
Stupid Dulneſs is a Folly; * 
'Tis the Spring that doth invite us, 
Hark, the chirping Birds delight us: 
Let us dance and raiſe our Voices, 
Every Creature now rejoices ; 
Airy Blaſts, and ſpringing Flowers, 


Verdant Coverings, pleaſant Showers ; 
Exch plays his Part to compleat this our Joy, 


And can we be ſo dull as to deny ? 
Here's no fooliſh ſurly Lover, 

That his Paſſion won't diſcover ; 

Noe conceited foppiſh Creature, 

That is proud of Clothes or Feature : 
All Things here ſerene and ſree are, 
They're not wiſe, are not as we are, 
Who acknowledge Heaven's Bleſſings 
In our innocent Careſſings: 


Then let us fing, let us dance, let us play, 


'Tis the Tune tis allow'd, tis the 
May, * | 


AVIARY.  - Ing 


- + © 


: . S O N G 61 1. "4 
Ife is chequer'd----Toil and Pleafure | 
Fill up all the various Meaſure, | 
See the Crew in Flannel Jerkins, + 
Drinking, toping Flip by Firkins 3 = 
And as they raiſe the Tip 
To their happy Lip, 


on the Deck is heard ng other Sound, 


But prithee Jack, prithee Nick; - | - 
Prithee Sam, prithee Tom, » 
Let the Can go round. 
CHORUS. 
Then hark to the Boatſwain's Whiſtle, Whiſtle, 
Whiſtle, 


2 


Then hark to the Boatſwain's Whiſtle, 


| Zuſtle, Buſtle : 
My Boy, let us ſtir, let us tail, 
* But let's drink all the While, 
For Labour's the Price of our Joys, 
For Labour's, &Cc. 


Life is chequer'd--<Toil and Pleaſure 


Fill up all the various Meaſure : 
Hark the Crew with Sun-burnt Faces 


Chanting Black-ey'd Suſan's Graces : 

S. And as they raiſe their Notes 

Throꝰ their ruſty Throats "WM 
On the Deck, &c. With the Chorus as before. 


Life is chequer d- Toil and Pleaſure 
Fill up all the various Meaſure : 

onth of Hark the Crew their Cares diſcarding. 

Xx 6 With Huſglecap, or with Chuok-farthings 
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S. Still in merry Pin, 
Let *em loſe or win, 


On the Deck, &c. With the Chorus as before. 


| SONG 61z. 
{ Inco found Damon lying 
| In Tears upon the Plain; 
And laughing at his crying, 
Encreas d poor Damon's Pain, 
Cries Damon, Mortal, fly me, 
Or by the Pow'r divine, 


. Cries Linco, don't defy me, 


And ſhews a Flaſk of Wine. 
This---fooliſh pining Lover 

Will teach thee how to ſtorm, 
Thy Gaiety recover, 

And make the Maids grow warm; 
Come Jrither, Damon, try it, 

"Tis ſov*reign, prithee do; 
Damon cou'd not deny it, 

He drank full Bumpers too. 
Soon Damon felt the Liquor, 

His Cheeks grew rofy red; 
Then Linco fill'd_ out quicker, 

*T was out, they went to Bed. 
Next Morning Damon ſtraying, 

To breath the fragrant Air, 


He heard poor Delia praying 


A laſt and fervent Vr. 


2 
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* 


Ves, yes, I muſt implore him, 
Damon the kind, the true, 
Ye Gods, ſhe cry d, reſtore him, 
Elſe Love and Life adieu. 
On Linco's Humour thinking, 
He ſprung into her Arms; 
And fir'd with laſt Night's Drinking, 
Wou'd revel in her Charms. 
The Maids deep Crimſon bluſhing, 
Reclin'd her Head, and figh'd ; 
Whilſt eager Damon fluſhing, 
Love's ſtrongeſt Efforts try*d : 
Ah! whither am I flying ! 
Her fault'ring Tongue expreſt ; 
Then claſping, painting, fighing, 
They murmur d all the reſt. 


SONG 613. 

Le Flea, why fo bloody thirſty ? 

thee. 
Thou'rt now too full of Pride, I warrant, 
To ſtir a Step on Strephon's Errand. 
Yet, prithee, ſweet fincere Backbiter, 
To Chloe go, that falſe Delighter ; 8. 
Go hide thy ſelf within her Bodice, 
And make her own ſhe is no Goddeſs. 8. 


Tell her the Shafts of Cupid's Quiver 
So from her Eyes have pierc d my Liver; . 


Thou'ſt drank, till it has almoſt bur 


The AV 
And when ſhe holds thee tw¾ixt her Fingers, 
Say thou thy Love-ſick Strephon lingers. S. 
$ONG 614. 
7 Aria s all my Thoughts and Dream, 
She's all my Pleaſure and my Pain: 
Liberia's all that I eſteem, 
And all I fear is her Diſdain. *- 
Her Wit, her Humour, and her Face, 
Pleaſe beyond all I felt before ; 
Oh! why can't I admire her leſs ; 
Or, dear Liberia love me more, 
Like Stars, all other Female Charms 
Ne'er touch'my Heart, but feaſt mine Eye; 
For (he's the only Sun that warms, 
With her alone I'd live and die. 


Immortal Pow'rs, whoſe Work divine 
Inſpires my Soul with ſo much Love, 
Grant your Liberia may be mine, 
And then I ſhare your Joys above. 
SONG 615. 
] Iften all, I pray, to the Words I've to ſay» 
In Memory ſure inſert em; 
Rich Wines do us raiſe to the Honour of Bays ; 
Quem non fecere diſertum? - 
Of all 2 briſk Juice which the Gods do pro- 
uce, 
. Claret ſhall be preferr'd before em: 
I. s Claret ſhall ſtrait us Mortals create 
Mars, Bacchus, Apollo, virorum. 


- 
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We abandon all Ale, and Beer that is ſtale; 
Roſa-ſolis, and damnable Stum ; 

But ſparkling Red ſhall hold up its Head 
*Bove omne quod exit in um. 

This is the Wine, that in former Time 
Each wiſe one of the Magi, if 

Was wont to carouſe in a Chaplet of Boughs, 

Recubans ſub tegmine fagi. 


- 


Let the Hip be their Bane, let a Rope be-their 


Shame, f 
Let the Gout and Cholick pine em, 
That offer to ſhrink in taking their Draa, 
Seu Græcum, ſive Latinum. 
Let the Glaſs fly about, till the Bottle is out, 
Let each one do as he's done to; > 
Vaunt thoſe that hug th'abominable Jug, 
*Mong us Heteroclita ſunto. "= 
There's no ſuch Diſeaſe, as he that doth pleaſa 
His Palate with Beer for to ſhame us 
Tis Claret that brings to Fancy its Wings, 
And ſays, Muſa, Majora canamus. * 
He's either a Mute, or does poorly difpute, 
That drinketh not Wine as we Men do; 
The more Wine a Man drinks, like à ſubtle 
Sphinx. | . 
Tantum valet iſte loquendo. 


* 


* 


How it chears the Brains, how it warme the 


Veins, 
How *gainſt all Croſſes it arms us 


* 
. „ 
3 
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How it makes him that's poer courageouſly When we merrily quaff, if any go of,, 
5 And ſlily offer to paſs ye, | 


roar 
_ mutatas dicere formas. Give oy <3 a Twitch, and kick em o th 
Give me the Boy, my Delight and my Joy reech, 
To my Tantum that drinks his Tale ; e Nam componitur ab aſſe. 
By Wine he that waxes, in our Syntaxis, I have told you plain, and will tell you again, 
| Be he as furious as Orlando ; 


' Eft Verbum perſonale. K I 
weak or lame or thy Wits to blame? He is an Aſs that from hence dath paſs 
eee Nin bibit ad Oftia land. 


Call for Wine, and thou ſhalt have it; 
*Twill make thee to riſe, and be very wiſe, SONG 61G 
1 6. Loe, the Sweets of Love 8 l 
We have frolick Rounds, we have merry Go- Avathe Joys I moſt admire, 
downs, 40 WW, Kind and active Fire 
F bo rp: n, — — club and awa Of a fierce Delire, B, 
Id oft © ene 4 ee Y» Indulge my Soul, compleat my Bliſs: | 
& COMMUNE 8 : But tt» affected Coleneſs Li 
No Vintners deny the Lads that are dry, Of Czlia damps my Boldneſs; 
| But give em Wine, whate'er it coſt 'em; 1 muſt bow a ( 
I chey do not pay till another Day, \ Proteſt and vow, | 
Manet alta mente repoſtum. - And ſwear aloud, 


I wou'd be proud, 


Who neter fails to drink all clear from the | | 
With a ſmooth and even Swallow, (Brink, When ſhe with equal Ardour longs to kit. 
Tu offer at's Shrine, and call it divine, Bring a Bowl, then bring a jolly Bowl, 
Et erit mihi magnus Apollo. I'll quench fond Love within it, 
He that drinks il}, and ne'er has his Fill, With flowing Cups I'l raiſe my Soul, 
Has a Paſſage like a Conduit. And here's to the happy Minute; 
For fiufh'd with briſk Wine, 


Drifk Wine does inſpire with Rapture and Fire, 
Sic Ather ther a ſundit. N 1 ſhe's panting and warm, 
Ang Nature unguardee, lets looſe her Hind 


ind, 


In the amorous Moment the Gypſie I'll find, 
Oblige her, and take her by Storm, 


SON G 617. 


Ove's a Dream of mighty Treaſure, 
Which in Fancy we potleſs ; 
ln the Folly lies the Pleaſure, 
Wiſdom always makes it leſs. 
When we think, by Paſſion heated, 
We a Goddeſs have in Chaſe, 
Like Ixiom we are cheated, 
And a gaudy Cloud embrace. 


Kappy only is the Lover, 
Whom his Miſtreſs well deceives ; 
teeking nothing to diſcover, 
He contented lives at Eaſe, 
But the Wretch thad wou'd be knowing 
What the Fair-One wou'd d.ſguiſe, , 
Labours for his own undoing, 


Changing happy, to be wiſe. 


SONG 618. 


i Ove and Folly were at play, 
Both too wanton to be viſe 3 
8 dey fell out, and in their Fraß 
folly put out Cupid's Eyes. 
rat the Criminal was try d, 
And had his Puniſhment aſſiga'd, 
dlly ſhould to Love be ty d, 

And condema'd to lead the Blind. 
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Then wiſely let's venturs, 
Ourſelves 14 deceive, | 
Since Fate has decreed us 
To love and believe : 

For all we can gain 
By our Wiſdom and Eyes, 

Is to find ourſelves cheated, _ 

And Wretched when Wile. 


SONG «rg. 
He. Lowe an idle childiſh Paſſion, 
Only fit for Girls and Boys. 
Marriage is a curſed Faſhion, 
Women are but fooliſh Toys. 
Spight of all the tempting Evils, 
Still thy Liberty maintain ; 
Tell 'em, tell the pretty Devils, 
Man alone was made to reign. 
She. Empty Boaſter! know thy Duty, 
Thou who dar'ſt my Pow'r defy ; 
Feel the Force of Love and Beauty, 
Tremble at my Feet and die. 3 5 
Wherefore does thy Colour leave thee ? 
Why theſe Cares upon thy Brow ? 
Did the Rebel, Pride, deceive thee ? 


A Alk him, who's the Monarch now ! 


. SONG 620. 
Ore's Coddeſs in x Myrtle Grove, 


Lud, Cupid, bend thy Bow with Speed; 
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Nor let the Shaft at random rove, 
For Jeany's haughty Heart muſt bleed. 
The ſmiling Boy, with divine Art, 
From Pophos ſhot an Arrow keen, 
Which flew, unerring, to the Heart, 
And kill'd the Pride of beauteous Jean. 


No more the Nymph, with haughty Air, 


Refuſes Willy's kind Addrefs ; 
Her yielding Bluſhes ſhew no Care, 
But too much Fondneſs to ſuppreſs. 
No more the Youth is ſullen now, 
But los the gayeſt on the Green, 
Whilſt ev'ry Day he ſpies ſome new 
Surpriſing Charms in bopy Jean. 
A thouſand Tranſports crowd his Breaſt, 
He movesas light as fleeting Wind, 
His former Sorrows ſeem a Jeſt, 
Now when his Jeany is turn'd kind. 
Riches he looks on with Diſdain, 
The glcrious Fields of War look mean ; 
chearful Hounds and Horn give Pain, 
If ab&nt from his bony Jean. 


The Day he ſpends in am' rous Gaze, 


Which even in Summer ſhorten'd ſeems : 


When funk in Down, with glad Amaze, 
He wonders at her in his Dreams. 


Au Charms diſclos'd, ſhe looks more bright 
Than Troy's Prize, the Spartan Queen, 
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With breaking Day he lifts his Sight, 
And pants to be with bony Jean, 


SONG 621. 
LO what's come to my Mother ! 
That ev*'ry Day more than other, 
My true Age ſhe would ſmother, 
And ſays I'm not in my Teens. 
Tho' my Sampler I have ſown through 


My Bib and Apron outgrown too: 


My Baby quite away thrown too, 
I wonder what tis ſhe means 
When our John does ſqueeze my Hand, 
And calls me, Sugar-ſweet, 
My Breath almoſt fails me, 
J know not what ails me, 
My Heart does ſo heave and fo beat. 


I have heard of Deſires 
From Girls who have been juſt of my Tem, 
Love compar'd to Sweet Briars, 
That hurts, and yet does pleaſe. 
Is Love finer than Money ? * 
Or can it be ſweeter than Honey ? 
I'm, poos Girl, ſuch a Tony, 

Efaith, that I cannot gueſs, | 
But I'm ſure I'll watch more near, 
There's ſomething that Truth will ſhow; 

For if Love has a Bleſſing, 

To pleaſe beyond Kiſſing, 

Our Jane and the Butler do know. 


* * 
* * * 


8 ON G 622. 
Lev Charmer, deareſt Creature, 
Kind Invader of my Heart; 
Grac'd with ev*ry Gift of Nature, 
Grac'd with every Help of Art. 
Oh! could I but make thee love me, 
As thy Charms my Heart have mov 'd, 
None could e' er be bleſt above me; 
None could e'er be more beloy'd. 


SONG 623. Bacchus one Day, &c. 


Ove is like the raging Ocean, 
When the ſwelling Surges riſe; 
Wind, which guides its troubled Motion, 
Woman's Temper well ſupplies. 
Man's the eaſy Bark, and playing 
On the Surface of the Sea 
To the worft of hs betray 
Cupid muſt the Pilot be. 


SONG. 624. 
Ove and Beauty, young and gay, 
Thro' my Eyes did force their Way, 
And my Heart their Captive made: 
— with my Heart is fled, 
_ Love does till remain, 
To increaſe my raging Pain. 
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But when my Heart returns , . i 
As ſoon it will, 
Being us'd but in, 
By Beauty's proud tyrannick Reign 3 
Then from its Slavery ſhall it © 
And cruel Love drive from my Breaſt, 


Heart again reſume thy Throne, 
Since the Phantoms 1 are flown z 
Here in Peace maint = Pow” — 
Nor think of Love or | 


SONG "IM 


] Ove's a Diſtemper that comes with high | 
Feeding, 


And is cur'd, like a Fever, by Empeying an 


Bleeding. 
It ſeizes the 2 and the Head runs on Fan- 
cies, (Romances, 
Then all the yon Wenches are Queens in 
But the Love Fit ſoon over, pretty Mils proves 
a Dowdy, 


And her paſſionate Lover an arrant dull Booby, 


SONG 626. 
Ove is a Bauble; ; 
No Man is able 
To ſay, it is this, or tis that; 
An idle Paſſion, 
Of ſuch a Faſhion, 8 
"Tis like I cannot tell what, | 


Va 


Fair in the Cradle, 
Foul in the Saddle, 
Always too cold, or too hot ; 
| An arrant Lyar, | 
„Fed by Defire, 
It is, and yet it is not. 
| Love is a Fellow, 
Clad all in yellow, 
The Canker- worm of the Mind; 
A privy Miſchief, 
And ſuch a fly Thief, 
No Man knows where him to find: 
Love is a Wonder 7 
»Tis here, and *tis yonder, 
Tu common to all Men, we know; 


E SONG 627. 
Ove is Fancy led about 


\. From Hope to Fear, from Joy to Doubt 


Whom we no an Angel call, 
Divinely grac*d in every Feature, 


Straight's à deform'd, a perjur d Creature; 


Love and Hate are Fancy all. 
"Tis but as Fancy ſhall preſent 

p Cl jects of Grief, or of Content, 
-  - + That the Lover's bleſt, or dies: 

- _  VifionCof mighty Pain, or Pleaſiire, 


+ *H f * 


v IAR I. 
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| in'd Want, in'd 
Imagin ant, imagin 2 


All in powerful Fancy 
SONG 628. 


| Le; weary'd with his roving Flight, 


Deſcending at th*Approach of Ni 
Down to Panthea's Bofom fled, * 
And made that Seat of Joy his Bed. 
Gently her heaving Boſom roſe, 

And ſeem'd to court him to repoſe : 
Neſt'ling he folds his Wings, to creep 
Between her Breaſts for ſweeter Sleep, 
Pleas'd and tranſported with the Joy, 
She laugh'd at the deluded Boy : 

And did a Stratagem prepare, 

To keep the wanton Pris'ner there, 

She took a various colour d Braid, 

Of Purple, Gold, and Scarlet made 3 
Now, Youngliter, ſaid the cruel Fair, 
You ſhall Panthea's Fetters wear. 

But when ſurpriz'd he waking found _ 
His ſhackled Limbs, and Pinions bound, 
Sighing he wept, and begg'd ſhe'd pleaſs - 
To give hey Captive a Releaſe. #5 
Sly Youth, ſays ſhe, wou'd you ſoſoon - 
Quit your Apartments,. and be gone ? 
No, my dear Rover, firft diſcharge 
Your Quarters, ere you'te ſet at large. 


* * — 
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Then for a Bribe, ſaid he, to go, | Tis cruel to prolong a Pain 
My Quiver take, and take my Bow ; . And to defer a Bliſs, . 
Nor can I greater Triumphs boaſt, Believe me, gentle Hermoine, 
Than that my Arms to you were loſt. . No leſs inhuman is. 
And now thoſe Shafts are his no more, An hundred thouſand Oaths your Fears 
His Bow and Enſigns of his Pow'r; _ Perhaps would not remove 3 
Panthea now commands Love's Darts, And if I gaz'd a thouſand Years, . 
All Eyes ſhe charms, and wounds all Hearts. I could no deeper love. s 
"Tis fitter much for you to gueſs, \ | 
SON G 629. | Than for me to explain : . 
] Ove ſill has ſomething of the Sea, hut grant, O grant that Happineſs 
From whence his Mother roſe ; Which only does remain, 

No Time his Slaves from Doubt can free, SONG 680 

e 8 2 2 Ove's but the Frailty of the Mind 
pps ec NY toſt * 8 When tis not with Ambition join'd ; þ 
The 1 der cold Dela A ſickly Flame, which if not fed expires 

Q ag hy Tempeſts loſt Jus And feeding, waſtes in ſelf-conſuming Fires. 

P 6 Tis not to wound a wanton Boy, 

os mY 3 — 2 Or am'rous Youth, that gives the Joy ; 
Some 7 in cruel Sport, * But tis the Glory to have pierc'd a Swain, 

Thee a 8 again, K For whom inferior Beauties figh'd in vain. 

_ ; 1 Then I alone the Conqueſt prize, © - 

pay F * When I inſult a Rival's Eyes: mo 
Rivals and Falihood foon — 4 , If there's Delight in Love, tis when I ſee, 

In a mo That Heart which cthers bleed for, bleed forme. 

re dreadful Shape. * S NG 6 

By ſuch Degrees to Joys they come, | ; O 31. f 

And are ſo long withſtood ; 1 gives War or Peace at Pleaſure, 


80 lowly they receive the Sum, Fond Lovers ſtill tormenting, 


— 
- 
= 


It hardly does them good. = -- Y 2 


"OP 
But deaf to all Lamenting, 
Laughs when he gives us Pain: 
Diſplays his ſhining Treaſure, 
His Toils and Snares ſurround us; 
No ſooner does he wound us, 
But leaves us to complain. 
by SONG 632. 
L': a gentle, gen'rous Paſſion, 
Source of all ſublime Delights; 
Which, with mutual Inclinations, 

Two fond Hearts in one unites. 
What are Titles, Pomp, or Riches, 
If compar'd with true Content? 
That falſe Joy which now bewitches, 
When obtain'd we may repent. 

* Lawleſs Paſſions bring Vexation, 
But a chaſte and conſtant Love 


Is a glorious Emulation 
Of the bliſsfol State above. 


SONG 633. 
J Ovely Lucinda ! blame not me, 
I on your beauteous Looks I gaze; 
How can I help it, when I ſee 
Something ſo charming in your Face 
T 1at.+xe a bright, unclouded Sky, 
When in the AS, the rn play, 
It raviſhes my wandring Eye, 
And warms me with a pleafing Ray. 


* ; 
; walk, TX. 


AVIARES, , 
- $ON G:634. My, Deary, We, 


In dreary Dreams the Night III waſte, 


* * * n * * — 1 2 p * 9 
. 4 * * * = - "= l £ l 
| * 
a * | : 


Loe never more ſhall give me Pain, 
My Fancy's fix'd on thee ; 

Nor ever Maid my Heart ſhall gain, 
My Peggy, if thou die. | 

Thy Beauties did ſuch Pleaſure give, 
Thy Love's ſo true to me: 

Without thee I ſhall never live, 
My Deary, if thou die. 

If Fate ſhall tear thee from my Breaſt, 
How ſhall I lonely ſtray ? 


In Sighs the filent Day. 
I ne'er can ſo much Virtue find, 
Nor ſuch Perfection ſee : , 
Then I'll renounce all Woman-kind, 
My Peggy, after thee. | 
No new- blown Beauty fires my Heart 
With Cupid's raving Rage 2 
But thine, which can ſuch Sees impart, 
Muſt all the World engage. | 
"Twas this that like the Morning Sun 
Gave Joy and Life to me ; = 
And when its deſtin'd Day is done, 
With Peggy let me die. 
Ye Pow'rs that ſmile on vertuous Love, 
And in ſuch Pleafure ſhare; ; 
You who its faithful Flames approve, 
With Pity view the Fair | 
* 2 


\ " 


Reſtore my Peggy's wonted Charms, 
Thoſe Charms ſo dear to me ; | 
Oh ! never take them from thoſe Arms; 
I'm loſt, if Peggy die. 


SONG. 635. 


J. Ove, thou'rt the beſt of human Joys, 
Our chiefeſt Happineſs below; 

All other Pleaſures are but Toys, 

Muſick without thee is but Noiſe, 
Beauty but an empty Show. 


Heaven that knew beſt what Man cou'd move, 
And raiſe his r ts above the Brute, 
Said, Let him be, and let him love, } 
That only muſt his Soul improve, 
Howe er Philoſophers diſpute, 


SONG 636. | 
Los, who waſte your Thoughts and 
Youth 


In Paſhon's fond Extremes 
Who dream of Women's Love and Truth, 
And doat upon your Dreams: 
I ſhould not here your Fancy take 
From ſuch a pleaſing State; | 
Were you not ſure at laſt to wake, 
And find your Fault too late. 


Then learn betimes, the Love which crowns 
Our Cares, is vll but Wiles 3 
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«i 


Composꝰ d of falſe ſantaſtick Frowns, 
And ſoft diſſembling Smiles. 
With Anger, which ſometimes they feign, + 
They cruel Tyrants prove; 
And then turn Flatterers again, 
With as affected Love. | * 
As if ſome Injury were meant N 
To thoſe they kindly us d, | 5 
Thoſe Lovers are the moſt content, * 
That have been ſtill reſus d. a 
Since each has in his Boſom nuri d 
A falſe and fawning Foe; 
"Tis juſt, and wiſe, n 
To 'ſcape the fatal 
SONG 637. 


= 


| 1 


Long have I wander d free; 
Endur' d no Grief, felt no Alarms, 
Reſerv*d to fall by thee. 
Thou, fair one, thou alone canſt move. 
This Paſſion in my Breaſt ; — 
Thou, thou alone canſt teach me Lowe 4 
O teach me to be'bleſt ! 
In Safety thus from all 
The roving Turtle flies, | 
Till ſome unerring Hand\conveye * 
The Shai e 
| 3 


OP 
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SONG 638. | 
| Onely Groves young Strephon chuſing 
| . one Matos 

- Love augments, while Love he 

Cruel Love ! you cauſe my Anguiſh, 

Thus with Care I pine and languiſh, 
Thus conſume amid your Flames. 

I n 

When ſhe weeps, in Tears I'm drowning 
Smiles give pleafing Pains at beſt. : 

Love, who heard the Youth upbraid him, 

Conſcious of his Preſence made him, 

And his Godhead thus expreſt: 

| While you ſpeak of Pains and Dying, 

5 Rapture you're enjoying 

My ſoſt 's built on Sighs : 

When thoſe anxious Cares are over, 

Soon you loſe the Name of Lover : 

Love inſfipid grows, and dies. 


$5 8'O N G. 639. 
Toth iabinh of Dout an Jr 
Whom now 3 reviv'd, her Scorn 


She will, and ſhe will not, ſhe grants, denies, 
- Qonſents, retracts, advances, and then flies; 


Approving, and rejeQing in a Breath, 


* 


. 
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Vet do not, for 


He who wears a long B 


Now proff —— 


a 


Thus hoping, thus deſpairing, never ſure; 
How various are the Torments I endure 


Cruel Eftate of Doubt ! Ah, Mira, try 
Once to reſolve---or let me live, or die. 
* 


SONG 640. 

] Vcinda, cloſe or veil your Eye, 
Where thouſand Loves in Ambuſh lie 
Where Darts are pointed with ſuch Skill, 
They're ſure to hurt, if not to kill ; 
Let Pity move thee to ſeem blind, 
Leſt ſeeing, thou deſtroy, Mankind. 
Lucinda hide that ſwelling Breaſt, « 

The Phenix elſe will change her Neſt 1 
en ſhe expires, 
Her Heat may light in the ſoft Fires 
Of Love and Pity, ſo that I 
By this one Way may thee enjoy. 


SONG. 64t. 
Mens, fred as a Roſe, 
Young, buxom, and full of Jollity 3 
Take no Spouſe among Beaus, 
Fond of their raking Quality: 


All powder d down from his Pericrane, 
And with his Noſe full of Snuſh 
"RENE out Love in a merry Vein, 


Who to Dames of high Place 
n 

' Yet with Doxies a Brace, - 

At Night pigs in a Garret too: 

Patrimony out-run, 

To make a fine Shew to tarry thee, 

Plainly, Friend, thou'rt undone, 

If fach a Creature marry thee. 


Then for Fear of a Bribe, 

Of flattering Noiſe and Vanity, 

Yoke a Lad of our Tribe, 

He'll ſhew the beſt Humanity : 
Flaſhy thou wilt find Love, 

In civil as well as ſecular ; 

But when the Spirit doth move, 

We have a Gift particular. 

Tho' our Graveneſs is Pride, 

That Boobies the more may venerate, 
He that gets a good Bride, 

Can jump when he's to generate: 
. Off then goes the Diſguiſe, 

rel nen thee 3 
Then to be happy and wiſe, 

Take Yea and Nay to marry thee. 


SONG 63432. 


MA Lore will enaar ye, - . 


If you but look, * 
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Words will detain ye, 
Sighs will trapan ye, 


Then, in Time, beware. 
' Daily you'll find it, 


If you'll but ming it, 1 


How many Maids falſe Men betray t 
Let this Toncern ye, 
Let their Fall learn ye, 


From the Danger to run away, 


Run, run, run away. 


4 
- 8 2 
= 


Tears will draw you into the Snare; A 


SONG 643. mme | 
Aids like Courtiers muſt be woo'd, 


Moſt by Flatt'ry are ſubdu'd ; EY 


| i& 


Some capricious, ne 6 or nice, 
Out of Pride protract the YOu 
But they fall, 
One and all; 


2 When we bid up to ur Price 


1 4 


* 


* 
* 


1. 


"> 
- — 
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.$0NG 644 
| Mais are grown ſo coy of late, 
Forſooth they will not marry 3 
Tho? they're in-their Teens and paſt, 
They lay they yet can tarry. 
Put if they knew how ſweet a Thing 
It is in Youth to marry, - 
They would ſell-their Hof and Smock, 
Ere they ſo long would tarry. 


Winter Nights are long you know, 
And bitter cold the Weather; 

Then who's ſo fond to lie alone, 
When two may lie together ? | 

And is't not brave when Summer comes, 

With all the Fields infoll'd, | 

To take a Green-gown on the Graſs, 

And wear it uncontroul'd ? 


For ſhe that is moſt coy of all, 
If ſhe had Time and Leiſure, | 
Would lay away ſevereſt Thoughts, 
Aid turn to Mirth and Pleaſure : 
For why, the faireſt Maid ſometimes 
Puts on the Face of Folly, 
And Maids do ne'er repent ſo much 
hen they. are too holy, 
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Max, (Man, Man) is for the Won 
made, 5 N 
And the Woman made for Man; 


Be the Widow, Wife, or Maid, 


| Mn, when my Sight you bleſs, 


. * 4? - 
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As the Spur is for the Jade, 

As the Slabbard for 1 Blade, 

As for Digging is the Spade, 

As for Liquor is the Can, 

So Man, (Man, Man) is for the Woman made, 
And the Woman made ſor Man. 

As the Scepter's to be fway*d, 

As for Night's the Serenade, 

As for Pudding is the Pan, 

And to cool us is the Fan, 

So Man, (Man, Man) is for the Woman made, 
And the Woman made ſor Man. 


Bejſhe wanton, be ſhe ſtay d, 

Be ſhe well, or ill 'array*d, : 

Whore, Bawd, or Harridan, p 

Yet Man, (Man, Man) is for the Wonut 
made, "y ky. 

And. the Woman made for Man. 


SONG 646. 


our Cow, 2 
e 


2 


How tan the Swain his Joy expreſs, 
To ſee thee in thy rural Bs. 

And hear thee Singing too? 

Thy Milk-white Waiſtcoat, free from, rain, 
Denotes thy purer Thought, 

As clear from Falſhood as Diſdain; 

And in tay ſoft and chearful Strain 

My Cares are all forgot,” | 
Thy Breath excels the Breath of Motn, 
More fragant than the Hay ; 

Or Flow'rs, tho* in thy Boſom worn; 

Or Clover-graſs, or green-ear*d Corn ; 

Or Cows, more ſweet than they. 

Thy modeſt Cheeks out-bluſh the Roſe, 

Whilſt I thy Charms recite ; 

Thy Lips are Cherries ; Eyes are Sloes 3 - 
And thy engaging Smiles diſcloſe . 

Two Rows of Iv'ry white. 

But oh ! the Burden of my Song ! 

Thoſe Charms may fall a Prey, 

And be commanded, ,.right or wrong, | 
By ſome dull Clown, whoſe vulgar Tongue 
Can neither ſing nor ſay. 

The Vi'let thus, that-in the Mead 
Regal'd our Smell, alas 

No more muſt rear his bloomy Head, 
Stamp'd in by ſame black Ox's Tread, 
Or mom d with common Graſs, 


, 
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The chearful Mornings, once e fo bleſt, | 
The Ev*nings too, are oer: 

Ye Cows, whoſe Teats Maria 

Farewel : My Pipe has done its beſt, 
Maria ſmiles no more. 


SONG 647. 


M it ſeems, is for better, for worſe z 4 


nn it a Bleſſing, and others a, 
The Cuckoks A if the. Prove. prove 


And than eee in He's 
there's not few 


Of honeſt rich Rogues, who ne er had . 


there, 
If their Wives had not ſent thaw, ug Tr 
bling and Fear. 
Some Women are honeſt, tho“ rare in a Wiſe, 
Rang they 


Yet with Scoldingand ü 


your Lie; | 
You ne'er — Bottle a Briend, 
But your Wife, like „ nn N 

Zud: 3" 
Crying Fie, Yau get; como, como, dong, om: 
So theſe are unhappy. abroad and at . 
We find the Batchelor: lie best x ö 


Ys. 
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Hie never is troubled with Scolding or Strife, 
"Tis the beſt can be ſaid of a very good Wife :) 
But merrily Day and Night does ſpend, | 
Enjoying his Miſtreſs, Bottle, and Friend. 
A Woman out-wits us, do what we can, 
She'll make a Fool of every wiſe Man; 


Old Mother Eve did the Serpent obey, 
And 28 all her Sex that damnable 
ay 


Of Cheating and Couzening all Mankind, 

. *T were better if Adam had ſtill been blind. 

The pobr that marries thinks he does 
well; 

I pity's Condition, for ſure he's in Hell; 

The Fool is a ſotting, and ſpends all he gets, 

The Child is a bawling, the Wife daily frets : 

That Marriage ts pleaſant we all muſt agree, 


onder it well, there's none happier can be. 


$ONG 648. 

Ay the Ambitious ever find 
Succeſs in Crowds and Noiſe, 

- While gentle Love does fill my Mind 

-  Withdilent real Joys. | 

May Knaves and Fools grow rich and great, 
Aud the World think em wiſe ; 

While Ilie at my Nanny's Feet, , 
And the World deſpiſe. | 


Let conqu'ring Kings new Triumphs raiſe, 8 


And melt in Court Delights; 
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Her Eyes can give much brighter Days, 
Her Arms much ſofter Nights. 


SONG 649. 
Miiſtaken Fair, lay Sherlock by, 
His Doctrine is deceiving z - 
For whilſt he teaches us to die, 
He cheats us of our Living. 


To die's a Leſſon we ſhall know 
Too ſoon; without a Maſter : 
Then only let us ſtudy now 
How we may live the faſter. 
To live'sto love; to bleſs, be bleſt 
With mutual Inclination ; 

Share then my Ardour in your Breaſt, 
And kindly meet my Paſſion. 
But if thus bleſt, I may not live, 

And Pity you deny, | 
To me at leaſt your Sherlock give, 
*Tis I muſt learn to die, 


SONG 650. O all the Girl: the 
are ſo ſmart. - 
Mothers, thro? too much Pride or Love, 
Ne'er fail of Inclination, - 

To breed their Children far above 
The Level of their Station. 
The Farmer to the Dancing - School 

Muſt ſend his aukward Daughter, 


2 


To ſpend what he ſhould give the Fool, | 
To match her well hereafter. | 
So when the Wench by am rous Sighs 


ther chuſing to be baſe, 
She falls ſhe riſes. 
When if the Hoyden had been bred 
To th' Ladk and the Needle, 
the would not then have been miſled, 
To ogle, kiſs, and wheedle. 
Wherefore thoſe Parents act awry, 
And in the main deceive em 
oudly high, 


Who breed their Children pr 
Yet little have to give em. 


SONG 651, My dear Heart, Ec. 


MY eaſy Heart, 
With fingle Dart, 

Has no ſmall Anguiſh found ; 
But Love has now | 
Two Strings to's Bow; 

Both Wit and Beauty wound, 
Such Guns or Spears 
Who ſees or hears, 


Of Deaths may take his CHoice, 


* 
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For tho" he flies 
Her piercing Eyes, 2 
She'll reach him with her Voice. 


F 


None cou'd withſtand 

Her naked Hand, 
They'll feel it to their Coſt, py 
.' SONG 652..Comebifs, Cee 


| MY ggg biyth for what thou haſt dowey 


here is nae Help nor mending ; 
For thou haſt jogg d me out of Tune, 
For a' thy fair pretending. 2 
My Mither ſoes a Change in me, 
For my Complexion daſhes ; 
Sas late amang the Raſhes, 
QCKIE.. 
My Peggy what I've ſaid Fl] do, 


Þy To hes hoe ny NS + a I 


* ; 


* 
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Come then and let us buckle to, 


Nae langer let's be fooling : 
For her Content I'll inſtant wed, 
Since thy Complexion daſhes ; 
And then we'll try a Feather-bed ; 
*Tis ſafter than the Raſhes. 
. PEGGY, 
Then Jockie, ſince thy Loveꝰs ſo true, 
Let Mither ſcoul, I'm eaſy: 
Sae long's I live I neꝰ er ſhall rue 
For what I've done to pleaſe thee. 
And that's my Hand T's ne'er complain, 
O! I's me on the Raſhes ; 
Whene'er thou like I'll do't again, 
And a feg for a“ their Claſhes. 


8ON 653. 
M* ſweeteſt May, let Love incline thee, 


And, as your conſtant Slave, regard it, 
Syne for its Faithfulneſs reward it. 
*Tis proof a Shot to Birth or Money, 
But yields to what is foveet and bony ; 
Receive it then with a Kiſs and a Smily ; 


There's my Thumb it will ne'er beguile ye. 
How tempting ſweet theſe Lips of thine are ; 


Thy Boſom white, and Legs ſac fine are, 


That when in- Pocis ſee thee clean em, 


They carry away ly Treaty between em. 


— 7 


T' accept a Heart which he defigns thee ; 
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I wiſh, and I wiſh, while it duntin, 
O gin I had thee on a — 

Tho' Kith and Kin and a' ſhou'd revile 
There's my Thumb I'll near beguile thee, 
Alane through flow'ry Hows I dander,” 
Tenting my Flocks leſt they ſhou'd wander, 
Gin thou'll gae a ang, I'lldawt thee gaylie, 
And gi'e my Thumb I' ne'er beguile thee, 
O my dear Laſſie, it is but Daffin, 

To had thy Woer up ay niff naftin. 

That na, na, na, I hate it moſt vilely, 

O ſay, yes, and I'll ne'er beguile thee, 


SONG 654. 


MY dear and only Love, I pray, 


That little World of thee, 
Be govern'd by no other Sway, 
But pureſt Monarchy : 
For if Confuſion have a part, 
Which virtuous Souls abhor, 
I'll call a Synod in my Heart, 
And never love thee more. 


As Alexander I will reign, 
And I will reign alone; 


My Thoughts did evermore diſdain 


A Rival on my Throne. 
He either fears his Fate too muc 
Or his Deſerts are ſmall, . ' 
Who dares not put it to the Touch, 
To gain of ſoſe it all, 


3 
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But J will reign, and govern ſtill, 
And always give the Law, 


And have each Subject to my Will, 


And all to ſtand in awe : 
But gainſt my Batteries if I find 
Thou ſtorm, or vex me ſore, 
As if thou ſet me as a Blind, 
I'll never love thee more. 


And in the Empire of thy — 
Where I ſhould ſolely be 

If others do pretend a Part, 
Or dare to ſhare with me : 

Or if Committees thou ere, 
Or go on ſuch a Score, 

TI ſmiling mock at thy Neglect, 
And never love thee more. 


But if no faithleſs Action ſtain 
Thy Love and conſtant Word, 
I'll make thee famous by my Pen, 
And glorious by my Sword. 
I'll ſerve thee in ſuch noble Ways, 
As ne ꝙ was known before; 


Fil deck and crown thy Head with Bays, 


And love thee more and more. 


SONG 655. 


Pa: je is a Lover gay, 
His Mind is never muddy; 


4 


iS B- it is ſweeter than new Bay 3 


Eis Face 13 air and ruddy. © 
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His Shape is handſome; middle Size; 


He's ſtately in his wawking ; 
The Shining of his Een ſurpriæe; 


'Tis Heaven to hear him tawkiungs 


Laſt Night I met him on aBawk, 


Where yellow Corn was growing; 
There mony a kindly Word he ſpak, 


That ſet my Heart a glowing. 


He kiſs'd, and vow'd he wad be mi 


And loo'd me beſt of ony ; 
That gars me like to ſing finſyne, 
O Corn Riggs are bony. 


Let Maidens of a ſilly Mind 


Refuſe what maiſt they re wanting, 


Since we for yielding are deſfign'd, 
We chaſtly ſhould be granting : 


Then I'll comply, and marry Pate, 


And ſyne my Cockernony 3 
He's free to touzle air or late, 
Where Corn Riggsare bony» 


$ ON G 656. The glancing * 


ron. 
M Y Jcany and I have :tail'd* 


The live-lang Simmer-Day, 


Till we amaiſt were fpoiFd 
At making of the Hay > 


Her Kurchy was cf Holland car, 


Ty'd on her bony Brow, 


926 | The 
| I whiſper'd ſomethin her Ear 
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Her Stockings were of Kerſy green, 
As tight as ony Silk: 

© fic a Leg was never (cen, 


Her Skin was white as Milk; 
Her Hair was black as ane cou'd wiſh, 
And ſweet, ſweet was her Mou, 
. O! y dai lie can kifs ; 
C7 hat's to you? 
The Roſe and Lily baith combine, 
To make my Jeany fair; 
There is nae Benniſon like mine, 
I have amaiſt nae Care; 
Only I fear my Jeany's Face 
May: cauſe mac Men to rew, 
And that may gar me ſay, alas! 
But what's that to you ? . 
Conceal thy Beauties, if thou can, 
Hide that fweet Face of thine, 
That I may only be the Man 
theſe Looks divine. 
©! not proſtitute, my Dear, 
| Wonders to common View ; 
| And I with faithful Heart ſhall ſwear, 
For ever to be true. 
King Solomon had Wives anew, 
And mony a Coneubine ; 
But I enjoy 2 Bliſs mair true, "TEL 
His Joy's were ſhort of ming 
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And Jeany's happier than 
She ſeldom wants her 2 5 
All Debts ol Love to her I pay, 
And what's that to you ? 


SONG 65;. 

MY Soger Laddie 

Is over the Sea, 
And he will bring Gold 

And Money to me; 
And when he comes hame, 

He'll make me a Lady, 
My Bleſſing gang with 
: My Soger Laddie. 

My doughty Laddie 

Is handſome and brave, 
And can as a Soger | 

And Lover behave ; 
True to his Country, 

To Love he is ſteady, 
There's few to compare 

With my Soger Laddie, 

Shield him ye Angels, 

Frae Death in Alarms, 
Return him with Lawrels 

To my langing Arms. 
Syne frae all my Care 


Ve pleaſantly free me, | 


When back to my Wiſhes 
My Sager:ye gi'e me. 


"#7 


uvwy 3 
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ſoon may his Honours 
4 Bloom fair on his Brow ; 
uickly they muſt 
S If he get his due: | 
For in noble Actions 
His — — ny > 
Which makes me deli 
In my Soger Laddie. 


SONG 658. The Wawking of the 


auld. 
MY Peggy is a young Thing, 

4 Juſt enter'd in her Teens; 
Fair as the Day, and ſweet ay May, 
Fair as the Day, and always gay. 

My Peggy is a young Thing, 
And I'm not very auld, 
Yet well I like to meet her at 
T awking of the Fauld. 
My ſpeaks ſae ſweetly, 
| Whene'er we meet alane, 
I wiſh nae miir, to lay my Care, 
I wiſh na mair of a' that's rare. 
My Peggy ſpeaks ſae ſweetly, 
To a'the lave I'm cauld ; 
But ſhe gars a* my Spirits glow 

M Wawking of the Fauld, 
My Peggy ſmiles ſae kindly, 
Vhene'er I whiſper Love, 
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That. I look down on a* the T .... 
That I look down upon a Crown. ** 3 
My Peggy ſmiles ac kindly, 
It makes me blyth and bauld : 
And naithing gi'es me fic Delight, 
As Wawking of the Fauld. 
My Peggy ſings ſae (aft, 
When on my Pipe I play ; 
By a'the reſt it is confeſt, | } 
By a' the reſt, that ſhe ſings beſt, ; 
My Peggy ſings ſae ſaftly, 5 
And in her Sangs are tald, | 
With Innocence the Wale of Senſe, —— 4 
At Wawking of the Fauld. 


SONG 6589. | 
Y Heart inclines your Chains to eu 
But Reaſon will not ſtoop; : | 
I love that Angel's Face, but fear 
The Serpent in your Hoop. 
Your Eyes diſcharge the Darts of Love, 
But oh! what Pains ſucceed, 
When Darts ſhall Pins and Needles prove, 
And Love a Fire indeed ! . 
The Fly about the Candle gay | 
Dances, with thoughtleſs Hum ; 
But ſhort, alas | his giddy Play, 


_ . His Pleaſure proves his doom, 


The Child, in ſuch Simplicity, 
About the Bee -ive clings, 


4 * 
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The 
And with one Drop of Honey, he 
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Receives a hundred Strings. 
SONG 660. 


Y Goddeſs Lydia, heavenly Fair, 

As Lily ſweet, as ſoft as Air, 
Let looſe thy "Treſſesgſpread thy Charms, 
And to my Love give ireſh Alarms. | 
O! let me gaze on theſe bright Eyes, 

red Lightning from them flies; 

Snew IT ſoft, that modeſt Grace, 
Which ts with charming red thy Face. 
- Give me Ambroſia in a Kifs, 
That I may rival Jove in Bliſs, . 


That I may mix my Soul with thine, 
And make the Pleaſure all divine. 


0 Bofom's killing White, 
(The ilky Way is not ſo bright) 

Leſt you my raviſh*d Soul oppreſs, 
With Beauty's Pomp, and fweet Exceſs. 


Why draw' thou from the Purple Flood 
Of my Find Heart the vital Blood ? 
Theu ar? al! over endleſs Charms; 

O! take me dying to thy Arms. 
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N dear Miſtreſs has a Heart, 
Soft as thoſe kind Looks the gave me, 
When w:ti Love's refitiefs Art, 
And ter Eyes, he did enũlave me; 
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MY Friend and I, we drank whok 
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But her Conſtancy's ſo weak, 
She's ſo wild, and apt to wander, 

That my jealous Heart would break, 
Shou'd we live one Day aſunder. 


Melting Joys about her move, 
Killing Pleaſures, wounding Bliſſes; 
She can dreſs her Eyes in Love, 
And her Lips can arm with Kiſſes : 
Angels liſten when ſhe ſpeaks ; 
She's my Delight, all Mankind's Wonder 
But my jealous Heart would break, 
Shou'd we live one Day aſunder, 


SONG 652. 
M Y Heart is ev ry Beauty's Prey, 
And does my Pow'r diſown; 

I ne*er could keep it one whole Day, 
And now't has been ſo long away, 
I know not where tis flown. 
But if the Fair that finds this Stray, 

Will kindly give it Room 
Or teach it better to obey, » 


Her Care with double Thanks 1 play, 


And take the Rambler Home. 
SONG 663. 


pots, 
Full of Sack up to the Brim 1 
I drank to my Friend, and he drank is Pt 


ad a 
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Three Bottles and a Quaft 
We ſwallow'd down, our Throat, 
(But hang ſuch pony Sips as theſe z) 
We laid us all along, 
With our Mouths unto the 


And tipp'd whole Hogſheads off wi 


Eaſe. - 


} beard of a Fop thor t whe, Tank, 
$til'd himſelf the Prince of Yots 3 


But hang ſuch filly ꝓuny Prunkards 


Melt their us, break their Pots. 
My Friend and I did join 
For a Cellay full Wine, 
And we drank the Vintner out of Door; 
We drank it all up 
In a Morning, at a Sup, 
And greedily rov'd about for more. 


My Friend to me did make this Motion, 
Let us to the Vintage x7 ; 
Then we embark*d upon the Ocean, 
Where we found a Vine, Ship, 
Deep laden with 
Which was i 
The Sailors ſwore . Tun: 
We drank it all at Ses, 
Ere we came unto the 


My Friend, not havi 


» quench'd his Thirſt, 
Said, let us to the 


incyards haſte + 


Pots 
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And the Merchant ſwore be was quits un- That it ens all ot 
done, 


r 
Which afforded juſt "a Taſte: % 
From thence unto the Rhine, of 
paces cy", BAR yo Sh . 


In his univerſal ork ac 
Such thirſty Souls as wo Friend add I, 


Out fie l cries One, | 
8 a Beaſt he makes him, 
can neither ſtand not go. 
Out you Beaſt, you, re pad id 
When e'er knew you a Beaſt drink ſs ? 
'Tis when we drink the leaft, 
That we drink moſt like a Beaft z 


* 


But when we carouſe it fix in Hand, 4 


'Tis then, and only then, 
That we drink the moſt like 


When we drink till we can hei . 
ſtand. * 9 : 


SONG 664. 
Man 
perfect Joys thetein I find, 
Blify 
The World affords, of grows-by Kinds © 
Tho' much I want that moſt would Have, . 
Yer A ney Mind eee 


* 
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* No Shape to feed a loving Eye; th 


To none of theſe am I in Thrall, ONG 66c. Children in t | ; 
50 princely Pomp,. ee: - Y Patticn is 2 MMO A Ws, 
3 Pr {Bud 2 * | M I fit all ſober ſad, * 

e e.. Drunk as a Piper all Day long, 


No cunning Wit to ſalve a Sore, 


Content 1 live with this my Stay 
J wiſh no more than may faffice.; Round as ef De „ 
J preſs to bear no mighty Sway; I drink, = ent ae . 
Look what I want, my Mind ſupplies: For tho“ as drunk as David's Sow, 
Thus do I triumph like a King, I love her ſtill the better. | 
Content with that my Mind doth bring. Pert as a Pear-monger I'd be, 


| J little have, but with no more: - Cool as a Cucumber would ſee 


Or, like a March Hare, mad. 


They are but poor, for much they want; The reſt of Womankind, 
And 4 am rich with little Store: Like a ſtuck Pig I gaping ſtare, 
They I rich; they beg, I give; And eye her o'er and o'er; 
They lack, I leave ; they pine, I live. Lean as a Rake with Sighs and Care, 
Some weigh their Pleaſures by their Luſt, Sleek as a Mouſe before. 
: Their Wiſdom by the Rage of Will: Plump as a Partridge I was known, 
Their Treaſure is their only Truſt, And ſoft as Silk my Skin, 
And crooked Craft their School of Skill: My Cheeks as fat as Butter grown, ] 
Fut all the Pleaſure 1 can find, But as a Groat now thin. | Br 
Is the Content of quiet Mind. I, melancholy as a Cat, f 
My Health is Wealth and perfect Eaſe, Am kept awake to weep 
A Conſcience clean my chief Defence; But ſhe, inſenſible of that, 
1 do not ſeek by Bribes to pleaſe, Sound as Top can ſleep. 
Nor by Deceit to give Offence : Eard is her Heart, as Flint or Stone, 
Th :s do I live, thus will 1 die: She laughs to ſee me pale ; 
Wo all did but as well as, J. „ * 
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And merry as a Grig is grown, 
And briſk as bottl'd Ale. 

The God of Love, at her Approach, 
Is buſy as a Bee 

Hearts ſound as any Bell or Roach, 
Are ſmit, and ſigh like me. 


Ah me! as thick as Hops or Hail, 
The fine Men croud about her; 

But ſoon as dead as a Door Nail 
Shall I be, if without her, 


Strait as my Leg her Shape appears: 
0! were we join'd together, | 
My Heart would ſoon be free from Cares, 
And lighter than a Feather. 


As fine as Five-penee is her Mien, 
No Drum was ever tighter ; 

Her Glance is as a Razor keen, 
And not the Sun is brighter. 

As ſoft as Pap her Kiſſes are, 
Methinks I feel them yet ; 

Brown as a Berry is her Hair, 
Her Eyes are black as Jet, 

&s ſmooth as Glaſs, as white as Curds, 
Her pretty Hand invites ; ; 

arp as a Needle are her Words, 

Her Wit like Pepper bites. 

ilk as a Body-Louſe ſhe trips, 

Clean as a Penny dreſt; 


. 
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Sweet as a Roſe her Face and Lips, 
Round as a Globe her Breaſt. 


Full as an Egg was I with Glee, 
And happy as a King; | 

Good lack! how all Men envy'd me, 
She lov'd like any thing, 

But falſe as Hell, the like the Wind, 
Chang'd, as her Sex muſt do, 

Tho* ſeeming as the Turtle Kind, 
And as the Goſpel true. 


If 1 and Molly could agree, 
Let who will take Peru, 


Great as an Emp'ror I ſhould be, 


And richer than a Jew, 


Till you grow tender as a Chick 


I'm dull as any Poſt: 

Let us Ike Burrs together ſtick, 
As warm as any Toaſt. 

You'll know me truer than a Die, 
And with me better ſped, 

Flat as a Flounder when I ſie, 
And as a Herring dead. 

Sure as a Gun ſhe'll drop a Tear, 
And figh, perhaps, and wiſh, 

When I'm as rotten as a Pear, 

And mute as any Fiſh, 
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M Y Name is honeſt Harry, 


SONG 666. 


And I love little Mary; 
In ſpite of Ciſs, or jealous Beſs, 
I'll have my own Figary. 
My Love is blithe and buckſome, 
And ſweet and fine as can be, 
. Freſh and gay, as Flow'rs in May, 
And looks like Jack-a-Dandy. 
And if ſhe will not have me, 
That am ſo true a Lover, . 
I'll drink my Wine, and ne er repine, 
And down the Stairs I'll ſhove her. 
But i that ſhe will love, Sir, 
I'IF be as kind as may be, ? 
Tu give her Rings, and pretty things, 
Her Petticoat like Sattin, 
Her Gowh of Crimſon Tabby, 
Lac'd up before, and ſpangl'd o'er, 
Juſt like a Baxtho'mew Baby. 
Her Waiſtcoat ſhall be ſcarlet, 
With Ribbands ty'd together 
Her Stockings of a cloudy Blue, 
And ler Shoes of Spaniſh Leather. 
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Then to the Church I'll have her, 
Where we will wed together, 
And ſo come home, when we have dane, 
In ſpite of Wind and Weather. 
The Fidlers ſhall attend us, 
And firſt play John come'kiſs me; 
And when that wg danc'd around, 
Then ſtrike up, Hit or miſs. me. 
Then hey for little Mary ; 
"Tis her I love alone, Sir; 
Let any Man do what he can, 
I will have her, or none, Sir. 


$ONG 667, 
MY Days have been fp wond'rous reg, 
The little Birds that fly 
With careleſs Eaſe from Tree to Tree, 
Were but as bleſt as I. 
Aſk gliding Waters, if a Tear 
Of mine increas'd their Stream 
Or aſk the flying Gales, if e er 
I lent a Sigh to them. 


But now my former Days retire, 


And I'm by Beauty caught : 
The tender Chains of ſweet Defire 
Are fixt upon my Thought, 
An eager Hope within my Breaſt 
Does every controu] ; 
And lovely Nancy ſtands confet 
The Fav'rits of my Soul. 


fs ' FF 


Ye Nightingales, ye twiſted Pines, 
Ye Swains that haunt the Grove, 


Ye gentle Echos, breezy Winds, 
Ye cloſe Retreats of Love ; 
| With all of Nature, all of Art, 
Aſſiſt the dear Deſign ; ; 
O teach a young unpractis d Heart, 
To make her ever mine. 
The very TEE of Change I hate, 
As much as of Def} pair, 
And hardly covet to Great, 


Unleſs it be for her. 
is true, the Paſſion in m Mind 
Is mixt with ſoft 
Yet while the Fair I love = kind, 
I cannot wiſh it leſs. 
SONG 668. 


Since all you aſk you have ? 


Nor uſe me like a Slave. 
Good-Nature to diſcover,. 
Ve well your faithful Lover; 
Fl be no more a Rover, 
But conſtant to my Grave. 
Could we but change Condition, 
My Gricfs would all be flown ; 
Poor I, the kind Phyſician, 
And you the 


* 


The AI. 


MY. Chloe, why d'ye. ſlight. me, 
No more with Frowns affright me, | 


2 3 


Like him, when Life is flying, 


Till dy her Wit Corinna 


341 
All own you're wond”fous. pretty, 
Well ſhap'd, and alfo 'witty ; y 
Enforc'd by gen'rous Pity, 

Then make my Caſe your own. : 
The Pow'rs who kindly gave us, 

And form' d our Stiape and Mind, 

Too ſurely would enflave us, 
Were they like you inclin'd ; 
Then Goodneſs be your Duty, 
Or I muſt bid adieu t'ye ; ES 
Like them with all your Beauty, © 

Be merciful and kind; OT 

The Silver Swan, when dying, 
Has moſt melodious Lays; | 2 


In Songs I'll'end' my Days 
But know, thou cruel Creature, 
My Soul ſhall mount the — 
And I ſhall fing the ſweeter, © * 
By warbling forth your Praiſes 


| SON G 669. 
Y Love was fickle once, and changi 
Nor e er would'ſettle in my Heart 3 
From Beauty ſtill to Beanty ranging, 
In ev*ry Face 1 found a Dart. 
*T'was firſt a charming _ enſlav'd. me, 
An Eye then gave the fatal Strokey z & 
d me, 
And all my former Fettets bret 


* 


1 


rern 


But now a long and laſting Anguiſh The Fountain, that wont to run ſweetly 
For * I endure Y | And dance to ſoft Murmurs the Pebbles mart 
Hourly I figh, and hourly languiſh, Thou know'ſt, little Cupid, if Phoebe wa 
Nor hope to find the wonted Cure. there, | „ (hear; 
After a thouſand Beauties ſhewn, But how ſhe is abſent, I walk by its Side, 
Does now ſurpriſing Charms diſcover, + And, ſtill as it murmurs, do nothing but chide: 
And finds Variety in one. | Muſt you be ſo chearful ! why I go.in Pain 
= | Peace there with your Bubbling, and hear me 
M Y time oh! ye Muſes, was happily ſpent, When my Lambkins around me would often. 


a times play 
Wm wont with ms WHETeVer ©. And when Photbe and I were as joyful asthey 
Ten thouſand ſoft Pleaſures I felt in my Breaſt : How Pleaſant their Sporting, how happy the 
Sure never fond Shepherd like Collin was blelt ! Time, 
But now ſhe is gone, and has left me behind, —— = and Beauty were all in 
I 


What a marvellous Change on a ſudden I find ! : a 
When things were as fine as cou'd poſſibly be, But How in their Frolicks when by me they 


th Ir) . : paſs | 
: _— MY the Fr ing, but alas b * 1 fling at their Fleeces an Handful of Graſs: 
With ſuch a Companio ion to tend a few Sheep, = * — 5 — 3 mae 


To riſe up to play, or to lie down to ſleep 
1 was ſo good-humour'd, ſo chearful and gay, My Dog I was very well pleaſed to fee 
Come wagging his Tail to my fair one and me; 


My Heart was as light as a Feather all Day; : 
But I now fo croſs and ſo peeviſh am grown, And Phcebe was pleas d too, and to the Dog 


So ſtrangely uneaſy as never was known; faid, 
My fair 4 . 1 my Joys ok all Come hither poor Fellow, and patted his Head: 
.- drovin'd, But now when he's fawning, I with a ſour 


And my Heart I am fure it weighs more than Look * 
© Pound, * {8 woghs 2 Cry, Sirrah ! and give him a Blow with my 
. — . a7 9 - ö 5 ” 7 iy 


— 
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And I'll give him another, for why ſhould 
not Tray 

Be 25 dull as his Maſter, when Phebe's away ? 

When walking with Phcebe, what Sights have 
I ſeen ! 

How fair was the Flower, bow freſh was the 

Green 

What a lovely Appearance the Trees and the 
Shade, 

The Corn-fields and Hedges, and ev 'ry thing 
made ? 


But fince ſite has left me, tho" all are ſtill 


there, 
They none of them now ſo delightful appear ; 


'Twas nought but the Magick, I ted of her 


Eyes, 
Made ſo many beautiful Proſpects ariſe. 


Sweet Mufick went with us both all the Wood 
thro', 


The Lark, Linnet, Thruſh, and Nightingale 


too ; 


Winds over us whiſper'd, Flocks by us did 


bleat 
And chirp went the-Graſhopper under our 
Feet ; 
And now ſhe is abſent, tho* ſtill they ſing on, 
The Woods are but lonely, the Melody*s gone; 
Her Voice is the Concert, as now I have found, 
Gave thing elle its agrecable Sound, 
2 


- 
82 1 
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Roſe, what is become of thy delicate Hue ? 1 
And "where i is the-Violet's beautiful Blue ? © 


Does aught of its Sweetneſs the Bloſſom be- 


guile ? 

That NN, thoſe Daifies, why do they not 
mile? 

Ah ! Rivals, I ſee what it is that you dreſt 

And —_ xg ſelves fine for, A Place in bh 


leaſure her Eye, 
on her Boſom 


You put por your Colours to 
To be pluck'd by her Hand, 
to 


PI _ F 7 . 
l 1 2 11 
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How L Time creeps, * a = Phabe 3 


white amid the ſoft Zephyr s cool Breezes 1 

urn 

Methinks, if I knew whereabout the would 
tread, 


I'd breathe on his Wings, and *twould melt 


down the Lead; 
Fly ſwiftly, ye Minutes, bring hither my Dear, 


And reſt ſo much longer for't, when ſhe is 


here, 
Ah! Collin, old Time is till full of Delay; 


Nor will budge one Foot faſter for all en 


can ſt ſay. 


Will no pitying Pow'r, chat hears me com- 


plain, 
Or cron Difquiet, or ſoften my Pain? : 
+ 


+ ® 
* 


0 


5 


„ 


3 
To be era thou miſt, Collin thy Paſſion 
. Swain is fo filly to live without 


10 100, 'bid the dear Nyinph to return, 
For ne'er was Shepherd ſo fadly forlorn : 
Fir 4 1 8 I ſhall die with Deſ- 


OP all ye Swains, how ie love one 


 $0NG 671. 
A Fair is beautiful and Young, 
Stately, yet void of Pride, 
"Gentle as is the Turtle Dove, 
And conſtant as the Tide. 
Prndongein al ber Ways wo &nd, 
The Graces round her throng ; 
Wiſdom itſelf has form'd her Mind, 
And Muſic's on her Tongue. 


SONG 672. 


Now s to the Green Wood 
To hear the Gowdfſpink 

And Willie he has follow'd her, 

To g n * 
But a* that he cou'd ſay or 
She geck d and ſcorned . 
And ay he began to woo, 

She bade him mind wha gat him, 


me 
* 


| Sos 
* 4.4 4 3. 
* ” 
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What alls ye at my Dad, hong 
My Minny or my 
With Crowdy-mowdy thes fod me, 
Lang-kail and l 
With Bannocks of good Barley-Meal, 
Of thae there were right plenty, 
With chapped Stocks fou — "well ; 3 
And was not that right dainty ! 
Altho' my Father was/nae Laird, 
"Tis Daffin to rc 


nie keepit ay a good Kail-yaid, | 


A Ha'houſe — a Pantry: 
A good blue Bonnet on his Head, 

An Overlay bout 1 5 
And ay until the Day 

He rade on good, Shanks Nagy- 


Now Wae and Wander on your . 
=— ye hae bonny Nanſy ? 
ye compare ye'r fell to me, 
4 Backen flu T. - | 
I have a Wooer of m i 
They ca* him ſoup 
And well I wat his br Mou 
Is ſweet like Sugar-candy. E 
Wow Nanfy, what needs h this Din ? 
Do I not ken this Sandy? | 
I'm ſure the chief of a hi Kin 
Was Rab the Beggar randy : * 
His Minny Meg upo' her Back | 
Bare baith him and his Billy; 


| The AVITARY. 


Will he compare & nafty Pack Or were ſhe but cr! 
To me your winſome Willy ? © 1 wes" —_— 1 
My Gutcher left a braid Sword t oh, to my | ay 
Tho' be al nd ry, N She's not cruel nor ind. 
Yet ye may tak it on my W AC 
ſt is daith oint and 3Huſty z 2 SONG 674- 
And if I can but get it drawn, | Ever ſigh, but think of kiſſing, 
Which will be right uneaſy, More, and more, and more of viking, a 
1 ſhall lay bah my Lugs in pawns To poſſeſsthe mighty Hedſing 3 
That he ſhall get a heezy. While they enjoy it they ars true 3 
Then Nanſy turn'd her round about, They ' U hug, they nn 
And ſaid, Did Bandy hear ye, But Liberty when once twgain'd, N 
Ye wadna miſs to get a Clout; Tue Favour's to anothereign'd. | 
I ken he diſna fear ye: Why ſhould we then the Sex admire? N 
bae haud yer Tongue, and ſay nae mair, For tas never their > 
Set ſomewhere elſe your Fancy * To maintain a conſiant Fine g | 
For as lang's Sandy's to the fore, | If ogling, wheedling — 
Ye never ſhall get Nanſy. They II hourly ſtudy to deceive, 7 
n But we will find out better Ways, 
SONG 673. In Muſick, Singing, {pend.our Days. 
Ature ſo tender to Chlbe has ſhown 
N Si o'r ca rnnder Here he has SONG 675. 189 1 
Nenn No mee shall Buds and Branches ering, 


Such is her Behaviour, {> wiſe is her Aim, Nor Violets paint the Grove g 
That none boaſt her Favour,norany complain. Nor warbling Birds delight to-ting, 


Oh could I move her! If 1 forſake my Love; 

My Chains eaſy grown, The Sun ſhall ceaſ#o ſpread his Light, 
$hou'd ſerve her gay Lover, And Stars their Orbits leave ; 

To ſhew I'm her own: And fair Creation fink ih Night, 


When I my Dear Wee. 2 36 
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"SONG 674. 1 Thomyris. 
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* Here Love alone ſhall chain you, 


And ev ry Joy reſtore; „ 
New Pleaſure ſhall detain you, | | 
No Liberty has more. 
SONG 6756. 


Jo, Phillis, tho* you've all harms | 


Ambitious Woman can d 1 


All Beauty, Wit, and Youth that warms, 


| Or ſets our fooliſh Hearts on fire: 
Yet you may practiſe all your Art 
In vain to make F'Slave of me; 
You ne er ſhall re-engage my Heart, 
Revolted from your Tyranny : 
You ne'er ſhall re-engage my Heart, 
Revelted from your Tyranny. 
When firſt I ſaw thoſe dang*rous Eyes, 
They did my Liberty betray ; 
But when I knew your Cruelties, 
I ſmatch'd my fimple Heart away: 
Now I defy your Smiles to win 
My reſolute Heart, no Pow'r th'ave got: 
Tho* once I ſuck d their Poiſon in, 


 $ ON G 675. 


| No more will I my Paſfion hide, 
2 Tho 50 preſuming it appear $40 


x 


7 
1 
. es 
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When long Deſpair a Heart . yy 
What other Torments can it ſear ? 

Unlov'd of her, I would not live, 

Nor die, *till ſhe the Sentence give, 


Why ſhonld the Fair offended be, 
if Virtue charm in Beauty's Dreſs 73 
If where ſo much Divine I ſee, 
My open Vows the Saint confeſs ? - 
Awak'd by Wonders in her * 
My former Idols I deſpiſe. 


SONG. 678. There liv'd, . | 


N O more think me falſe, 
For the Flame never dies, 
Which Silvia has rais d 
By ſuch powerful Eyes 
Ah! view but thyſelf, 
Then meaſure my Love, 


And think what a Paſſion 


. Such Beauty muſt move. | 
Tho? firſt it was Beauty * A 
Which raviſh'd my Sight, Wy +08 
Yet now I regard 
As only the Light, 


. Which kindly betrays 


The rich Charms of thy Mind, 
Where Senſe and Good-nature 


So ſtrongly are join d. 


The 

Then think me not falſe, 

For the Knot will e*er laſt, 
Which my Fancy has ty'd, 

And my Reaſon made faſt ; 
© faſt, that tho* Time 

Thy Eyes may difarm, 
Yet no Time ſhall my Faith 

Or my Love ever harm, 


The Paſſion I have 

Can never grow leſs, 
Not tho* thy fair (elf 

Shou'd that Paſſion oppreſs z 
For while I thy Face 

Or thy Mind have in View, 
Still, ſtill I muſt love, 

And in loving be trus. 


SONG 659. 
NOR on Beds of fading Flowers, 
Shedding ſoon their gaudy Pride ; 
Nor with Swains in Syren Bowers, 
Will true Pleaſure long reſide, 
On awful Virtue's Hill ſublime, 
Enthroned fits th Immortal Fair; 
Who wins her Height, muſt patient climb, 
The Steps are Peril, Toil, and Care. 
So from the firſt did Jove ordain 
Eternal * for trankens Pain, 


AVIAR x. 


Fler Mind at firſt a Conqueſt made, 


3% 


SONG 680. Gm 

Nor Eden's Garden did diſdain COONS > 
That pleaſing Paſſion Love;z © ⁊ - 
Where free from Guilt, and ev'ry Fan, 

Adam did gaily rove. ; » 


Nor Tides of Furies“ raging Fires, 
That follow a wanton Chaſe, 


Meer Vapours rais'd by hot Deſires, 7 . 
That vaniſh with Diſgrace. * 

How guiltleſs may I meet the Flame «10 
Of Cynthia's pureſt Breaſt 


„ 


While Friendſhip makes us till the an. * 


With ev'ry V:rtue dreſt ? 


Her graceful Mind I muſt approve; 
Her Wiſdom chearful ſtill appear d, 
And juſtify'd m/ Love. re 


Truſt not to Features, fleeting Charms 1 
Nor hug a painted Toy; | | 
Thoſe Age or Sickneſs ſoon diſarms, 
Warm Air will this deſtroy. 
Let tender Paſſions take their Turn 
And Virtue lead the Wayg 
Where Minds are match'd, 5 


Nor curſe the Marriage Da | 
— : 2 6 


EY 


* — » = 1 0 — * 8 
48 1 
- 
: . l * 


8 0 NG 681. B. 
Edinburg 
ye ha I met yeſtern, 


Nov war 
down the Street, my o? 
My Miftriſs in her Tartan Screen, 
Fou bony, braw and ſweet, my 
My Dear, quoth 1, thanks to the ty 
That never wiftit a Lover ill, 
Sinee ye re out of your Mither's Sight, 
Let's take a Wauk up to the 
O Katy, Wiltu gang wi' me, 
And -N the dinſome Town a while; 
Bloffom's ſprouting frae the Tree, 
And a' the Simmer*s an 
The Mavis, Nightingale and Lark, 


AT r. 


The bleeting Lambs and whiſtling Hind, 


In itka Dale, Green, Shaw and Park, 
Will nouriſh Health, and glad ye'r Mind. 


Soon as the clear Goodman of Day 
Bends up his Morning Draught of Dew, 
We ll gae to forme Burn-fide, and play, 
And gather Flowers to buſk ye r Brow, 
We'll pou the Daifies on the Green, 
The lucken Gowans frac the Bog 
een Hands now —— 2 — 
And ſport upo che velvet Fog. 
e Olen, 
A wee piece frae my Father's Tower, 


—_— 


The A v 1 A RY. 
ung Laird and 


A canny ſoft and flow'ry Den, 
Which circling Birks 1 form'd a Bower: 
Whene er the Suh grows high and warm, 
We'll to the cauler Shade remove; 


There will I lock thee in mine Arm, 


And love and kiſs, and kiſs and love. 


SONG 6582. 
No, no, no, no, Reſiſtance is but vain, 
And only adds new Weight to Cupid's 
Chain: 
A thouſand Ways, a thouſand Arts, 
The Tyrant knows, to captivate our Hearts : 
Sometimes he Sighs Ys, and ſometimes 
tries 
The univerſal Language of the Eyes! 
The Fierce with Fierceneſs he deſtroys : 
The Weak with Ten decoys : 


He kills the Strong with Joy, the Weak with 


Pain. 
No, no, NO, NO, Reſiſtance is but vain, 


SONG 683. 

N © longer boaſt, your healing Tides, 
Or the Chalybeat's Stain; 
When Chloris at theſe, Springs preſides, 
They ſpend their Force in vain. 


While for theſe Ills Relief is found 
Which we with Eaſe endure, 


The heedleſs Patient feels the Wound 
No Mineral can cure, 
do from the Heat the thirſty Swain 
To the freſh Fountain flies, 
There ſoon allays his former Pain, 
But of a Fever dies. 
SONG 684. 
No, Delia, no, what Man can range 
From ſuch ſeraphick Pleaſure? 
'Tis want of Charms that makes us change, 
To graſp the Fairy Treaſure : 
What Man of Senſe wou'd quit a certain Bliſs 
For Hopes, and empty Poffibilities ? 
Vain Fools their ſure Poſſefſions ſpend, . 
. In Hopes of chymick Treafure, | 
But for their fancy'd Riches find 
Both Want of Gold and Pleaſure. 
Rich in my Delia, I can wiſh no more ; 
The Wand'rer, like the Chymiſt, muſt be poor. 


80 | G N 682. A trifling Son, Ee. 

N Onſenfical Folks prepare, 
To hear a Nonuſenſical Song, 

Each am'rous Beau with his Fair, 

Whoſe Charm's a Nonſenſical Tongue. 
Were there no Nonſenſical Flights, _ 

The Women would want what to ſay, 
The Pozts want ſomethin” to write, 

And the Actors want Farees to play. 


The AVIARY. 


Nonſenſe, ſo reigns in thu 
Both over the Noble ob w 
The Town ſends a Share on the 
And each Aſs ſets up for a Wit. 
The Lover calls Nonſence his Muſe, 
When ſmit by the am' rous Boy, 
Always gaining with that the frſt Uſe © 
Of the Ladies Nonſenſical Toy. 
The Parſons their Nonſenſe will preach 
To praiſe Nonſenſical Fools; 
Worn Ladies choice Secrets will teach 
To Nonſenſical bungling Tools. 
The Vulgar their Nonſenſe will 
And let their Opinions be had, 
In Matters concerning the State, 
And neglect for a Party their Trade. 
A ſcribbling Poet: with Nonſenſe, 

For a Dinner will Nodles aſperſe ; | 
Tho' his Wit is as thin as his Conſciente, 
Or rather as bare as his Purſe, , 

A Parliament Member ſometimes _ 
May make a Nonſenſical Speech; 
The Wiggs may the Tories of Crimes 
For Nonſenſical Reaſons impeach. 
Debetes full of Nonſenſe will riſe, 
Upon a Nonſenſical Theme, 1 
Mongſt thoſe t tend to be wiſe, 
And do their Nonſenſe eſteem. 


» 
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Z Let each one his Reaſon alarm, 


And he that has Wit, let him ſhow it. 


SONG 683, 


No Glory I covet, no Riches I want, 


Ambition is nothing to me : 


The one Thing I beg of kind Heav*n to grant, 


Is a Mind independent and free. 


By Paſſion unruffl*d, untainted with Pride, 


By Reaſon my. Life let me ſquare ; 


The Wants of my Nature are cheaply ſupply d, 
And the reſt are but Folly and Care. 


Thoſe Bleſſings which Providence kindly has 


tent, 
I'll juſtly and gratefully prize; 


Wmiiſt ſweet Meditation and chearful Content 
Will make me both happy and wiſe. 


How vainly thro* infinite Trouble and Strife | 


The Many their Labours employ ? 


When all that is truly delightful in Life 
. Is what all, if they will, may enjoy. 


80 NG 694. 


O Warning of th approaching Flame, 
th, it came 


Swiftly, like ſudden 


Like Travellers, by Light ning kil'd, 


F burnt the Moment I deheld. 


Since Nonfenſe is roms fecha Charm 
With the Ladies, the Beaux, and the Poet, 


AVIARY. 


In whom ſo many Charms are plac'd, 
Is with a Mind as nobly giac'd ; 
The Caſe ſo ſhining to behold, 
Is fill'd with richeſt Gems, and Gold. 


To what my Eyes admir'd before 
I add a thouſand Graces more; 

And Fancy blows into a Flame, 
The Spark that from her Beauty came. 

The Object thus improv'd by Thought, 
Ry my. own Image I am caught; 
Pygmalion ſo, with fatal Art, F 
Poliſh'd the Form that ſtung his Heart. 


SONG 684. 
. WOM AN, 


NO more Sir, no more, I'll ev'n give it o'er 
I ſee it is all but a Cheat ; 8 
Your ſoft we Eyes, your mor and your 


Which 1 thus you ſo often repeat. 
MAN. | 
'Tis you are to blame, who fodliſhly claim 
So ſilly a lean Sacrifice: 
But Lovers, who pray, muſt always obey, 
And bring down their Knees, and their Eyes, 
WOMAN, 
Of late you have made Devotion a Trade 
In Loving, as well as Religion: | 


But you cannot prove, thro” th; Ages of a 


Any Worſhip was offer d but one. 


. 6 


. « F 


N, 


MA | 
That 6ne let! it be in which we agree 
Leave Forms to the Maids, who are younger: 
We're both of a Mind, make haſte, and be kind, 
And continue a Goddeſs no longer. 


SON G 6585. 


Nox an Angel dwells above 
Half ſo fair as her I love; 


eaven knows how ſhe Il receive me: 


If ſhe ſmiles, I'm bleſt indeed; 
If ſhe frowns, I'm quick| Y freed ; 


Heaven knows ſhe ne'er can grieve me. 


None can love her more than 1, 
Yet ſhe ne*er ſhall make me die. 
If my Flame can never warm her, 
Laſting Beauty I'll adore, 
I ſhall never love her more, 
Cruelty will ſoon deform her. 


SONG 686, 


| Nor this blooming April Seaſon | 


Can relieve my aching Heart; 
Spite of all the Force of Reaivn, 
Still I at a frantick Part: 
As the Canker eats the Roſes, 


And the ſpringing Green deſtroys, | 


S0 Deſpair iny Reſt oppoſes, 
And conſumes my riting Joys. 


3 2 Av 14 RY. 


Ev'ry Valley, Field and Mountain, 
Flow'ry Plain and verdant Grove, 
Warbling Bird and ſparkling Fountain, © 

Minds me of my lucklefs Love: 
When the Cowſlip 1 diſcover, 
Sp ringing o'er the 9 r 
( 


10 Wa my . * 
By ſome bloomy — Www Tree, 


Thee 


figh) my ger 
Would have cropp* 


If I ſadly fit reſlectin 


All my Scrrows recollecting, 
Love, I cry,. reſembles thee : 

He all flow*ry can appear, 
To conceal his poiſon'd' Bart; 


But the Wretch that truſts him near, 
Graſps a Thorn, and wounds the Heart. 


SONG. 687. 


7 OW Phcebus finketh in the Welt, .. 
| Welcome Songs and welcome Ja. | 
Midnight Shout, and Revelry, 


Tipſy Dance, and Jollity;: 


Braid your Locks with rofie Twine, 
Drepping Odours, 5 Wine. 


Rigour now is gone to Bed, 
And Advice with ſcrup'lous Head; 
Strict Age, and ſowre Severity, 


= 


With their grave Saws, eke ie. 2 
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N OW fly, Diſcretion, to my Aid, 
Sec hayghty Mira, fair and bright, 

In all the Pomp of Love array d 
Ah ! how I tremble at the Sight ! 
Lhe comes, ſhe comes---before her all 
Love; Deſtroyer fierce and young, 
Advent rous, terrible, and ſtrong, 
Cruel and raſh, nie ſill to vex, 
Sparin nor nor 3. x 
Commendy in Shin ; well fortify'd he lies, 
And from her Lips, her Cheeks and Eyes, 
All Oppoſition he defies. 
Reaſon, Love's old invet'rate Foe, 
Scarce ever reconcil'd till now, 
Reaſon aſſiſts her too. | 
A wiſe Commander he, for Council fit ; 
In modern Synod, nor appear d of late 


In Courts, nor Camps, nor in Affairs of State; 


Reaſon prochaime them all his Foes, 


Who ſuch reſiſtleſs Charms oppoſe. 
| My very Boſom Friends make War 
thin my Breaſt, and in her Intereſts are; 
 Effteem and Judgment with ſtrong Fancy jein 
To court, and call the fair Invader in; 
My darhng ſav'rite Inclination too, 
Al, al conſpiriag with the Foe. 
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Ah ! whither ſhall 1 fly to hide 
My Weaknefs from the Conqu rer s Pride? 
Now, now, Diſcretion be my Guids. 
But ſee, this mighty Archimedes too, 
Sutrenders now. * 
Preſuming longer to reſiſt, 

His very Name 

Diſcretion muſt diſelaim; 3 
Folly and Madnefs only would perfift, 


| SONG 689. 
N OW to you ye dry Wooers, g 
Old Beaus, and no Doers, - i 
So doughty, ſo gouty, nd, 
So uſeleſs and toothleſs, 
Your Blindneſs, cold Kindnefs, 
Has nothing of Man: 
Still doating, or rainy 
Still ſtumbling, or ſumbling, 
Still hawking, ſtill baulking, 
You flaſh in the Pan : 
Unfit, like old Brooms, 
For ſweeping our Rooms, | 
You're ſunk and you're ſhrunk * 
Then repent and look tot; 
In vain you're ſo uppiſh, in vain you's {8 
vuppiſh, | 
You're down ev'ry Foot. 
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SONG 694. 


OW the hungry Lions roar, 
And howling Wolves behold the Moon ; 
Now the heavy Ploughmen ſhore, 

Aſter daily Labour's done. 

Trip it, trip it, trip it ſoftly round; 
Ever ſacred be this Ground: 
Now the Brands of Fire do. glow, 

Whilſt the Screech-Owyl, ſcreeching loud, 
Puts the Wretch that lies in Woe, 

In remembrance of a Shroud, 

Trip it, &C. 
Now it is the Time of Night, ; 

That the Graves are gaping wide, 
Ev'ry one lets forth his Spright, 

In the Church-way Paths to glide. 
Trip it, &c. 
And we Fairies, that do run, 

By the triple Hecate's Team, 

From the Preſehce of the Sun, 
Following Darkneſs like a Dream, 
Trip it, &c. 

Tho' we frolick, let no Mouſe, 

Or boding Bird, or Beaſt of Prey, 
Diſterh the Quiet of this mu 
But Jowny Sleep bring on the Day. 

Tri ip it, &C; 
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Weaving Spiders come not near, | 
Spotted Snakes do no Offence : 5 
Beetles black, approach not hete ; 2 
Worm and Snail, be far * 1 
Trip it, &c. 


By the dead and drowſy Fire, 

Ev'ry Elf and fairy Spright . +4 
Hop, as little Bird from Bry'r, Wot 
_ Nimbly, nimbly, and as light. * 
Trip it, &c. 
No join all your warbling Notes 

In Chorus of ſweet Harmony, 


Strain aloud your fairy Throatsg, 
Sing and dance it trippingly. 


Trip it, &c. 
Hand in Hand, with fairy Grace 


We will ſing, and bleſs this Place ; 
May Plenty, Paſtime, and ſweet peace,; 
Daily in this Houſe increaſe. 


Trip it, trip it, trip it ſoftly round, 


Ever ſacred be this Ground. 


SONG 695. 
T OW the good Man's from home, 
I'll caſt away Care; | 
And, with ſome brifk Fellow 
Steal out to the Fair; 3 
A 


Eh 
Though fome are too baſhful, 
And others too bold, 
- Yet Womens Intentions 
Are not to be told. 
But if 1 _— meet 
With a Spark to my Mind, 
t to be truſted, 
may prove kind: 
ith him I would ramble 
The Fair all around ; 
I'd eat, and I'd drink 
O the beſt could be found. 
There's Filing and Oates, 
And Hipp'"ſley and Hall, 
And Bullock and Lee, 
And the Devil and all: 
I'll have the beſt Place, 
And I'll ſee ev*ry Sight, 
And wanton in Pleaſure 
From Morning till Night. 
Oh! there I ſhall ſee 
All the Gentlemen Rakes, 
And hear the ſweet Cry 


Of Beer, Ale, Wine and Cakes ; 


Whilſt I in blue Apron 
And clean Linnen Gown, 
Draw al! the fine Sparks 


From the Flirts of the Town. 
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SONG 696. 
OW God alone that made all 


Heaven and Earth and all therein; 
The Ships that in the Sea do fwim, 


To keep our Foes from coming in. 


Then every one does what he can 


All for the good Uſe of Man. 


And I wiſh in Heaven his Soul may dwel} 
That firſt invented the Leather Bottel, 
Now what d' ye ſay of Cans of Wood? 
Faith they are naught, they cannot be good; 
For when a Man for Beer doth fend, 
To have them full he doth intend ; 


'The Bearer ſtumbles by the Way, 


And on the Ground the Beer doth lay; 
'Then doth the Man begin to ban, | 
And ſwears twas long o' th'Wooden Can: 


But 


It had not been ſo, for all had been well, 
And ſafe therein the Drink would remain, 


had it been a Leather Bcttel, 


Until the Man got up again. 


For 


Then I wiſh, &c. 


What do you ſay to Glaſſes fine ? 
Faith they ſhall have no Praiſe of mine 


when a Man's at Table ſet, 


And ty him ſeveral ſorts of Meat, 


Ihe one loves Fleſh, the other Fiſh ; 
Then with your Hand remove a Diſh, 


„. 
& 
- 


Touch but the Glaſs upon the Brim, 
The Glaſs is broke and-nayght left in. 
The Table Cloth, tho* ne'er fo fine, 
Is ſully'd with Beer, or Ale, or Wine; 
And doubtleſs for fo ſmall Abuſe 
A Servant may his Maſter loſe, 

Then I wiſh, &c. 


What ſay you to the handled Pot? 

No Praiſe of mine ſhall be his Lot ; 

For when a Man and Wife's at Strife, 

{As many have been in their Life) 

They lay their Hands upon it both, 

And break the ſame, although they're loth. 

But woe to them ſhall bear the Guilt, 

Between them both the Liquor's ſpilt; 

For which they ſhall 

For caſting their Liquor ſo vainly away; 

But if it had been Leather-bottel'd, 

One might have tugg'd, the other have held, 

Both might have tugg d, till their Hearts ſhould 
break, a 

No Harm the Leather-Bottel could take. 

Then I wiſh, &c. 


What ſay you to Flagons of Silver fine ? 


For when a Lord for Sack doth ſend, 
o have them back he dath intend ; 
he Man with the Flagon runs away, 
ud never is ſeen after that Day; 


The AVIA R T. 


And when this Bottel is grown old, 


wer another Day, - 


Why faith, they ſhall have no Praiſe of mine; 
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The Lord then begins to Swear and Ban, 

For having loſt both Flagon and Man 

But had it been either Page or Groom, 

With a Leather Bottel, it had come home.. 
And I with, &c. 


And that it will no longer held, e 
Out of the Side you may cut a Clout, * 
To mend your Shoes when they're worn out; | 
Then hang the reſt upon a Pin, : 
*Twill ſerve to put odd Trifles in; 9 
As Candle-ends, and Awls, and Ri 
For young Beginners need ſuch thi 
Then T wiſh his Soul in Heaven may dwell, 
That firſt devis'd the Leather-Bottel. 


| SONG 697. 
Now all my Friends are laid in Grave, 
And nothing they have left me, 
But a Mark a Year my Mather gave, 
By which for to grotect me: 
Yet I live on the Leagure till, 
As brave as any Lady, 
And all is with a Mark a Year, 
The which my Mather gave me. 
T have my Pimps at my Command, . 
My Coach upon me tending; | 
If any one be cut or flaſh'd, 
Or any one offending, 
| Aa 2 
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They'll bear me out of all the Rout, 
As brave, &c. 
My high Commode, my Damaſk Gown, 
Lac'd Shoes of Spaniſh Leather, 
A Silver-Bodkin in my. Head, 
And a dainty Plume of Feather; 
Pu take Tobacco with a Grace, 
od As brave, &c. | 
A Lord, a Knight, a Gentleman, 
Is welcome to my Oven; 
The an ca! Courtier with his Tricks, 
Who Beard's but newly ſhaven ; 
All's one to me, whoe'er he be, 
He's welcome ſtill as may be: 
God-a-mercy Mother, for thy Gift, 
It's a Portion for a Lady. 


$ONG 698. 
W. that Love's Holiday is come, 
X "And Madge the Maid hath ſwept the 


Room, ; 
And trimm'd her Spit and Pot; 


Awake my merry Muſe and fing, $ 


The Revels and that other Thing, 
* That muſt not be forgot. 


As the gray Morning dawn'd, tis ſaid, 


Clarinda broke out of her Bed, 
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Like Cynthia in her Pride, 
Where all the Maiden Lights that were 
Compris'd within our Hemiſphere, 
Attended at her Side. 
But wot you then, with much ado, 
They dreſs'd the Bride from Top to Toe! 
And brought her from the Chamber; 
Deck'd in her Robes, and Garments gay, 
More ſumptuous than the live-long Day, 
: Or Stars inſhrin'd in Amber, 


The ſparkling Bullies of her Eyes, 
Like two eclipſed Suns, did riſe 
Beneath her chryſtal Brow ; 
To ſhew, like thoſe ſtrange Accidents, 
Some ſudden changeable Events, 
| Were like to hap below. 


Her Cheeks beſtreak'd with white and red, 
Like pretty Tell-tales of the Bed, 
Preſag*d the bluſt'ring Night, 
With his encircling Arms and Shade, 
Reſolv*d to ſwallow and invade, 
And ſkreen her Virgin Light. 
Her Lips, thoſe Threads of Scarlet Dye, 
Wherein Love's Charms and Quiver lie, 
Legions of Sweets did crown, 
Which ſmilingly did ſeem to ſay, 
O crop me! crop me ! whilſt you may, 
| Anon they're not mine own. 


* 
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Her Breaſt, thoſe melting Alps of Snow, 
0n whoſe fair Hills in open ſhow, 


The God of Love lay knapping; 


Like ſwelling Buts of lively Wine, 
Upon their ivory Tilts did ſhine, 
To wait the lucky tapping; 
Her Waiſt, that tender Type of Man, 
Was but a ſmall and fingle Span ; 
Yet I dare ſafely ſwear, 
He that whole thouſands has in Fee, 
Would forfeit all, ſo he might be 
Lord df the Manor there. 


But now before'I paſs the Line, 
Pray, Reader, give me leave to dine, 
And pauſe here in the middle ; 
The Brideeroom and the Parſon knock, 
With all the Hymencal Flock, 
The Plum- cake and the Fiddle, 


When as the Prieſt Clarinda fees, 
He ſtar'd, as't had been half his Fees, 
: To gaze upon her Face: 
And if the Spirit did not move, 
His Countenance was far above 

Each Sinner in the Place. 
With mickle Stir he join'd their Hands, 
And hamper*d them in Martiage-Bands, 
A As faſt as faſt may be: | 
Where ſtill methinks, methinks I hear, 
That ſecret Sigh in ev'ry Ear, 


Once Love, remember me! Aa 3 


= 
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Which done, the Cook he knockt amain, 
And up the Diſhes in a' Train 

Came ſmoking, two and two: | 
With that they wip'd their Mouths and fat, 
Some fall to quaffing, ſome to prate z 

Ay, marry, and welcome too. 
In Paits they thus impail'd the Meat, 
Roger and Margaret, and Thomas and Kate, 

Ralph and Beſs, Andrew and Maudlin, 
And Valentine eke with Sybil ſo iweet; 
Whoſe Cheeks on each Side of her Snuffers 
did meet, 1 | 

As round and as plump as &aCodling, 

When at the laſt they had fetched their Frees, 


And mired their Stomachs quite up to their 


Knees 
In Claret and good Cheer; 


Then, then began the merry Din, 


For as it was they were all on the Pin: | 
O! what kifling and clippiug was there. 


But as Luck would have it; the Parſon ſaid 
Grace, 


And to friſking and dancing they ſhuffled apace, 


Each Lad took his Laſs by the Fift ; 
And when he had ſqueez d her, ans gam'd 
her, until 
The Fat of her Face ran down like a Mill, 
He toli'd tor the reſt of the Griſt; 


In Sweat and in Duſt having waited the Day, 


They enter d upon the laſt Act of the Play, 


2 
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: The Bride to her Bed was convey d, 
Where Knee-deep each Hand fel! down to the 
| Ground, | 

And _ 3 the Garter much Pleaſure was 
ound; 2 
Twould have made a Man's Arm 
- have ſtray d. 
This Clutter o'er, Clarinda lay 
Half bedded, like the peeping Day, 
- we Behind Oly mpus Cap : 
Whilſt at her Head each twittering Girl 
The fatal Stocking. quick did whirl, 
I0 know the lucky Hap. 
The Bridegroom in at laſt did ruſtle, 
All diſappointed in the Buſtle, 


The Maidens had ſhav*'d his Breeches ; 


But let us not complain, tis well, 
In ſuch a Storm, I can you tell, 
He ſav'd his other Stitches, 
now he bounc'd into the Bed, 

ven juſt-as if a Man had ſaid, 

Fair Lady have at all; 
Where twiſted at the Hug they lay, 
Like Venus and the ſprightly Boy, 

| Oh! who wou'd fear the Fall? 
Thus both with Love's ſweet Taper fired, 
And thouſand balmy Kiſſes tired, 

-, . _ _ They could not wait the reſt ; 
But out the Folk and Candles fled, 


And to't they went, and what they did, 
There lies the Cream oꝰ th Jeſt, 


SONG 699. 
OW the Sun's gane out o' Sight, 
Beet the Ingle, and ſnuff the Light: 
In Glens the Fairies ſkip and dance, 
And Witches wallop o'er to France, 
Up in the Air 
f On my bonny grey Mare, 
And I ſee her yet, and I ſee her yet. 
Up in, &C. 4 
The Wind's drifting Hail and Sna', 
O'er frozen Hags, like a Foot-ba' ; 
Nae Starns keek through the Azure Slit, 
*Tis cauld, and mirk as ony Pit. 
The Man i' the Moon 
Is carouſing aboon; 
D' ye ſee, d' ye ſee, d' ye ſee him yet? 
The Man, Kc. 
Take your Glaſs to clear your Een, 
*Tis the Elixir heals the Spleen, 
Baith Wit and Mirth it will ir ſpire, 
And-gently puffs the Lover's Fire. 
Up in the Air f 
| It drives away Care; | 
Ha'e wi' ye, ha'e wi ye, and ha'e wi'ye Lads, 
yet. . 
Up in, &c. | 


* 


Seek the Doors, out thg Froſt; 
Come Willie, gie's about ye*r Toft : 
Til't Lads, and lilt it out, 
And let us ha'e a blythſome Bout, 
Up wi't there, there, 
Dinna cheat, but drink fair: 
Huzza, huzza, and huzza, Lads, yet. 
Up wi't, &c. | 


SONG 700 H Ce. 
N OW Phebus advances on high, 
Nae Footſteps of Winter are ſeen ; 

The Birds carrol ſweet in the Sky, 

And Lambkins dance Reels on the Green, 
Thro* Plantings, by Burnies ſae clear, 

We wander for Pleaſure and Health, 
Where Buddings and Bloſſoms appear, 

Giving Proſpect of Joy and Wealth. 
View ilka gay Scene all around, 

That are and that promiſe to be; 
Vet in them a' naithing is found, 
 Sae perfect, Eliza, as thee. 
Thy Een the clear Fountains excel, 

Thy Locks they out-rival the Grove ; 
When Zephyrs thoſe pleaſingly ſwell, 

Ik Waves make a Captive to Love. 
The Roſes and Lilies combin'd, 
And Flowers of moſt delicate Hue, 


By thy Cheeks and dear Breaſt are out ſhin'd, 


Their TinQures are naithing fac true. 


. 


- 
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| Nae Muſfick can bleſs with fic Joys; 


What can we compare with thy Voice ? 
And what with thy Humour ſae ſw 


Sure Angels are juſt ſae complete. 
Fair Bloſſom of ilka Delight, 487 
Whoſe Beauties ten thouſand out -ſhine; 
Thy Sweets ſhall be laſting and bright, 
Being mixt with ſae many divine. 
Ye Pow'rs who have given fic Charms 
To Eliza, your Image below, 
O ſave her frac all human Harms! 
And make her Hours happily flow. 


SONG 7ot. Wat ye wha I met 
Yeftren. 


Now from Rulticity, and Love, 


Whoſe Flames but over lowly burn, 
My gentle Shepherd muſt be drove, 
His Soul muſt take another Turn : 
As the rough Diamond from the Mine, 
In Breakings only ſhews its Light, 
*Till poliſhing has made it ſhine, 


SONG 702. In Preſerpine. 


Q Sleep, kind God, thou Friend to Sorrow, 
Come bind me in thy peaceful Chains ; 
From thee alone the Wretch can borrow 
Short Releaſc from _ Pains, 
| 24 
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SONG 703. In the ſame. 

Bleſt Retreat! O bliſsful Bow'rs ! 
Ve ſunny Hills, and verdant Glades ; 
Warbling Choirs, and verdant Springs, 
Here, *midſt your Sweets, in full Content I 
Nor envy Juno on her ſtarry Throne. [reign, 


SONG 704. In Caly/e. 


O Cupid, gentle Boy, 
; Reſtore me to the Fair ; 
'To Love's auſpicious Joy 

P'll fly from gloomy Care. 


SONG 70g. I wih my Lowe, &c. 
O Lovely Maid ! how dear's this Pow'r? 
At once I love, at once adore : 

With Wonder are my Thoughts poſſeſt, 
While ſofteſt Love inſpires my Breaſt, 
'This tender Look, theſe Eyes of mine, 
Confeſs their am*rous Maſter thine : 
'Thine Eyes with Strephon's Paſſion play * 
Firſt make me love, and then betray. 

Ves, charming Victor, I am thine; 
Poor as it is, this Heart of mine : 
Was never in another's Pow'r; 
Was never pierc'd by Love before, 
In thec I've treaſur d up my Joy; 
Thou can'ſt give Bliſs, or Bliſs deſtroy ; 
And thus ve bound myſelf to Love, 
While Bliſs or Miſery can move, 


* 


The AVIA R T. 


" # 


O ſhould I n&er poſſeſs thy Charma, 
Ne'er meet my Comfort in thy Arms ; 
Were Hopes of dear Enjoyment gone, 
Still would I love, love thee alone. 

But like ſome diſcontented Shade, 

That wanders where its Body's laid, 
Mournful I'd roam, with hollow Glare, 
For ever exil'd from my Fair. | 


SONG 706. In the Ifland Princes, 


Of ceaſe, ceaſe, urge no more the God to 
ſwell my Breaſt ! 
The Manſion dreads the greater Gueſt; 
But lo! he comes ! I ſhake! I feel, I feel his 
And now he hurries me ang; [Sway, 
Then, Crouds believe, and Kings obey, 
Tis Heaven inſpires the Song. 
Haſte! to the Gods due Vengeance give, 
Hark ! from their Seats they cry, 
Who lets Blaſphemers live 
Shall by Blaſphemers die. 
Haſte, haſte, due Vengeance give, 
Let the Sound 
„ Echo all round, 
Haſte, haſte, due Vengeance give. 
Beware! ten thouſand thouſand threat'ning 
Ills I ſee ! *f bo [ Woes: I 
Invaſions ! Wars | Plagues! Ruin! endiel 
Ah wretched Ifle ! I weep for Thee: 
Save, ſave thyſelf ; reſign the Gods blaſphems a 


> 
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Now, now the Thunder roars, 
The Earth now groans and quakes z 
The rifing Main a Deluge pours, 
The World's Foundatiqn ſhakes. 


Hell gapes! the Fiends appear | 
Oh hold ! ye angry Pow'rs relent, or we de- 
See, we fulfil Br Iſpair. 
On your Foes your dreadful Will. 
See the Throng | 
Hoot em as they're dragg'd along. 
Now they tear *em, now they die ; 
All applaud, and ſhout for Joy. 
Peace returns, all Nature ſmiles ; 
Happy Days now bleſs our Iſles : 
Now we laugh, with Plenty crown'd ; 
Merry Sports and Love go round. 


SONG 70%. The Blind Boy. | 


() Say what is that Thing call'd Light, 

Which I muſt ne'er enjoy ? 
What are the Bleffings of the Sight, 
Tell me your poor blind Boy. 

You talk of wond*rous Things you ſee ; 
You ſay the Sun ſhines bright. 

I feel him warm; but how can he 
Then make it Day or Night ? 

My Day or Night myſelf I make, 
Whene er I wake or play; 

And could I ever keep awake, _ 
With me twere always Day. 
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With heavy Sighs I often hear 


You mourn my hopeleſs Woe z 


But ſure with Patience I May bear N 


A Loſs I ne' er can know. 


Then let not what I cannot have 


My Chear of Mind deſtroy ; 


Whilſt thus I fing, I am à King, 


Altho' a poor blind Boy 


SONG 706 


O Sandy, why leaves thou 


thy Nelly ts 


Thy Preſence cou'd eaſe me, [mourn Þ 
When nothing can pleaſe me : 


Or through the Wood, Laddie, 
turn. | 


Now dowie I figh on the Bank of the Burn, 


Tho' Woods now are bonny, and Mornings . 


While Lav'rocks are ſinging, 
And Primroſes ſpringing 3 


[ace cles, 


Vet nane of them pleaſes my Eye or my Ear, 


When through the Wood, 
appear. 


ye 


That I'm forſaken, ſome ſpear not to tell ; q 


I'm faſh'd wi' their Scorning, 
Baith Ev'ning and Morning; 
Theit Jeering gaes aft to m 


While through the Wood, 


my ſell, 


= 


Heart wi” 2 
ie, I Wander 
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Thy ſmiles ſo encchantingly gay, 


Wha's living in Languor, till that happy Day, And Thoughts ſo divinely harmonious, 


When through the Wood, Laddie, we'll dance, 


| fing and play. 
SONG 50g. 
O Greedy Midas, T've been told, 
© had I but a Pow'r like thine, 


' F'd turn whate'er I touch to Wine. 


Fd turn, &c. | 
purling Stream ſhould feel my Force ; 


Exch Fiſh my fatal Power mourn ; . 


Each Fiſh, &c. 
And wondering at the mighty Change, 


« And wondering, &c. | 
"Should in their native Regions burn. 


Should in, &c. 


Nor ſhould there any dare t'approach 
Unto my mantling, ſparkling Shrine, 
Unto my, &c. 
But firſt ſhould pay their Votes to me, 
But firſt, &c. 


© And ſtile me only God of Wine. 


[Gold: 
That what you touch'd you turn'd to 


Clear Wit and good Humour diſplay, 
But ſay not thou it imitate Angels: 

Ought fairer, thoꝰ ſcarcely, ah me 
Can be found equalizing thy Merit, 

A Match amongſt Mortals for thee, 
Thy many fair Beauties ſhed Fires 

May warm up ten thouſand to love, 
Who, deſpairing, may fly to ſome other, 

While 1 may deſpair, but ne'er.rove. 
What a Mixture of Sighing and Joys 

This diſtant adoring of thee, 
Gives to a fond Heart too aſpiring, 

Who loves in ſad Silence like me ? 
Thus looks the poor Beggar on Treaſure, 

And ſhipwreck'd on Landſ{kips on Shore: 
Be ſtill more divine, and have Pity 3 

I die ſoon as Hope is no more. 
For, Mary, my Soul is thy Captive, 

Nor loves, nor s to be free: 
Thy Beauties are Fetters delightful; 

Thy Slav'ry's a Pleaſure to me. 


SONG 711, 


O $terr ber up, and had her gawn, 
Her Mither's at the Mill, Jo 


it 


* - 


But gin me winna tak a Man, 
E'en let her tak her Will, 
prithee, Lad, leave filly thi 
Caſt thy Cares of Love away b 
let's our Sorrows drown in drinking 
'Tis Daffin langer to delay. | 
& that ſhining Glaſs of Claret ; 
How invitingly it looks 
Tak it aff, and let's have mair o't; 
Pox on Fighting, Trade, and Books, 
Let's have Pleaſure while we're able; 
Bring us in the meikle Bowl z 
Plac't on th*Middle of the Table ; 
And let Wind and Weather growl. 


Call the Drawer, let him fill it 
Fou as ever it can hold: 


O tak tent ye dinna ſpill it; 
'Tis mair preciqus far then Gold. 


By you've drank a Dozen Bumpers, 
Bacchus will begin to prove, 

Spite of Venus and her Mumpers, 
Drinking better is than Love. 


SONG 71 2. Jenny begnil d the Weber. 


The auld CHORUS, 


UprSi tairs, down Stairs, 
Timber Stairs fear me. 
I'm laith to lye a. Night alane. 
And Johny's Bed ſae near me. 


Os. | 
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Vet Johny's Hand in haly Band, 


% 


* Þ 


O Mither dear, I gin to fear, 
Tho' I'm baith good and bony, 
I winna keep; for in my Sleep 
I ſtart and dream of Johny. 
When Johny then, comes down the Olen 
To woo me, hinder ; 
But with Content gi* your Content; 
For we twa ne'er can finder. 
Better to marry, than miſcarry 
re Wm i Oc . g 
To thole the Dool, to mount the Stool, 1 
I downa bide to think o't : | = 
Sae while tis Time, I'll ſhun the Crime, . 
That gars poor Epps gae whinging, 


With Hainches fow, and Een ſac blew, _ 


To a' the Bedrel's binging. 


Had Eppy's Apron bidden down, 


The Kirk had ne'er a ken'd it ; 

But when the Word's gane thro the Town, 
Alake! how can ſhe mend it? 

*Now Tam maun face the Miniſter, 
And ſhe maun mount the Pillar; 

And that's the Way that they maun gae, | 
For poor Folk has na Siller. 

Now ha'd ye*r Tongue, my Daughter youngs 
Reply'd the kindly Mither 3 p. 


Syne way your Wealth together, 
I'm o' the Mind, if he be kind, 
Yell do your Part diſcreetly 


* f 


: * 1 
364 
And prove a Wiſe, will gar his Life, 

And Barrel run right ſweetly. N 


SONG 713, Had away from me 


| onald. 
O Come away, come away, 
Come away wi' me, Jenny ; 
Sic Frowns I canna bear frae ane 


Whaſe Smiles anes raviſh'd me, Jenny 


If you'll be kind, you'll never find 
That ought ſal alter me, jenny; 
For you're the Miſtriſs of my Mind, 
Whate er you think of me, Jenny. 
Firſt when your Sweets enſlav'd my Heart, 
You ſeem'd to favour me, jenny; 
; w, alas ! you act a Part 
That ſpeaks Unconſtancy, Jenn 
1 is fic a Vice, 3 
Tis not befitting thee, jenny; 
It ſuits not with your Furl nice, 
To carry ſae to me, Jenny. 


SONG 714. 
O Had away, had away, 
| Had away frae me, Donald ; 
Your Heart is made oer large for ane, 
It is not meet for me, Donald : 
Some fickle Miſtreſs you may find 
Will jule as faft as thee, Donald; 
To ilka Swain the will prove kind, 


And nae leſs kind to „Donald. 


The A 


V 


TAR T.. > 
But I've a Heart that's naithing ſuchy 
"Tis fill'd with Honeſty, Donald; 
I'll ne'er love mony, Þ'll love much; 
I hate all Levity, Donald. 
Therefore nae majr, with Art, preten 
Your Heart is chain'd to mine, Donald; 
For Words of Falſhood I'll defend, 
A roving Love like thine, Donald. 


Firſt when you courted, I muſt own, 


I frankly favour'd you, Donald; 


| Apparent Worth and fair Renown 


Made me believe you true, Donald. 
Ilk Virtue then ſeem'd to adorn 
The Man eſteem'd by me, Donald; 


But now the Maſk fallan aft, I ſcorn 


To ware a Thought on thee, Donald. 
And now, for ever, had away, 

Had away frae me, Donald; 
Gae ſeek a Heart that's like your ain, 

And come nae mair to me, Donald: 
For I'll reſerve my ſell ior ane 

For ane that's liker me, Donald; 
Tf fic a ane I canna find, 

I'll ne'er loo Man, nor thee, Donald, 


DONALD. 


Then I'm thy Man, and falſe Report 
Has only tald a Lie, Jenny; 


To try thy Truth, and make us Sport, 


The Tale was rais'd by me, Jenny. | 


q br 


JENNY. 


When this ye prove, and ſtill can love, 
Then come away to me, Donald; 

I'm well content, ne'er to repent 
That I have ſmil'd on thee, Donald, 


SONG 715. 
þ gept that at my Chamber-door ? 
« Fair Widow are ye wawkin ?* 

Auld Carle, your Suite give o'er, 

Your Love lies a' in tawking. 
Gi'e me the Lad that's young and tight, 

Sweet like an April Meadow; 
"Tis fic as he can bleſs the Sight 

And Boſom of a Widow. 


« Widow, wilt thou let me in, 
« I'm pawky, wiſe and thrifty, 

« And come of a right gentle Kin ; 
« Pm little mair than fifty.” 

- Daft Carle dit your Mouth, 
What ſignifies how pawky, 

Or geatle born ye be,----hot Youth, 
In Love you're but a Gawky. 


& Then, Widow, let theſe Guineas ſpeak, 
% Tha pow'rfully plead clinkan, 

And if they tail, my Mouth I'll eek, 

* And nic mair Loyz will think an, . 
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Theſe court indeed, I maun confeſs, 
I think they make you young, Sir, 
And ten times better can expreſs 
Affection, than your Tongue, Sir, 


SONG 716. 


Q Waly, waly up the Bank, 
And waly, waly down the Brae 
And waly, waly your Burn-fide, 


Where 


I and my Love wont to gae. 


I lean'd my Back unto an Aik, 
I thought it was a truſty Tree, 
But firſt it bow'd, and ſyne it brak, 
Sae my true Love did lightly me. 


O waly, 


waly, but Love be bonny, 


A little Time while it is new 
But when *tis auld it waxeth cauld, 
And fades away like Morning Dew. 
O wherefore ſhou'd I buſk my Head ? 
Or wherefore ſhou'd I kame my Hair? 
For my true Love has me forſook, 
And ſays he'll never love me mair. 


Now Arthur-Seat ſhall be my Bed, 
The Sheets ſhall ne'er be yl d by me z 

Saint Antonie's Well ſhall be my Drink, 
Since my true Love has forſaken me. 

Martinmas Wind, when wil thou blaw, 


And ſhake the green 


he 


off the Tree 
Death, when wilt thou come 2 
my Life I am weary. 


— 
* 


*Tis not the Froſt that freezes fell, 
Nor glawing Snaw's Inclemency ; 

*Tis not the Cauld that makes me cry, 
But my Love's Heart grown cauld to me. 

When we came in by Glaſgow Town, 
We were a comely Sight to ſee ; i 

My Love was clad in the black Velvet, 
And I my ſell in Cramaſie. | 

But had I wiſt before I kiſs'd, 
That Love had been ſae ill to win, 

Tad lock'd my Heart in a Caſe of Gold, 

. And pinn'd it with a Silver Pin. 

Oh, oh! if my young Babe were born, 
And ſet upon the Nurſe's Knee, 

And I my fell were dead and gane; 

For a Maid again I'll never be. 

SONG 717. O dear Mather 
what Sall I do ? 
Oe noe to dad ius ning 
e 0 8 

Better far to do as I do, , 
Leſt a harder Luck betide you. 

Laffes when their. Fancy's carried, 
Think of nought but to be married ; 

Running to a Life deſtroys 

Heartſome, free, and youthfu* Joys. 


SONG. Seay, Shepherd, &c. 


| O Why did e er my Thoughts aſpi 
| To wiſh for that no Crown can Way? 


a << * 


- 
* 
* 
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* Tis Sacrilege, but to deſire 
What ſhe in Honour will deny. 
As Indians do the eaſtern Skies, 

I at a Diſtance muſt adore 
The brighter Glories of her Eyes, 
And never dare pretend to more, 


SONG 719. Sciciatta dal ſu nids 
in Rodelinda.” 


Col. O My little Punchinello, 
a My little dapper Fellow, 
Have you heard that Farinello 
is coming over? 


Punch. O no----my Columbino, 
J hear that Cariſtino, a 
The famous Cariſtino, 
Who has pleas'd both the King and 
Queen-o, 
Sets out for Dover, 


Col. But I my Seneſino 
Is no ſuch Rover ? 


Punch. O, no, your Senefino 
Has lick*d himſelf quite clean- o, 
Has, of Thouſands, made fiſteen-o, 
And lives in Clover. 
Col. After Porpora or Handel, 
Where d'ye think the Town will dandle; 
Or who ſhall hold the Candle ? 


* p * * 
* 
4 


«a 


Panch. * care not a Farthing, 
But Harlequini's Lun- 
Has cock d a deal of Fun- o 
Of Pantomime and Pun-o, 


And expects a mighty Run- o 
At Covent · Garden. 


cal. Shall us go and ſee the Fun-o 
At Covent Garden. 


Punch, In Play-houſes, full fix-o, 
One knows not where to fix-o, 
Till they let us in for Nix-o, 
That's Punch's Bargain. 
Nock. In Play-houſes, &c. . 


SONG 720. T at within, Ce. 


() harming cunning Man ! thou haſt been. 
wondrous kind, 
Ad 1 Words do now prove true, 
n 
Ten theuſand Tranſports wait, 
To crown my * Fate; 
Thus kiſs 
And doubly n 
In all his Pomp and State ; 
New Scenes of Joy ariſe, 
Which fill me with Surprize, 
My Rock and Reet, 
And Spinning-Wheel, 
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The waſting Cares and Pains of Love, - - | 


7 

And Huſband I deſpiſe: 3 
Then, Jobſon, now : 

Thy Cobbling Rill purſue, 

For hence I cannot, will not, ub, ar 
not buckle too. 


SONG. 721. | 4 
O Treaſure, N 
cron my Pleaſure, ' * 
Let this be the happy Night z | 
Bleſs, oh ! bleſs me, 
Kindly me, , 4 
Let me die with dear Delight, 
With dear Delight. 
Leave this Trembling, | <P*'s 
And Diſſembling, | * 
wy afide all Female Art ; | 4 
Love's ſoſt Pleaſure, 1 
Beyond Meaſure, _—- | 
Will attone for all its Smart, 2 
For all its Smart. | 
SONG 722. —_—_— 
O Venus ! Beauty of the Skies, 
To whom a thouſand Templesrife 5 8 
Gaily falſe in gentle Smiles, 


Full of Love-perplexing Wiles; 
O Goddeſs | from my Heart remove 


* 
1 
- MY 


. 
A Song in eferr'd ; 
pitious to my tuneful ow; 
gentle Goddeſs ! hear me now. 
nd, thou bright immortal Gueſt, 


In ali thy radiant Charms confeſt. 


Thou once Uidit leave Almighty Jove, 
And all the Golden Roofs above: 

The Car thy wanton Sparrows drew, 

 Hov'ring in Air they lightly flew ; 

As to my Bow'r they wing d their Way, 


I their quivering Pinions play. 


The Birds diſtniſt (while you remain) 
Bore back their empty Car again: 
Then you with Looks divinely mild, 

In ev'ry heav*nly Feature ſmil'd, 

And aſk'd what new Complaints I made, 
And why I call'd you to my Aid: 
What Frenzy in my Boſom rag*'d ? 
And by what Cure to be aſſuag'd ? 


. What gentle Vouth I wou'd allure ? 


Whom in my artful Toils ſecure ? 
Who does thy tender Heart ſubdue, 
Tell me, my Sapho, tell me who ? 

Tho” now he ſhuns thy longing Arms, 
He ſoon ſhall court thy lighted Charms; 
Tho“ now thy Off rings he deſpiſe, 


n 
He ſoon to thee ſhall Serif r 
Tho' now he freeze, he i of tha brd, 
And be thy Victim in bis Trp. 

, * 


5 
4% 
- 
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Celeſtial Vifitant, one more 
Thy needful Preſence I implore ! 

In Pity, come and eaſe my Grief, 
Bring my diſtemper d Soul Relief; 
Favour thy 1 f 

And give me 


.SON | 

Fly from this Place, dear Flora, 

O Thy Goaler has ſet thee free; 

And before the next Bluſh of Aurora, 

You'll find a kind Guardian in me. 

Deareſt Creature, exchange for the better, 
Confinement can have no Charms ; 

Think of your Priſons which is ſweeter, | 

This, or a young Lover's Arms. 


SONG 724. | 
Oben, thy Looks have piere d my Heath 
I paſs the Day in Pain,  * 
When Night returns I feel the Smart, 
And wiſh for thee in vain. | 
I'm ſtarving cold, while thou art warm, 
Have Pity and incline, wn 
And grant me for that Hap, that cha 
ing Petticoat bf thine. ' 
My raviſh'd Fancy in Amaze 
Still wanders o'er thy Charms, 
Deluſive Dreams ten thouſand ways 
Preſent thee to my Arms. 


wy ww 23a A,» oa 


But, waking, think what I endure, 
While cruel you decline 
Thoſe Pleaſures that can only cure 
This panting Breaſt of mine. 
faint, I fail, and wildly rove, 
Becauſe you ſtill deny 
The juſt Reward that's due to Love, 
And let true Paſſion die, | 
Oh! turn, and let Compaſſion ſcize 
That lovely Breaft of thine 
Thy Petticoat cou'd give me 
1 If Thou and it were mine. 
* Sure Heav'n has fitted for Delight 
| That beauteous Form of thine, 
F And thou'rt too good its Laws to flight, 
By hind' ring the Deſign, N 
May all the Pow'rs of Love agree 
| At length to make thee mine , 
oth Bl Or looſe my Chains, and ſet me free 
From ev' ry Charm of thine, 


() Beſſy Bell and Mary Gray, 
They were twa bonny Laſſes, 


And theex's it o'er vi Raſhes. 
Fair Beſſy Bell I loo'd yeſtreen, 

And thought I ne'er could alter ; 
But Mary Gray's twa pawky Een 

They gar my Fancy falter, 
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They bigg'd a Bower on yon burn Brae, 


Now Beſfy's Hait*s He a Lint 
She ſmiles like a May Morni 


taps 


ng, 


When Phoebus ſtarts frac Thetis Lap, 
The Hills with Rays adorping 
White is her Neck, ſeft ig her Hand, 
Her Waiſt and Fett's fu* genty 2 
5 


Wich ilka Grace ſhe gam comm 


Her Lips, Q wow | they're dainty, 
And Mary's Locks are liks a Ctaw, 
Her Eyes like Di*monds glances ; 
She's ay ſae clean redd up and braw, 
She kills whene'er ſhe dances rt 
Blythe as a Kid, with Wit at Will, 
She blooming, tight and tall is ; 
And guides her Airs ſue gracefu* till, 
O Jove! ſhe's like thy Pallas. 


Ye unco fair oppreſs us; 


Dear Beſſy Bell and Mary Gray, 


Our Fancies jee between ye twa, 


Ye are fie bonny Lafſes : 
Wae's me ! for baith I canna 


get, 


To ane by Law we're ſtented ; 


Then I'll draw Cuts, and take 
Ang be with ane contented. 


SONG 726. 

Obere the num rous Stars Whigh 
The fair expanded Skies; 

So many Charms has Leſbia's Face, Bb 


A thouſand more her Eyes, 


a * 


8 » 
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my Fate, 
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© , Whane'er the beauteous Maid appears, 
| "We cannot but admire ; | 


But when ſhe ſpeaks ſhe eharms our Ears, 


And ſets our Souls on Fire. 
What Pity tis a Creature, 

By Nature form'd ſo fair, 
Divine in ev'ry Feature, 

Should give Mankind Deſpair, 
She gazes all around her, ; 

And gains a thouſand Hearts : 
- But Cupid cannot wound her, 

For She has all his Darts. 


SONG 727. 
(JÞ®frve the fragrant bluſhing Roſe, 


: 


It ſmells as ſweet, as fair it blows, 
As in the Garden of a King: 


So calm Content as oft is found comp 


In the low Cott, as in the lofty Scat. 


SONG 728. 


F all the World's Enjoyments 
That ever valu'd were, ag 
There's none of our Employments 
With Fiſhing can compare: 
Some preach, ſome write, 
Some ſwear, ſome fight, 
All golden Lucre courtbig ; | 


— 
© © aw 


Thoꝰ in the humble Vale it ſpring, 
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But Fiſhing till 

Bears off the Beil, 
For Profit, or for Sporting. 
Then who a jolly Fiſherman, a Fiſhermgg 

would be, 
His Throat muſt wet, 

Juſt like his Net, 
To keep out Cold at Sea. 
The Country *Squire loves running 

A Pack of well-mouth*d Hounds 


N Another fancies gunning 


For Wild-ducks in his Grounds : 
This hunts, that fowls, 
This hawks, Dick bowls, 


No greater Pleaſure wiſhing z 


But Tom, that tells 
What Sport excells, 


- . Gives all the Praiſe to Fiſhing, 
leat Then who, &c. | 


A good Weſtphalia Gammon 
Is counted dainty Fare ; 
But what is that to Salmon 
Juſt taken from the Ware? 
Wheat ears and Quails, 
Cocks, Snipes, and Rails, 
Are priz'd while Seaſon's laſting þ 
But all muſt ſtoop | 
o! To Craw-fiſh , 
r I've no Skill in taſting 
'Then who, &c. 


Keen Hunters always take too 
Their Prey with too much Pains ; 
Nay, often break a Neck too, 
A Penance for no Brains : 
They run, they leap, 
Now high, now deep ; 
Whilſt he that Fiſhing chuſes, 
With Eaſe may do't, 
Nay more to boot, 
May entertain the Muſes. 
Then who, &c. 
And tho* ſome envious Wranglers 
To jeer us will make bold, 
And laugh at ent Anglers, 
Who ſtand ſo long i' the Cold: 
They wait on Miſs, 
We wait on this, 
And think it eaſy Labour 
And if you'd know 
Fiſh Profits too, 
Conſult our Holland Neighbour. 
Then who, &c. 


SONG 729. 
F all the Girls that are ſo ſmart; 


There's none like pretty Sally ; 


She is the Darling of my Heart, 

And fhe lives in our Alley: 

There is no Lady in the Land, 
I; half ſo ſweet as Sally: d 


Bb2: 
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Her Mother ſhe ſells Laces long \.; AF 


g - 


She is the Darling of my Heart, x 
And ſhe lives in our Alley, 2 

Her Father he makes Cabbage-Nets, * 
And. thro' the Streets doth cry em 


To ſuch as pleaſe to buy em: 
But ſure ſuch Folks could ne'er beget 
So ſweet a Girl as Sally; 
She is.the Darſing of my Heart, 
And ſhe lives in our Alley. 
When ſhe is by, I leave my Work, . 
I love her ſo ſincerely; 0 * 


My Maſter comes, like any Turk, | 


And bangs me moſt ſeverely ; 
But let him bang his Belly ful, 
I'll bear it all for Sally ; 


Sus is the Darling of my Heart, a. m ve 


And ſhe lives in our Alley. "00 
Of all the Days are in the Weck , _ 
I dearly love but one Day; 
And that's the Dey that comes betwixt 
The Satyrday and Monday : elk 3 
For then I'm dreſt all in my beſt, __. 
To walk abroad with Sally; —_— 
She is the Darling of my Heart, = 
And ſhe lives in our Alley. _ 
My Maſter carries me to Chum, 


And often am I blamedz.- 


. 8 
Becauſe I leave him in the Lurch, 
As ſoon as Text is named; 


. 
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the Church in Sermon- time, The Gods one Thing peculiar have, 


And link away with Sally ; | To ruin none whom can ſave ; 
S$he is the Darling of my Heart, ; Oh! for their Sake, ſupport a Stave, 
And ſhe lives in our Alley, Who only lives to love thee. 
When Chriſtmas comes about again, Ann thou wert, &c. 
Oh then I ſhall have Money 3 To Merit I no Claim can make, 
I'll hoard jt up, and box it all, But that I love, and for your Sake 
And give it to my Honey : What Man can name, I'll 2 
I wou'd it were Ten Thouſand Pounds, So dearly do I love thee. 
1 give on = — . | Ann thou wert, Ko. 
is the Darling of my , My Paſſion, conſtant as the San, 
' - And the lives in our Alley. Flames ſtronger ill, will ne'er have dons, 
My Maſter, and the Neighbours all, Till Fates my Thread of Life have ſpun, 
Make Game of me and Sally; * Which breathing out, I'll love thee. 
And (but for her) I'd better be Ann thou wert, &c. 
A Slave, and row a Galley : Like Bees, that ſuck the Morning Dew 


But when my ſeven long Years are out, 4 Frae Flowers of ſweeteſt Scent and Hew, 


Oh then Fil marry Sally; Sae wad I dwell upo' thy Mou 
Oh ! then we'll wed, and then we'll bed, And gar the G envy me. 
Zut not in our Alley. Ann thou wert, &c. | 
- $ONG zo. ae lang's I had the Uſe of Light, 
| I'd on thy Beauties feaſt my $1 | 
ORA thou neodo muſt be, = $1197 (le Whiſpers through the zue, 
22. — | 
Wha only lives to love thee. on 
2 Ann thou wert my ain Thing, N How fair and ryddy is my Jean, g 
| I would love thee, I would love thee ; eile 
| 2 & wy 8 ; | 
Ann thou were my _— 7 - — — 1 1 l 


| a — Ann thou wert, &c. 
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rd graſp thee to this Breaſt of mine, Ha, ha, ha, ha, dove mi fly. - 
Whilſt thou, like Ivy, or the Vine, Are now but Farce and Folly}... . 
Around my ſtronger Limbs ſhou'd twine, We're ravith'd all with toll, lol, loffly, | 
Form'd hardy to defend thee. And patty, pretty Polly. 
Ann thou wert, &c. The Sons of Bays, j Lyric Plays, 
Time's on the Wing, and will not flayz | - Sound forth hef Fame in Prit 
In (hiningz Youth let's make our Hay, And as we paſs, in Frame and 
Since Love admits of nae Delay, We ſee her Metzotinto : 
O let nae Scorn undo thee. In Ivy-Lane, the City Strain ' 
Ann thou wert, &c. Is more on Rrait-lac'd Dolly; 
While Love does at his Altar ſtand, And all the Brights at Man's and White's | 
Hae there's my Heart, gi'e me thy Hand, Of nothing talc but Polly. 1 
And, with ilk Smile, thou ſhalt command Ah! Johnny Gay, thy lucky Play * 
The Will of hun wha loves thee, . Has made the Giticks in-a, Wh 
Ann thou wert, &c, They cry, tis flat, tis this, 'tis 
SY But let them laugh that win, a: * 
SONG 731. | I Wear parbleu, dis naif and new; - - 
Or the Toaſts that Britain boaſtt, m Naturs is but Folly, - 
The grim, the gent, the jolly , *Thas lent a Stitch to Rent of Rich, t 
The brown, the fair, the ny, And ſet up Madam Polly. vv 
" There's none cry'd up like Polly; ' Fair, beware, beware, 
* fir d the 3 has quite cut down n with 2 and Garter ; * 
e Opera of Rolli; Fine Cloths may hide a foul Infide, - : 
Go where you will, the Subject till And you — catch a Tr 
Is pretty, pretty Polly. | | | I powder'd Fop blow up your Shop, 
There's Madam Fauſtina Catſo, __ *Twill make you me | holy, 15 
3 Madam Cutſoni, 7 N youu * torgot, 
ile Signior Senefino, ; 2 Aas por Fo. 1 
Are tutte abandonai. ## N; l 


* * 
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SONG 732 
QF all the fimple Things we dvs 
To rub over a whimſical Lie, 
There's no one Folly is ſo true 
As that very bad Bargain a Wife W 
We re juſt like a Mouſe in a Trap, 
Or Vermin caught in a Gin; 
We ſweat and fret, and try to eſcape, 
And curſe the ſad Hour we come in. 
1 gam'd, I drank, I play'd the Fool, 
And a thouſand mad Frolicks more; 
I rev'd and rang'd, deſpis'd all Rule, 
But I never was marry'd before : 
This was the worſt Plague could enſue 
Fm mew'd in a ſmoaky Houſe”; 
I us'd to tope 2 Bottle or two, 
© But now tis imall Beer with my Spouſe. 
My darling Freedom crown'd my Joys, 
And I never was vex'd in my Way; 
If now I croſs her Will, her Voice 
Makes my Lodging too hot for my Stay : 
Like a Fox that is hamper d, in vain 
I fret at my Heart and Soul; 
Walk to fro the Length of my Chain, 
Then am forc'd to creep into my Hole, 


80 NG 733. 
He. Q F all Comforts I miſcarry'd, 
| When I play'd the Sot and marry d. 
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Tis a Trap there's none need doubt ont, 
Thoſe that are in would fain get out oft. 
She. Fie! my Dear, pray come fo Bed, 
That Napkin take and bind your Head ; 
Too much Drink your Brains has dos d, 
You'll be quite alter d when repos d. 


He. Oons! tis all one if I'm up or lie down, 
For as ſoon as the Cock crows I'll be gone. 
She. Tis to grieve me, thus you leave me; 
Was I, was I made a Wiſe to lie alone? 


He. From your Arms myſelf n. 
I this Morn muſt ride a courſing; 
A Sport that far excels a Madam, 
Or all the Wives have been fince Adam. 
She. I, when thus I've loſt my Due, 
Muſt hug my Pillow, wanting you ; 
And whilſt you tope it all the Day, 
Regale in Cups of harmleſs Tea. 


He. Pox, what care I, drink your 9 
till you die, 
Vonder's — will keep me a Month from 
ome. 


She. If thus parted, I'm broken-hearted ; 
When I, when I ſend for you, my Dear, pray 
come. 
He. Ere I'll be from rambling hinder'd, 
u renounce my Spouſe and Kindred ; 
To be ſober I've ne Leiſure ; 
We 5 a Man without his Pleaſure ? 
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Whilſt you carouze it with your Blades, 
Poor I fit ſtitching with my Maids, 


He, Oons! you may go to your Goſſips O 
you know, d 


She, Go, you Joker, go, Provoker, 


Since cruel Love purſu'd hur. 
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Se, Ty my Grief then I mult ſee, And if Love Sorg ſmart one Week more, 
Strong Wine and Nantz my Rivals be Adieu Creum· cheeſe and Flummery. ' . 


SON G 735. White l. 
F all the Girls in our Town, 
Or Black, or Yellow, or Fair, or Brown, 


Os 
ond With their ſoft Eyes, and Faces ſo bright, 
And there, if you meet with a F Pra) Give me a Girl that's blithe and gay, ; 


| As warm as June and as ſweet as May, 
Never, never ſhall I moet a Man like . Wich her Heart hee, and alrhtel an ie 


What lovely Couple than could be, 
SON G 734. $0 happy and fo blaſt be we? = 
()? noble Race was Shinken, On whom eternal Joys would ſmile, | * 
Of the Line of Owen Tudor; | And all the Cares of Life beguile, a 
But hur Renown is fled and gone, Entranc'd in Bliſs each raptr'rous Night. 


ok Wieog'd Eyes deighs ſhining,  $ONGCG 736. Green-wood Tree, © 
reaſts alluring, in ” 
Poor Shinkin's Heart, with fatal Dart, ( : 10 n 
Have wounded, paſt all curing. If one's deny'd, then he's undone, i 
n Hur was the prettieſt Fellow, If not, tis ten Times worſe. =. 
b At Foot-ball, or at Cricket; Poor Adam, by his Wife, tis known, f 
At Hunting Chace, or Priſon , Was trick*d ſome Years ago; 
Cotſplut how hur could kick it. But Adam was not triek'd alone, 
y But now all Joys are flying, For all his Sons were ſo, F 
All pale and wan her Cheeks to; Lovers the ſtrangeſt Fools are made, 
Hur Heart ſo akes, hur quite forſakes When they their Nymphs purſue, * 
Hur Herrings and ber Lecks too. Which they will ne'er believe, till wd, 
No more myſt dear Metheglin Deere alas! "tistrue. N 
E top d at good Montgomery; 5 Bb 4 4 
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- 


WM... they pray, and adore, 

Till weary'd Lough! .* 

And pra L what's all this Trouble for 
y truly, for a Wife. | 

How odd a Thing's a whining Sotz 


Tach Maid's an Angel while ſhe's woo'd, 


But when the Wooing's done, 
The Wife; inſtead of Fleſh and Blood, 
' Proves nothing but a Bone. 
IIls, more of leſs, in human Life, 
No mottal Man can ſhun ; 
But when a Man has got 8 Wife, 
He has them all in one. 
The Liver of Prometheus 
A gnawifig Vulture fed ; - 
A Fable, but the Thing was thus, 
The poor old Man was wed. 


A Wife, all Men of Leatning know, 
Was Torkghys's Ourto 3 

The Apples which did tempt him fo, 
Were-nought but a Divorce. 

Let no Fool dream, that to his Share 

A better. Wife will fall,, 

They're all the ſame faith, to a Hair, 
For they are Women all. 


- When firſt the ſenſgleſs empty Nokes 
With woing does begin, 
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Far better he might beg the Socks, 
That they would Jet him in, 
Yet for a Lover we may ſay, 
He wears no cheating Phis : 
Tho' other's Looks do oft betray, 
He looks like what he is. 


More Joys a Glaſs of Wine does give, 
(Wife take him that gainſays) 

Than all the Wenches ſprung from Eve, 
E'er gave in all theit Days, 

But come, to Lovers here's a'Glaſs, 

 God-wot, they need no Curſe: 

Each wiſhes he may wed his Laſs ; 

No Soul can wiſh him worſe, 


SONG 737. 

OF all the Joys we c'er poſſeſt, 

Love and Wine are ſtill the beſt y 
Sweetly they by Turns controul, 
Wine the Heart, and Love the Soul. 
Wealth and Power do ſtrive in vain, 
Equal Happineſs to gain. 
Wine ſuperior Joy doth prove, 
And in ſober Seaſons Love. 


| Of all Joys we — 


Love and Wine are 


SONG 738. 
F all the Torments, all the Cares, 
Q With which our Lives apo curs'd | 


pr 
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bf dl the Plagues a Lover bears/ For blended 
Sure Rivals are the worſt : 
By Partners of another Kind, And who beholds 
'\itions cafier' grow 3 
In Love alone we hate to and Her dainty 
Companions of our Woe. 
Cynthia, for all the Pains you fee Her curling Hair of Saffron Hue ! 
Are lab'ring in my Breaſt, Her Lips like any 'Tallow : 
[ beg not you would favour me, Her Voice ſo loud, and eke fo ſhrill, | 
Would you but flight the Reſt : Far off it is admired| b 
How great ſoe er your Rigours are, Hor Tongue |----which nover yet lay . | 
With them alone I'll cope; And yet was never tired | | 
Iran Ten thouſand Wonders riſe to view 
* 's Hope... | due the lowly Crawl 
| The pearly Sweat, like Morning Dew, 
SONG 739. | Gildz ev'ry ſhining Feature | 
OF Anna's Charms let others tell, As Iſaac of his Bf ſaid, 
Or bright Eliza's Beauty: She like a Foreſt ſavours r ? 
My Song ſhall be of oe, r Rn aRGd 
rn, — A Reſerves her hidden Favours. 
; o arm* Cupid's Datts 
| Hi Flames, and other Matters, „ O Bloutibel! for Theo we pant, FE 
all around behung with Darts, 
As Beggars are with Tatters, 7 
To laviſh Nature much ſhe owes, 
And much to Education : . mpaſfion 
The Girls and Boys, and Belles and Beaux, From A Anna's and Eliza's Charms, 
Are ſtruck with Aumiration | Which cruelly enſlave us. $ +> 
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SONG 746. My Father born 


* ; : before E Me. ws 1 
F all the Recreations which 4 
Attend on human Nature, 
There's none that's of ſo high a Pitch, | 
Or is of ſuch a Stature, | 
As is the ſubtil Angler”s Life, / 
In all Mens Approbation: 
Fer Anglers Tricks do daily mix 


I every Corporation. 
Whilſt Eve and Adam liv'd in Love, 
And had no Cauſe of jangling, 
The Devil did the Waters move, 
The, went to angling : 
He baits his Hook with God-like Loox; 
Thought he this will entangle her. 
— this ye all — plainly ſee, * 


I Lawyers, and Divines „ 
Are all neat Entanglers; 
And he thatlooketh fine, will aal, 

That moſt of them are Anglers : 
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Whilt grave Divines do fiſh for Souls, oF 


Phyficians. like Curmudgeons, 
They bait with Health; we fih for Wealth, 


And Lawyers fiſh for Gudgeans. | 


Mongſt Merchant nen, not one in teu, 
But what's a cunning Angler: 

For like the Fiſhes in the Brook, ur- 
Brother doth ſw] ao Brother: 

There's a golden Bait hangs at the Hook, | 
And they fiſh for, one another. | 


A Shopkeeper I next 
He's a formal Man in black, _ 
He throws his Angle ev'ry here, 
And eries, What is*t ye lack, Sir? 
Fine Silka or Stuffs, Cravats or Cuffs. 
But if a Courtier prove my, 
My Citizen muſt look to't then, 4 
Or the Fiſh will. catch the Angler. 


But there's no ſuch angzling as a . 
Stark naked in the Water; 

She'll matze you leave both Trout and Tench, 
And throw. yourſelf in after. 

Your Hook and Line ſhe will renne; 
Thus tangled is th! Entangler 5 - 

And this, I fear, hath {poil'd the Gear 


Of many a jovial Angler. 

But if you'll trowbfor a Scrivener 's Soul, 
Caſt in a rich young Gallant. ' 

To take a Courtier by the Poll, of 
Throw ih a golden Talent: win pb 


But yet I fear the Draught will ne — bo * 
Compound for half the 


4 pon the Exchange, twixt Twelvound One, gut if you'll eaten the Devil a 


Dy a neat; Entangler ; 


EE 
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Thus I have made my Angler's Trade And if you'll take my honeft Th 
To ſtand above Defiance; As facred as defors the Pri r : 
For, like the Mathematick Art, Ill bring thee where I will deviſe WM 
It runs thro* ev ry Science, | | Such various Ways to pleaſure thee, 
If with my Angling Song I can he Velvet-fog thou wilt deſpiſe, — - + 
To Mirth and Pleaſure ſeize you, When on tht Downy-hills with me. 
Tu bait my Hook with Wit again, | | 
And angle ſtill to pleaſe you. ' $8$ONG 748. | 
SONG 741. Wat ye wha I met Bright Lucy was the Grace 4 
| Yetreen, r. Nor e' er did Liffy's limpid Stream 24 "bs | 
: | Reflect ſo ſweet a Fa 
OT au the Birds, whole tuneful Throats Till luckle(s Love 2 . 
Do welcome in the verdant Spring, Impair'd her roſy Hue; - 
1 far peler the Stirling's Notes, © , Her coral Lips, and damaſk Checks, 
1 ſhe —_— moſt N ung: And Eyes of loſſy Pius. | Ro 
ruſh nor Linnet, nor the Bird 7 Keg 
Brought from the far Canary Coaſt 8 Oh! have you ſeen a Lilly pale, 
Nor can the Nightingale afford When beating Rains deſcend ? d 
Such Melody as ſhe can boaſt. SQ 8 the flow conſuming Maid, . 
When Phcebus fouthward darts his Fires, By — LN 22 "7-3 
And on our Plains he looks aſkance, Take heed 32 Fai * N 5 
The Nightingale with him retires,” ot v g 4 : dcn v | | * 
My Stirling makes my Blood to dance. e Sa; 1 * 
I: ſpite of Hyem's nipping Froſt, Fim d wand, nas, <1. 
Whether the Day be dark or clear, Three Times, all in the dead of Night, | « * 
Shall I not to her Health entoaſt, A Bell was heard toringy ß; 
Who makes it Summer al che Year ?? CEPT NR thrice. ©, 
hen b my lovely N ; e Raven flapp' Ning : * 
Then by thyſelf, my lovely; Bd, Too welk the Jove-lorn Maiden knen, 


111 ſtroke thy Back and kiſs thy Breaſt ; The ſolemn boding Sound; 36 


cc In early Youth I die: 


Was I to blame, becauſe his Bride 


Was thrice as rich as I? 


' 6 Ah, Collin! give not her thy Vows, 


cc Vows due to me alone ; 


4% Nor thou, fond Maid, receive his Kiſs, 
« Nor think him all thy own. 

00 r 
** Impatient prepare ; , 

#* But know, fond Maid, and know, falſe 


0 That Lucy will be there. 


Che ſpoke, 


+ She in her Wi -ſheet. 


Then what were perfur'd Collin's Thoughts ? 


How were theſe Nuptials 


. * The Brideſtmen des d round Lugy dead, 


Au the Village wept, 
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beſpoke 
The Virgins weeping round, 
ce J hear a Voice you cannot hear, 
«© Which ſays I muſt not tay ; 
I ſee a Hand you cannot ſee, 
CE Which beckons me away. 
4 By a falſe Heart, and broken Vows, 


«© Then bear my Coarſe, my Comrades, bear, 
«© This Bridegroom blithe to meet; 
a mg pdt Trim fo gay, 
« Jin m ing- ſneet. 
F- Linas her Coarſe was borne, 
3 2 The Bridegroom blithe to meet; 
ie in bis Wedding Trim ſo gay, 


 Confuſjon, Shame, Remorſo, Deſpair, 
At once his Boſom fell: : 


The Damps of Death bedew*'d his Brow 
He ſhook, he groan'd, he fell. 


© From the vain Bride -— aka 


The varying fled 
When ſtreteh d before her Rival's Coarſe, 
She ſaw her Huſband dead. 


- Then to his Lucy's new-made Grave, 


Convey d by trembling Swains ; 
One Mold with her, between one Sod, 
For ever, now remains. 


Oft at this Grave the conſtant Hind, 
And plighted Maid are ſeen ; 

With Garlands gay, and Trve-love Knots, 
They deck the ſacred Green. 

But Swain forbear, whoe'er thou art, 
This hallow'd Spot forbear ; 

Remember Collin's dreadful Fate, 
And fear to meet him there. 


1 Lise fo various, 
Ode Gwe is moi precarious! 


is a Maze ſo firangely winding, 


Still we are new Mazes finding; 
"Tis an Action fo ſevere, | 
n e 


Rappy's the Man from Wedlock free, 
Who knows how te prize his Liberty; 
were 
How they marry 
We ſhould not be by half ſo full of Miſery, 


SONG 744 
FT on the trqubled Ocean's Face 
Loud ſtormy Winds ariſe ; 
The murm'ring Surges ſwell apace, 
And Clouds obſcure the Skies: 
But when the Tempeſt's Rage is o', 
Soft Breezes ſmooth the Main; 
The Billows ceaſe to laſh the Shore, 
And all is calm again, ; 


Not ſo, in fond and am'rous Souls, 
If tyrant Love once reigns ; 

There one eternal Tempeſt rolls, 
And yields unceafing Pains : 

Ah! cruel God! our Peace reſtore, 

And wound us with thy Shafts no more. 
Ah] cruel God! &. 


SONG 745. 
Orr I'm by the Women told, | 
Poor Anacreon, thou grow'ſt old ; 
dee how thy Hairs are ling all ! 
be, poor Anacreon, how: they fall 1- 
Whether I «row old, or no. . 
n' Bffecte I do not know. "4 


" CEP! * * _ bins _ | * : 0 
= p 4 k 
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a Nay more, the naughty Man beide it, 


This I know without being told, 
'Tis Time to live, If 1 grow old z 
Tu Time ſhort Pleaſures now to take; 
Of little Life the beſt to make; 

And manage wifely the laſt Stake. 


SONG 746. 


n Mother, Roger, with his Kiſſes 
Almoſt ſtops my Breath, I vow ; 


| Why does he gripe my Hand to Pieces, 


And yet he ſays he loves me too! 
Tell me Mother, pray now do, 
Pray now do, pray now do 

Tell me Mother, pray now do, 


What Roger means when he does ſo þ 


For never. ſtir I long to know, 


Something in my Mouth did put ; 
I cali'd him Beaſt; and try d to bite it, 
But for my Life I cannot do't : 
Tell me Mother, pray now do, &c. 
He ſets me in his Lap whole Hours, 
Where I feet I know not hat; 


Something I never felt in yours : 


Pray tell me Mother what is that ? 
Tell me Mother, what is that ? 
For never ſtir I long to know. 


SONG 747. 


nl cha, recal thy tot Hours, 


And Duty and Reaſoa obey x 


* 


* 
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Prfpiſe Love, and all thoſe falle Pow*rs, 
That firſt gave young Strephon the Sway. 

- Beheve me, the Swain is a Rover, | 
Nor conſtant to any can be ; 

Then prithee diſcard ſuch a Lover, 
And once more reſolve to be free, 


SON G 748., 
H! how you proteſt and ſolemnly ſwear, 
Look humble, and fawn like an Aſs ; 
rm pleas'd, I muſt own, whenever I ſee 
A Lover that's brought to this paſs : 
„ keep further off, you're naughty I fear; 
| Lvow w I will never, will never, will never 
yield to't ; 
You'aſk me in vain ; for never I ſwear, 
I never, no never, I never, no never, 
J never, no never will do't. 
For when the Decd's done, how quickly you 


. © BO, 3 
No more of the Lover remains, 
In hafte you depart, hate er we Can do, 
And ſtubbornly throw off your Chains: 
Deſiſt then in time, let's hear on't no more, 
I vow'l will never yield to't ; 
You promiſe in-vain, in vain you adore, 
For I will never, no never do' t. 
SONG. 749. 
H! ! what a Plague is Love, 
I cannot bear it; 
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Dick had her to the Vine, 


Fair Maid be not ſo coy, 


She will unconſtant prove, 
I greatly fear it; 4 
It ſo torments my Mind, 
That my Heart taileth 3 
She wavers with the Wind, 
As a Ship ſaileth; 
Pleaſe her the beſt 1 may, 
She loves ſtill to gainſay, 
Alack, and welt-a-day ! | | 
R Phillada flouts me. 
At the Fair t'other Day, | 
As ſhe paſs'd by me, 
She look'd a anther Way, 
And wou d not ſpy me. 
I woo'd her for to dine, 
But cou'd not get her; 


He might entreat her, 
With Daniel ſhe did dance, 
On me ſhe wou'd not glance 5 5 
Oh thrice unhappy Chance! 
Phillada fouts me. 


Do not diſdain me; 

I am my Mother's Joy; 
Sweet, entertain me 

I ſhall have, when ſhe dies, 
All Things that's fitting; 

Her 22 and her Bees, 


And her Gooſe acting 


** 
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Pair of Matreſs Beds, «x 

Barrel full of Shreds : 7 7 
Ind yet, for all theſe Goods, 

Phillada flouts me. 

I often heard her ſay, 

That ſhe lov'd Poſies ; 
Ii the laſt Month of May 

| gave her Roſes 3 

pwſlips, and Gilly-flowers, | 

Ard the ſweet Lilly, 
I got to deck the Bowers - 

Of my dear Philly. 

vic did them all diſdain, 

d threw them back again; 

terefore tis flat, and plain, 

Phillada flouts me. 

Thou ſhalt eat Curds and Cream 

All the Vear laſting, 

id drink the chryſtal Stream, 

Pleaſant in taſting; | 

wg Whey, until you burſt, 

lat Bramble-berries, 

he- ld, and Paſtry Cruſt, 

Pears, Plumbs, and Cherries ; ; 

ly Garments ſhall be thin, 

de of a Weather's Skin; 
c all's not worth a Pin. 


mich Way ſoe' er I go, 
Ste ſtill torments me 3 


And wanton Winnifred - * W 2 


| She has a Cloth of mine, 


7 But if ſhe frowns on me, 
Phillada flouts me. 


And whatſoe'er I de, 
Nothing contents me: 1 ** 


I fade, and pine away, 


With Grief and Sorrow : 


- I fall quite to decay, 


Like any Shadow; 
I ſhall be dead, 1 fear, 


Within a thouſand Year, 


And all becauſe my dear 9 
Fair Maiden, have a Care, ag 
And in Time take me; | * 

I can have thoſe as fair, 
If you forſake me 
There's Doll, the Dairy-maid, 
Smil'd on me lately, 


Favours me greatly ; 
One throws Milk on my Clothes, 
T'other plays with my Noſe 3 | 
What pretty Toys are thoſe 1 * 71 
| Phillada flouts me. * 


Wrought with blue Coventry, 
Which the keeps as a Sign 
Of my Fidelity : . 


She ſhall ne er wear it; 
I'll give it my Maid Joan, - 
And ſhe ſhall tear it. 


Since will no better be, 

Fl bear it patiently ; 

Yet all the World may ſee 
Philada flouts me. 
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O ! where's the Plague in Love, 
That you can't bear it? 
If Men wou d conſtant prove, 
They.need not fear it. 
Young Maidens, foft and kind, 
Are moſt in Danger ; 
Men waver with the Wind, 
Each Man's a Ranger : 
Their Falſhood makes us know, 
That two Strings to our Bow 
Is beit, I ſind it ſo: 
Barnaby doubts ms. 
*Tis I that ſhou'd deſpair, 
*Tis you that flight me. 
What tho' when at the Fair 
Dick did invite me; 
Tho? Daniel with me danc*'d 
vou may believe me, 
I oſten on thee glanc'd, 
I'd not deceive thee ; 
I ſaw thee look awry, 
I know the Reaſon why, 
Ian fee with one Eye, 


Barvaby doubts me. | 
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Thou young and fill 
ob Sy tag ict 
Becauſe thou'rt Mother's Joy, 
I'd entertain thee ; 
Yet, with I not her Death, 
K- For _ —— cha leave mo, 
or, when Time 
Will I deceive _— * 
What care I for her 
Or Beds of carded Fleece ? 
Since this-quite breaks my Peace, 
Barnaby doubts me. 
What tho* when I did fay 
That I lov'd Pofies, 
You, in the Month of May, 
Brought me ſweet Roſes ? 


You never ſhew'd the Thing 


That moſt wou'd pleaſe me 
A gay gold Wedding-Ring 
- Wou'd ſoon have eas'd me, 
I ſhould not with Diſdain 
Have thrown it back again; 
J think *tis flat, and plain, 
Barnaby doubts mg 
Talk not of Curds and Cream, 
Pears, Plumbs, and Cherries ; 
Nor of the chryſtal Stream, 
Or Bramble- berries $ 
Moft ſurely you forget 
Our wontgd Friſking, 


* > w77 * 


- 5 * 


The Cock*ril on the * * 
And the Pork Griſking ; 8 
With more that might be ſaid, | 
When I got Dame to Bec; 
Yet, oh ! "_"_ Maid, ee 
Barnaby doubts me, 
Nothing contents thee ; b 4 
Ipray it may be ſo, Tyr 
Whilſt thou torment ' ſt me. 5 
Ipine, and ſigh, all 9 
And wiſh for Morrow; | 
Ican have no'Deilght, . 
I'm full of Sorrow, 
Oh! if I die, I fear, 
Within a thouſand Year, 
My Ghoſt will make' t appear, 
Barnaby doubts me, 
Fknit thy worſted Hoſe, 
To ſave the Penn 
But wou'd not fpot thy Clothes, 
Like idle Winny : 
ret wanton Winnifred 
You like much — of 3 
Or Doll, the Dairy-maid, - 
If you cou'd get her, 
Ungrateful Barnaby, 
ou can'ſt thou threaten me? 
ut I knew how *twould be | 
Bar naby doubts i me. 
Cc 


Tis AVIARY. 


The Cloth I have of thine, 

Wrought with blue 1 N 
Which thou gav'ſt as a Sign 

2 Of thy Fidelity, 
I'll give it back again, 

„ thee as Token, 

That by a. perjur d "Swiih 

My fad Heart's broken,” 

Oh! Barnaby unkind, 


4 Thou'lt quite qiſtract 3 Mind, 


._ © Too late, alas)'1 


SONG 781. 


. 
=» + — . 


12 doubts me. 


Nancy” $* Complaint. 
OR v here will you hucry my 


Deareſt, | 
Say, ſay to what Clime or what Shore ? 


You're tearing from me the ſincereſt, 


That ever lov*d Mortal before. 
Ah cruel hard hearted to preſs him, 


And force the dear Youth from my Arms ; 


| Reſtore him that I may careſs him, 
And ſhield him from future Alarms, - 


In vain you inſult and deride me, 


And make but a Scoff at my Woes z 
You ne'er from my Dear ſhall divide my, - 

I'll follow wherever he goes. 
Think not of the mercileſs Ocean 
My Soul any Terror can have; 
For ſoon as the Ship makes its motion, 
So ſoon ſhall the Sta be my Graves. 


'4 


. 
, . = 
= 
= = 
» 


wt. AVIARY. 
* Come, I'l be thy neh, leave keen 


SONG 752.. A Dialogas between a : 
Wia and a Rake. | " One Men, ON Eee EY 
n yo Huſband, tr over en. How | talk e toms? what think 
' Alaſs! alafs ! MS. undone ! 
6! alt Fam od Tis ſcarce a Month yet fince my poor Huſ. 
Muſt I theſe cold Nights lie alone ? | band's dead, 
| Alas! I'm undone. Nuke. A Month! 'tis an Age; you're mad 
I did what I liſt, to delay ; 
We kifs'd and we kiſs'd, Widows now chuſe ere the Funeral Day, 
Till his Vigour he miſs's, ; ow. Not I, I'll ne'er do't. Lard! what 


Tim his jolly fat Face grew as ſmall as my Fiſt; would People ſay ? 
And his Calves, his poof Calves, as thin as my Rake. They'll ſay you're a Woman; come 


Wriſt, off with this Black : 

We Woes 296 jangl'd, when in an ill Come, come, come, come off, come, come off 

But a Nights, like two. Pigeons, we bill'd and gee, fee, pie * 3 's an Arm, here's 
we cop a Leg, here's a Back; 

We whiſk'd and we friſk'd, alack ! and alack ! , 

Wa ki for ever, why malt he for ever, I'll get thee with Twins till a hundred aw 
now lie on his 

Why muſt he for ever now lie on his Back? Widows" You ye ; you ifheyttuat anal 


nk, 2 M, what Rake. Thorns. A 
Rake. I'll do't by this 
Tony ** N ha, by, * By this, this, and this, I'll be hang*difl miſs; 


EY Cond there are t Widow. Lard ! ſhould IT do this ? 
* 7 more o be Twill eaſe you of Pain, | 


7 


= * 1 d — 
„ 
. 
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4 Widow. Go, $9, you'ren fad Man; ay, do == es 


2 


but unkind. 
9, do if you can, ay, do, do, do, Pra Amyntas be eivil, or 
[1 kill thee with Kindneſs, Tür thee with 1 * 


* Kindneſs, 
- WW 1 «ill thee, I'll kill thee, FI kin thee, rn Who 
of: 
do, do, do, do if you can; ay, do, do, do, do, Let's i 
ad thee, Tü lt ee ht amg I ru um Harm, Blowers 
Kill . ee w * 
4 'thee, I'll kill thee, TI kill thee wich m_ 1 * 
i a 7 Dear Amend 
SONG 753. oy Then ſhe caſt down her Eyes, 
? 
me O Ti aan pot, And LS confals'd what de faintly 
en ue me 10 Too ſure of my Conqueſt, 1 d. to fl 
declar d that her H purpos: * 
4 laſt ! 15 e Till her free Content did more fwerten the" 
s Light but her lan anger ing Eyes did appear, — * 
To prevent all Excuſes of Bluſhing and Fear. too late I begun ; 
n# How ſhe figh'd and unlac d, For her Paſfion was dong; 


With ſuch Trembling and Haſte, Y Now, 82 ſhe cry d, I will -neves* be 
ki if the had long'd'to be cloſer embrac” 
Lips the ſweet Pleaſure of Kiſſes enjoy'd, Thy "Tear and thy c_— no 870 ou 
While my Hands were in ſearch of hid Treaſure move, 


1% With Heart all on Fire 
1 | Inche Flames n s 0 NG 784. bh 
. n I boldly purſu'd what ſhe feem'd to Qf ! what Pleaſures will abound, ia 


require, When N Pound : +> 8 
ca 1 


4 
boy 
N 


1 2 8 * 
* . — - 
* 
* 


O how courted I ſhall be! TH 
O what Lords will kneel to me 

- Who'll difpute my 

Wit and Beauty 


When my golden Charms are found? | 


O what Flattery ; 
In the Lottery, 


When I've got ten thouſand Pound ! | 
SONG 755. 

' i anting Heart, 
OR mn, e add rh fo fad? 
Why does Pleaſure ſeem a Smart, 

Or I wretched while I'm glad ? 
Oh ! Love's Goddeſs, who wert form'd 


From cold and icy, icy Seas, 
Infirut me why I am thus warm'd ! 


% 


And Parts at once can wound and pleaſe, 


SON G 756. 


On: lead me ta ſome peaceful Gloom, 
Where none but fighing Lovers come 


Where the ſhrill Trumpets never ſound, 


But one eternal Huſh goes round. 


There let me ſooth my pleafing Pain, 
And never think of War. again; 
What Glory can a Lover have 


* = 5 9 ad of 
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R T. 
SONG 757 
O lead to ſome peaceful Room, 
Where none but honeſt Fellows come z 
Where Wives loud Clappers never ſound, 
But an eternal Laugh goes round. 
There let me drown in Wine my Pain, 


And never think of home again: 
What Comfort can a Huſband have, - 


| To rule the Houſe where he's a Slave? 


SONG 758. 


Molly, H! y, | 
* O 1 aua 


Father, and Mother are ſeeking for 
tee; 
You have been ranting, playing the 
Wanton, * | 
Keeping of Jockey Company, 
Jenny, Oh pre. 4 I've been to hear the Mill 
. C 


And grind Griſt for the Family ; 


Full as it went I've brought home my 


Sack, | . 
_ _ Miller has taken hig Toll 
of me. | wt 
Mally, You hung your Smickets abroad tg 


bleach, 3 


When that was done, where 
you be ? HELP 


I 


[all 
| ty 


And Jockey the Loon fell after me. 

Molly. My Father you told you'd go to Kirk, 

When Pray'rs were done, where 
could you be? 

Jenny. Taking a Kiſs of the Parſon and Clerk, 

And of other young Laddies ſome 


two or three, 
Molly. On enny, what wilt thou do, 
If Belly ſhould ſwell, where wilt 
1 thou be ? ” 
Jy. Look to yourſelf, for Jockey is true, 
And whilſt Clapper goes, will take 

Care of me. "Du b 


SONG 759. 

(JH yes! oh yes ! oh yes! I cry, 

Pray tell you gentle Swains hard by, 
If you a roving Heart did ſee, © 
Which lately took its flight from me. 
Some Marks to know it I'll expreſs, 
It comes of loyal honeſt Race. 
By Nature kind, and prone to Love, 
And conſtant as the Turtle-Dove. 
Upon the Out-fide of the ſame, 5 
You'll find the charming Damon's Name, 
By Love engrav*d, and plain to ſhow, - 
From which freſh Drops of Bloed do flow. 


| ; 1 , * ö | — ; 
The AVTARY. SY 
enny. I ſlipt down in the quickſet Hedge, 


"Tis tender as ſoft Down can be,. 
Or Beauty in its Infancy pn. 
No Wealth can make it e'er untrue, 
Such Hearts as mine you'll find but few, _ 
That 'twas confin'd, I late was told, © 
Amongſt the Lambs in Cupid's Fold 3 * 
If ſo, pray ſeek that Deity, 8 
And carry this Reſolve from me. | 

If he'll reſtore my Heart again, 1 
I' keep it from Deceits of Men; 

From wily Wits and am*rous Tongues, 

And all that to their Sex belongs. * 
But if this Heart he'll me refuſe, | 
For 'tis a Jewel few would loſe ; 

Pray let him tell dear Damon this, 


And in Exchange command me his. | 


) SONG 960. 


On: happy, happy Groves! 
Witneſs of our tender Loves ! + 


Oh! happy, happy Shade, 


firſt our Vows were made 


Bluſhing, fighing, melting, dying 3 7 


Looks would charm a ſove: 


A thobſand pretty things the ſaid, 


And all, and all was Love, g Wc” 
But Corinna perjur d proves, 9 


And forlakes the ſhady Groves: 


C63 


- 


0 P 
I ſpeak of mutual Joys, 
ons 1 OR ns 7 bag 
Wanton Glances, fond Careſſes, 
Now no more are ſeen, 
Since the falfe detuding Fair 
Left the flow'ry Green. 
Kourn ye Nymphs that ſporting play d, 
Where poor Strephon was betray'd ; 
There the ſecret Wound ſhe gave, 
When I firſt was made her Slave. 


SONG 761. 


QF! Tu have a Huſband, ah, marry, 
For why ſhould 1 A tarry, 
For why ſhould I long 
Than other brilk Girls have one? 
For, — 1 ſtay, 
Till I grow grey, 
They l call me old "Maid, 
{ And fuſty =_ 
80 I'll no longer tarry 
But Il a ah, marry, 
If Money will buy me one. 
My Mother ſhe ſays I'm too coming, 
And ftill in my Ears ſhe is drumming, 
And till in my Ears ſhe is dramming, 


That I fuch vain Thoughts ſhould ſhun ; 


My Siſters they cry 
Oh fie: aud oh fie! 
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They're as coming a me ; 
So let me have Huſbands in plenty, | 
I'd rather have twenty times twenty, 
Than die an old Maid undone, 


SONG 7562. 


Orp Saturn, that Drone of a Cod, 


And Father of all the Divine, 
Still govern'd the World with a Nod, 
Yet fancy'd briſk Women and Wine; 
And when he was whimſical grown, 
By ſipping his plentiful Bowl, 
Then frankly the Truth he would own, 
That a Wench was the Joy of his Soul. 


Great Jupiter, like his old Dad, 
To Love and a Bottle inclin'd, 
When mellow, was conſtantly glad 
To find a plump Girl to his A wp 
And then, as the Story is told, 
He'd conjure himſelf in her Arms; 
As once in a Shower of Gold 
He rifled fair Danae s Charms. 


Stern Mars, n 


All Day tho' delighting in 3 
At Night his fierce ip would yield 

To Beauty and Wine that was gpod ; 
With Nectar he'd cheriſh his Heart, 


And raiſe up his wanton Deſires, 


"26: x VARY: 
Bs” 


Then to Venus, his Darling, impart . Yet his Son: — 
The Warmth of his amorous Fires. 2 en FIR v 
lo, the Patron of Bays, © | While we, who come 
wt Gobblets would merrily drain, Drink Claret and racy IJ 
And ſing forth poetical Lays, Then let each take his Glaſs, . 
When the Fumes had gut into his Brain: And girink.to his Laſs, N 
n 3 But ne'er be a Bays ats either 4 ag 
toping the Juice of the Vine, For they are only wile, | . 
To bade duly er, if | Who both equally prize, - 1 
To kiſs all the Mufical Nine. 400 Joon Racing and Venus teten x 
Sly Mercury too, like the reft, Whenever thus they meet, * 
Made Wenching and Wine bis Delight, All our Joys are compleat, PTY 
And thought himſelf perfectly bleſt And our Jollity ne'er can expire 3 Og 
With a Bottle and Miſtreſs at Night: They our Faculties warm, 5 
No Wonder Debauches he lov*d, | And us mutually charm, 
F ee, i — th ther raves Few" 
or the s have ev'ry one prov? . 4 
That Pimping was always his Trade. , SONG 764. | | 
Plump Bacchus, that tun-belly'd Sot, - (LD Chiron thus preach*d to bis Puply, | 
His Thirſt could but ſeldom allay, Achilles ; 
Till aſtride o'er a Hogthead he got, | T'll tellyou, young _ whatthe Fates 
And drunk all the Liquor away : | Will is : 
As long as upright he could fit, _ uſt go,. 
He'd firenuouſly bellow for more; Wy — 
When drunk, then the Veſſel would _ Too the Ben 7 Troy, | 
And reel to ſome Baochanat Whore, Thence never to return to Greece again g. 
SONG 763. But before thoſe Walls to be flain. | 
QLD Aim, ü ene E 
No Care in Eden new, * o = 0 


22 


(Ferry. 


You'll ne'er be the ſooner 10 the Stygian 


$ONG- 765. 
ON the Brow of Richmond Hill, 
* Which Europe ſcarce can 
Every Eye ſuch Wonders fill, 
To vi the Proſpect round; 2 
Where the filver Thames does glide, 
And ftately Courts are edify d, | 
Meadows deck*d in Summer” ; Pride, 
With verdant Beauties crown'd. 
Lovely Cynthia paſſing by, | 
With brighter Glories bleſt my Eye; 
"Ab! then in vain, in vain, faid 1,  - - 
The Fields and Flow'rs do ſhine ; 
Nature in this charming Place 
Created Pleaſure in Exceſs; x 
But all are poor to Cynthia's Face, 
Features are divine. 


8 ON G 766. 


On every Hill, in every Grove, 
Along the Margin of each Stream, 
Dear — Scenes of former Love, 

I mourn, and Damon is my Theme: 
The Hills, the Groves, the Streams remain, 
But Damon there I feel. in vain, 

Nov to the moſly Cave I fly, 

* Where to my Swain I oft have ſung, 


The AVIA R T 


a ON, on, my dear Brethren, purſue the gr 
Lecture, 


Well pleas' d the browzing Goats to ſpy, 

As 0:er the-airy Steep they hung. 
The moſſy — the Goats remain, 
But Damon there I ſeek in vain. 


Now thro' the rambling Vale 1 paſs, 
And ſigh to ſee the well-known Shade, 
I weep, and kiſs the bended Graſs, 


Where and Damon fondly play d. 
The Vale, the Shade, the Graſs remain, ; 
But Damon there'T. ſeek | in vain, ” 


From Hill, from Dale, each Charm is fled, 
Groves, Flocks, oy Fountains pleaſe nd 
more, „I | 
Each Flower in its Head, 
All Nature does my Loſs deplore. 
All, all reproach the faithleſs Swain, 
Yet Damon ſtill I ſeek in vain. 


RECITATIVE. 
Love, the greateſt Bliſs below, 
How to taſte few Women know ; + 
Fewer till the Way have hit 
How a fickle Swain to quit. gw trl 
Simple Nymph, then learn of me, 
How to treat Inconſtancy. ' 


SONG 767. 


And refine on the Rules of old Architecture: 


* 


A 


High Honour to Maſons the Craft daily brings, 

To thoſe Brothers of Princes, and Fellows 'of © 
Kings. 

We drove the rude Vandals and Goths off the 
Stage, 


And reviv d the old Arts of Auguſtus' ſam'd 


Age; 

And Veſpaſian deſtroy'd the vaſt Temple in 
vain 

Since ſo many now riſe under Montagu's 
Reign. 

The noble five Orders, compos'd with ſuch 
Art, 

Shall amaze the ſwift Eye, and engage the 
whole Heart : 

Proportion, ſweet” Harmony, gracing the 


ole, 


Cives yo Work 3 like the — , 
ul, 
Then Maſter and Brethren, preſerve your great 


Name: 
This . ſo majeſtic ſhall purchaſe you 
ame; 
Rever'd it ſhall ſtand till all Nature expire, 
And its Glories ne'er fade, till the World is 
on Fire. 


7 hee what rewards. all our 
01 


Inſpires our Genius, and makes Labour ſmile ; 


To, all Maſons a Bumper, fo let it go round.” 


To ene 


crown'd, 


Again, my lov'd Brethren, — let it pals, 
Our ancient firm Union cement with c_ 
And all the Contention *mongſt Maſons 

be, 
Who better can work, or who better agree. 


SONG 768. 7. Maidens, fe 
ON the Banda of a River, clas under the 


Young Cleon — Sylvia one Ex" ning we 
laid; 


The Youth pleaded firongly for Procf of ua 
Love, 
But Honour Had won her his Flame to ce. | 


She cry'd, Where's the Luttre when Clouds 
2 . Talia *X 
Or what is rich being gen” 
ns on the Stalk ſweeteſt Odours | 
do-dwe } 
But if gather d, the Roſe itſclf loſes the Smell. 


Tan the briſk Shephard! 


reply Love'aSide. 
If e' er thou wilt argue; begin cn 
In Matters of State let grave Reaſon be ſhown, 
But Love is a Pow'r will be — Take 


Ces 


The 
or ſhould a Beauty be ted {; 
For brd blaſt both he condo 


SONG 569. 


Oo” a graſſy Pillow 


The youthful Myrtills 


Fd never come here. 
Streains gently flowing, 
And Zephyrs blowing - 

Ambrofial Breeze ; 3 
4 Swain admiring, 
And all conſpiring 

The Charmer 


to pleafe : 
e Nymph complying, 
No more denying, - 
A fiknt Grove; 


AVIARY: 
O bleſt Myrtillo! 


Yau may if you will-o, .. 
as happy as Jove. 


Moſt fees are the-Joys Love's Alembick do 1 the Devil's in it, 


Tf ſuch a Minute 
Apd the Roſes are ſweeteſt when put to the 


The Shepherd could loſe ; 
No, no, Myttills © 


Has better Skill-o, __ 


His Moments to c 
The delightful Treaſure 
Of Love and Pleaſure, 

He boldly ſeiz d; 


And young Myrtillo, 


He had his Fill-o * 
Of what he pleas d. 


SONG 770. 


Q Nce in our Lives, 
Let us drink to our 


Tho? their Numbers be but ſmall ; ; 


Heaven take the beft, 


| And the Devil take the reſt 
And fo we ſhall get ake the reſt, 


To this hearty Wiſh, 


Let each Man take his Dith, 
And drink, drink till he fall. 


SONG. 771. 
Nce I lov'd a charming Creature, 


* 


But the Flani with which T bar 


I; not for each. tender Feature, 

Nor for her Wit and ſprightiy Turn, 
But for her Down, derry, down derry, 
But for her Down, derry, down derry. 
on the Graſs I.ſaw her lying, 

Strait I ſeiz*d her tender Waiſt ; 

On her Back ſhe lay complying, 

With her lovely Body plac'd 
Under my Down, &c. 

But the Nymph being young and tender, 

Cou'd not bear the dreadful Smart, 
Still unwilling to ſurrender, 

Call'd Mamma to take her Fare 
Of her Down, &c. 


Out of Breath, Mamma came running, 
To prevent poor Nancy's Fate; 

But the Girl, now grown more cunning , 
Cry'd Marama, you're come too late, 

for I am Down, &c. 


()Xe i in a Summer Ev*ning fair, 
Sirena took the Country Air, 

Myrtillo led the Way: 

four other Nymphs attendant ſhone, 

Like Stars around the full-orb'd _—_— 

Rob'd in ſuperior Day. | 

Hat, of plaited Straw-work, made 

iptly to ev'ry Damfel's Head, 


n The AVIARY. 


Hers might you ſee a ſtretching Fan, 
Mark the fair Lon it ran) 
Confus'dly laid in Blue ; 


SONG 772. In vain, dear Chloe. 


Supply'd a 


cn 
Each lin'd with Silk of dif refit Hue, 


Of fiery Red, of milder Blue, 
And Heart-refreſhing Green. 

Thro* Paſtures 

Thro' Fields of ripen'd Corn they paſs, 
In mirthful Chat along : 

No ſland' ring Wit, nor idle Tale, 

Which oft in Female Talk prevail, 
Employ*d each buſy Tongue. 

Their Theme was the deſcending 

Who now in ſoften'd Glory ſhone, 
Tho' ampler to behold : 

They wonder'd at the weſtern Skies, 

Stain'd with a thouſand diff rent Dyes, 
And waſh'd in Streams of Gold. 


And there a waving Hat explains 
The Colours of the nearer Plains, 


Diſtinguiſn d to the View. 
One prais*d the calm and breathleſs Airs. 
One the ſweet Smells beyond compare, 
Diffus'd from Greens around. 
All mingl'd, with a pleaſant Strife, 
Their Praiſes of a Country Life, 
” peaceful * * 


511 


» 


green, „maine ; 


39* 
Bat oft Myrtillo, to be bleſt, 
World fieal Sirena from the reſt, 
And eaſe his wounded Mind: 
From Ovid would he taks his Cue, 
And talk fuch Things as Lovers do, 
Totte the fair One kind. 4 
Now” yan the ſinking Day to fail, 
And Night kickt up the doubtful Scale, 
The Wand rers haſte along: 
A-while they ſtop, a- while they reſt, 
The fweet Sirenna they requeſt 
To tume the fprightly Song. 
The Nymph comply d; but oh l- to tell 
What Muſick from her Warbles fell, 
To Angels only's giv'n : 
For fure ſuch Melody of Sound, 
As ne er in mortal Voice was found, 
Is likeft that of Heav*n. 
Myrtillo ſtood in ſweet Surprize, 
Gay Pleafures wanton in his Eyes, 
His Ears unuſuat Tranſports prove; 
Whale Beauty all her Rays diffus d, 
Wil Harmony her Chains unloos'd, 
_ And faſten'd thoſe of Love. 
He ga d upon the tuneful Fair: 
Her Charms ſerene, her eaſy Air, 
His Heart by filent Treach'ry ſtole : 
He liſten's to her filver Song, 


Ke canght it dropping from her Tongue, 


And in Exchange reũgn d his Soul. 
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Sirena, conſcious of her Pow'r, 

With Smiles her ended Song gave o'er, 
That ended half his Bliſs : ' - 

The Damſels all expreſt their Joys; 

Myrtillo bow d in lowly wiſe, | 
And thank' d her in a Kiſs, ' 


: SONG 773. 
Oh fair Serena panting lay, 
With Thouguts of Love oppreſt ; - 

Hoping that Slumber might allay 
The Fever in her Breaſt. 

Her ſleeping Senſe at laſt was caught, 
And Slumber ſoon made known ; 

The Tranſports ſhe enjoy din Thought, 
She waking durſt not own. 

Smiling ſhe lay with longing Arms, 
Graſping the fleeting Air; 

Melting with thouſand am*rous Charms 
Fancy cou'd e' er declare: | 

Her Swain ſurpriz*d this fight to view 
And hear her Love repeat, 

Straight to her Arms like Light' ning flew, - 
Her Wiſhes to compleat. 

The Maid aſham'd to be thus caught, 
Sigh'd, bluſh'd, and ftrove to riſe ; 

Accuſing that her Swain was nought, 
Her Virtue to ſurprize : 

She vow'd by all the Gods above, 
Her Scorn ſhe wou d not hide; 


\ 


But melting ſoon with rapturous Love, 
The Nymph forgot to chide. 


SON G 774. The ſleepy Fair. 
(VE Summer's Eve, as 
Wrapt up in Thought profound, 

Gurpriz'd, he his beſt belov'd 
Lye ſleeping on the Grougd. 
Awake, my pretty Sleeper wake ! 
Awake to Strephon's Call; 
Be careful for your Lover's Sake: 
'Tis Night, the Dew-Drops fall. 
Then to her Cheek ö he laid, 
And gently ſtole a Kiſs, | 
She ſtill ſlept on. He not diſmay d, 
Repeats the tranſient Bliſs. 
de wakes, and thus with angry Tone, 
Away, awav, ſhe cries: 
Then fault' ring bids the Swain be gone: 
Then ſigh'd, and clos'd her Eyes. 
Tho' cruel are your Words, ſweet Maid, 
Can Sighs proceed from Hate ? 


My Doubts are gone. Then down he laid, 


Reſoly*d to ſhare her Fate. 

Deſended from the noxious Air, 
Within his Arms the lay: 

And tho' the Swain oft wak'd the Fair, 
Se laid no more till Day. 
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hon rov'd, 


- Then 
pere all the Pomp of à King, 
| Lyd, Falſe Damon! the Virgin reply d, 


Dam. Ah name not that beautiful Dame v8 | 
+ She has totally raviſh'd my Heart; 
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SONG 77;. Collin's Conplaine. 
OQNE Ev*ning the lovelieſt Pa 
That ever frequented the Phan, | 
Bright Lydia, th*all-conquering Fair, 
And Damon the beautiful Swain, 


Sat down in a Jeſſamine Grove, Y a 


Where a murmuring Rivulet ſtray'd, 


When Damon, to kindle old Love, 


Thus ſoftly reproached the Maid. 


Dam. O Lydia ! while I was that he 
That ever was bleſt with your Charms, 
And never a Shepherd but me * 
Claſp'd in that ſoft Circle your Arms ; 

amon all chearful did ſing, 
And his Happineſs yielding to none, 


d ſlighted a glittering Throne, 


Whilſt you true and conſtaht did prove, 


. Conſuming whole Days by my Side, 


In ſighing and talking of Love; 


— Whilſt Phillis's Beauty did yield 


To mine in your delicate Eye, 
Then I was the Pride of the Field, 
No Queen was ſo happy as I. 


Her Charms ſet me all in a Flame 
Which ſhe fans with her muſical Art; 
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One Touch of that powerful Breath 
8 a Heart as it pierces an Ear; 
For her would freely meet Death, 
Would the Powers my Goddeſs but ſpare. 
Lyd. Alexis, the bloomingeſt Youth 
That treads on the flowery Plains, 
With innocent Arts and pure Truth 
My Heart not unwilling detains : 
Still burning with mutual Deſire, x 
Unbroken Delights we enjoy ; 
Far oft*ner than once I'd expire 
To fave the adorable Boy. 
Dam. But now if my Heart ſhould return 
To the Duty it owes thee again ; 
Leave Phillis to ſorrow and mourn, 
A Conqueſt ſhe could not maintain : 
If humbly thy Pardon be'll crave, 
And figh when he thinks on the Time 
He flighted thy Love, wilt- thou leave 
Thy Damon to die for his Crime ? 
Lyd. Ah! no, tho* Alexis the Fair 
His Charms like a Planet diſplays, 
And thou art unconſtant as Air, 
And wrathful as bellowing Seas : 
Yet with thee a long Series of Years 
Like a Minute of Joy I'd conſume, 


And at Death, not lament thee with Tears, 


But lay myſelf down in thy Tomb. 
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SONG 776 
oh... mes tp from the Sea 
was appearing z ' 
Damon and Czlia, young and — 
Long - ſettl'd Love endearing ; 
Met in a Grove to vent their Spleen 
On Parents unrelenting; 
He bred of Tory Race had been, 
She of the Tribe Diſſenting. 
Czlia, whoſe Eyes out-ſhone the God 
Newly the Hills adorning; 
Told him Mamma wouldirun ſtark mad, 
She miſſing Prayers that Morning: 
Damon, his Arm around her Waiſt, 
Swore that nought ſhould them ſunder z 
Should my rough Dad know\ how Im bleſt, 
Twould make him roar like Thunder. 


Great ones whom proud Ambition blind, 
By Faction ſtill ſupport it: 6 

Or, where vile Money taints the Mind, 

They for Convenience court it; 

But mighty Love, that ſcorns to ſhew A 
Party ſhould raiſe his Glory, . 
Swears he'll exalt a Vaſſal true, ” 
Let him be Whig or Tory. 1 
SONG 777. Fe \ 

O NE Ev'ning having toſt my Way, 

By chance I came into a Wood, 


4 1 
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Sol had been very hot that Day; 
I under a Covert ſtood : 
Long time I had not tarry d there, 
Before I heard a Ruſtling nigh, 
A Female Voice __ Stay my T 
The Man cry . not 
Don't offer to hold me; 2 my Hand, 
Thou'ſt tore off a Danes, pl'd my 
Band; 
Don't ſqueeze me, let me goo, for I wonna 
be fooP'd by thee; 
Theſe Words, I own, did make 1 me ſtare, . 
No P erſon being to be ſcen ; 5 
When thro* the Leaves a Damſel fair 
I ſpy'd lying on the Green. 
A luſty Clown did by her ſtand, 
Endeavouring for to get away ; 
The Laſs as ſtrongly held his Hand, 
And thus to him did ſay. 
My deareſt ſweet Dickie, why wilt thou be 
$ croſs and ſo cruel unto me, 
When thou know 'ſt I love, I Languiſh, Iſigh, 
Idie for thee ? 
And then the Tears did trickle down 
From her bright Eyes exceeding faſt : 
The Sight of which ſo mov'd the Clown, 
He ſtood like one aghaſt. 
Why wilt thou Joany tempt me ſoo, 
Mayhaps we may a young one get, 
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Then 1 muſt for a' Soldier go, —_ 
And thou know'ſt I to fi 
My deareft; my Dickie, be ruled bu me 


They pain neither. ſhall preſs thee by Land not 


y Sea 
But love me, deareſt Dickie, and I'Llave thes. 
from the Wars. 

At this the Clown began to 

And learingly on her did FX, 
And after having wip'd his Chin 

From her à RI by took, 
And wilt thou then, my deareſt 

Secure me that I ſhan't — 
If ſo, I wiſh we two were one. 

Ah Dickie l then I am bleſt. 7 
She paw * by her, ſayiog, Be not 
| ai 
Gods ! who cou'd deny ſo charming a Maid? 
Such Breaſts, ſuch Lips, ſuch Eyes, — 

charm a modern Saint. 
Had you but ſeen with how much Art 
She manag'd him in Love's Conteſt, 
And how well Dickie plaid his part, 
You'd ſwear that each lov'd beſt. 
Now both agree to reſt a while, 


Being tired with extream Delight ; * 


She ſoon reviv'd him with a Smile, 
And Dickie renew'd the Fight, 


bd 
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Ske hagg d him, ſhe kiſs d him from Head to 
Heel, 

Such Joy and fuch Tranſport the Clown did 


ne er ſeel, 


Ky Dear, my Joan, be end, N never can 


from thee part 


They toy'd while they cou'd, and they both 
conſent, 

To meet the the next Ev'ning ; fo home they 

ee preſſing now, and Joan has her 


_Longiog lav'd. 


8 ON G 778. 
O', Night when all the Village ſlept, 
yrtillo's fad Deſpair 


The wand" ring Shepherd waking kept, 
To tell the Woods his Care. 


Be ne, ſaid he, fond Thought be gone; 


: yes, give your Sorrows o'er : 

Why ſhou'd you waſte-your Tears for one 
That thinks on you no more ? 

Yet all the Birds, the Flocks, and Pow'rs, 
That dwell within the Grove, 

Can tell how many tender Hours 
We here have paſs'd in Love. 

You' Stars above (my cruel Foes) 
Have heard how ſhe has ſworn 

A thouſand Times, that like to thoſe 
Her Flame ſhou'd ever burn. 


But fince ſhe's loſt, Oh! let me have 
My Wiſh, and quickly die: 

In this cold Bank I'll make a Grave, 
And there for. ever lie. 

Sad Nightingales the Watch ſhall keep, 
And kindly here complain : 

Then down the Shepherd lay to * 
But never wak'd again. 


SONG 779. 
ON dear Zelinda's Charms I gaze, 
And drink Deſtruction from her Eye, 
In thoſe bright Orbs Love gaily plays, 
And laughing bids on Fins, © fly: 
He wes with 
The Pain is yet 3 


So ſweet is the An 
I love and I languiſh; (dit, 
And when from my C , methinks Icould 


And when, &c. | 
With Venus, when on Ida's Grove, 
For Charms Zelinda may compare: 
She looks and moves the Queen of Love, 
As fair her Face, divine her Air. 
Bright Youth and good Nature 
Light up ev*ry Feature : 
With Wit all inviting 
She's gay and delighting, 
Inviting, delighting ; . 


O Cupid ! affiſt me my Charmer to move. 
0 Cupid ! &c, 


3 3 r —_ 
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SONG. 78. . 80 N 76 


D Night in my Ramble I chanced to ONE Dag. 3 heard Mary fay, 
How I leave thee? 


A this like a Spirit-it frightened me; Stay, deareſt Adonis, tay, ”" Le. 

I cock'd up my Hat, and reſolv'd to look big, Why wilt thou grieve me: 

And ſtrait fell a tuning the Iriſh Jig- Alas ! my fond Heart will break, Y 

The Devil drew nearer and neater ; in ſhort, If thou ſhould leave me ; 

I found it was one of the Petticoat Sort: I'll live and die for thy Sake z - * 

My Fears being over, I card not a Fig, Vet never leave thee. 

But ſtill J kept tuning the Iriſh Jig. | Say, lovely Adonis, ſay, 

And then I went to her, reſolving to try her; _ Has Mary deceiv'd thee ? | 

I put her agog of a longing Deſire ; Did e'er her young Heart betray I "> 


Itold her I'd give her a Whip for her Gig, New Love, that has griev'd thee; 


And a Scourge to the Tune of the Iriſh Jig, My conſtant Mind ne'er ſhall tray, +» +97 
Thou may believe me; 


" nm — but dancing our Fancy could 1,115» thee, Lad, Night and Day, 
ald We lay on the Graſs, and danc'd at our Eaſe ; And never leave thee, * 
I down'd with my 'B---s, and off with my Adonis, my charming Youth, 4 
Wig, What can relieve thee? 1 
And we fell a dancing the Iriſh Jig. Can Mary thy Anguiſh ſooth ? , 
Ithank you kind Sir, for your Kindneſs, ſaid This Breaſt ſhall receive chef. 
ſhe, My Paſſion can ne'er decay, 
The Scholar's as wiſe as the Maſter can be ; Never deceive thee : 
For if you ſhould chance to get me with Kid, Delight ſhall drive Pain away, 6 
I'll lay the poor Brat to the Iriſh Jig. Pleaſure revive thee. "0 


The Dance being ended, as you may ſay, But leave thee, leave thee, Lad, 

We roſe by Conſent, and we both went away; How fall I leave thee? 

I put on my Cloaths, and leſt her to grow big, O! that Thought makes me ſad, 

Aud ſo went roaring the Iriſh Jig. I'll never leave thee, Dd 
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Where would my Adonis fly ? She ruins his Credit and Pocket at Play, 
Why does he grieve me? . Quadrille, Picquet, 
Alas! my poor Heart will die, Ombre, Baſſet, | 
If 1 ſhould leave the. Alternative tharm and promote her Delight: 
2 * The Children are ſqualling, 
SONG 782. Blaſi d as the, c. And Creditors bawling, 
O bers falſe Tongues can you believe, That force the poor Banktupt away in the 
| Let not my truer ſpeaking Eyes ? Night. 
Mens Tongues Love teaches to deceive, SONG -8 
But with his Looks no Lover lies. r 
The leſs I boaſt my real Flame, | P Ain d with her lighting Jamie's Love, 


| Bell dropt a Tear---Bell dropt a Tear i 
N The more my Paſſion Truth beſpeaks ; op 
* Not what the Tongue but Eyes proclaim, The Gods deſcended from above, | 


s Infide makes Well pleas'd to hear--well pleag'd to hear: 
ms + tint on — * 4 They heard the Praiſes of the Youth 
» w-- 

Are more Os — bod they fay 3 From Tea Tenn from her 
Who more our n. Who now converted was ta Truth | 
1 Looks, — — wa 1 betray. And thus ſhe ſung---and as ye ſung. | 
ren Bleſt Days whien our ingenuous Sex | 
Whilft they — thee ſuch Love profeſs 3 More frank and kind---more frank and kind, | 
'True Love is, like true Courage, ſeen, Did not theit lov'd Adoters der; 

But more as'we pretend to't leſs, But ſpoke their Mind---but ſpoke their Mind 

* * Repenting now, ſhe promis' d fair 
SON G 783. Lilibulero. Wou'd he teturn---wou'd he return, l 
Q UR Shopkeepers Wives are ſo poliſh 6 of ghe ne'er again wou'd give him Care, 
late, Vigeing- Or cauſe him mourn or cauſe him moutn- 

That each bas her Card and her Viſiting hy 1 +41 thee, deſerving Swain, y 


And — ins tame-Huſband toils hard with Vet 2 name, - -yet ſtill chougüt 
5 his Fate, | 7 me, ; 


” 
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When he my yielding Heart did gain, 
Toown my Flame---to own my Flame ? 
Why took I Pleaſure to torment, 

| ſeem too coy---and ſeem too coy ? 

Which makes me now alas ! lament 

My lighted Joy---my flighted Joy. 

Ye Fair, while Beauty's in its Spring, 

Own your Defire---owh your 

While Love's young Power with his ſoft 

Fans up the Fire---fans up the Fire, 

| O do not with a filly Pride, 

a Or low Deſign--or low Deſign, 

| Refuſe to be a happy Bride, 
But anſwer plain---but anſwer plain, 
Thus the fair Mourner wail'd her Crime, 

With flowing Eyes---with flowing Eyes: 

Glad Jamie heard her all the Time, 

With ſweet Surprize---with' ſweet Surprize, 

Some God had led him to the Grove, 

| His Mind unchang'd---his Mind unchang'd, 

, WY Flew to her Arms, and cry'd, My Love, F 

Jan reveng” 'd---I am reveng d 


SONG 783. 
* Piping, the Gods have done 


5 There's — a Goddeſs a Hunting to Day: 
Mortals marvel at Corydon's Jeſting, - 
That gives the Aſſiſtance to entertain May, 


di 


"ag 
The Lads and the Lads, with COS 
aces, 
$0. ingly 24 potty trip over the Down n? 
M — they make, running at 
* Haſto they mals for a Groen» 


John with Gillian, Harry with Fran 

Meg and Mary, with Robin and Will,” 

George and Margery lead all the Dances, 
For hey were reported to have the beñj 


But Cec'ly and Manny, the faireſt of many, 


That came laſt of any from out of the 
Towns, 


Quickly got in among the Migf} of all the 


Throng, 


They ſo much did long for their Greets 


gowns. 


Wanton Deborah whiſper'd with Dojothy 
Tiny would wink ypon Richafd wt, 
ym z 
Mincing Maydlin ſhew'd her Authority 
And in the Quarrel _— venture Ab, 
Put Sibel was fickly, and | could nat goms 
quickly, 
And therefore was likely to falli iti'a Swroon : 
Tib would not tarry for Tom, nor forHarry, 
Left Chriſtian ſhould any; ak thy Grervg 


gown. 


: 


* 
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Blanch and Beatrice, both of a Family, 
Came very lazy lagging behind ; 
Anniſe and Aimable noting their Policy ; 
Cupid is cunning, altho* he be blind: 
But Winny the witty, that came from the City, 
With Parnel the pretty, and Beſſie the brown ; 
Clem, Joan, and Iſabel, Sue, Alice, and 
| : nny Nell, | | 
Travell'd exceedingly for a Green-gown. 
Now the Youngſters had reach'd the green 
% Meadow, 
Where they intended to gather their May ;, 
Some in the Sun-ſhine, ſome in-the Shadow, 
Singled in Couples did fall to their Play; 
But conſtant Penelope, Faith, Hope, and 
g Charity, 1 
Loek'd very modeſtly, yet they lay down; 
And Prudence prevented what Rachel repented, 
And Kate was contented to take a Green- 
gown. 


Then they defir*d to know of a Truth, 
If all their Fellows were in the like Caſe, 
Nem call'd for Edy, and Edy for Ruth, 
Ruth for Marcy, and Marcy for Grace; 


But there was no Speaking, they anſwer'd 


with Squeaking, 


The pretty Laſs breaking the Head of the 


Clown ; (doing : 
- Byt ſome were wooing, while others were 
Yet all their going was for a Green-gown, 


% 
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Bright Apollo was all this while peeping, 
To ſee if his Daphne had been in the Throng; 
But miſſing her, haſtily downwards was 
F Thetis in in'd h cel 
or is 1imagin d he too : 
Then all the Troop mourned, and — 
returned, 
For Cynthia ſcorned to ſmile, or to frown ; 
Thus they did gather May, all the long Sum- 
mer- day, | 
And at Night went away with a Green» 
gown, 


SONG 786. 
P Anthea all the Senſes treats, 
The Eye with Objects dear, 
The Smell with Nature's pureſt Sweets, 
With Harmony the Ear: 
The Taſte with Food ambrofial : 
But oh ! the Touch is all in all ; 
But oh! the Touch is all in all; 
Is all in all, &c. | 


SONG 587. 
P Aſtora's Beauties when unblown, 
E'er yet the tender Bud did cleave, 
To my more early Love were known, 
Their fatal Power I did perceive: 
How often in the Dead of Wight, 
When all the World lay huſh'd in Sleep; 


„ . 


of,” 
| 2 


Have I thought this my chief Delight, 

To figh for you, for you to weep ! 

Upon my Heart, whoſe Leaves of White 
No Letter yet did ever ſtain : 

Fate (whom none can controul) did write, 
The fair Paſtora here muſt reign : 

Her Eyes, thoſe darling Suns, ſhall prove 
Thy Love to be of nobleſt Race ; 

Which took its Flight ſo far above - 
All human Things, on her to gaze. 


How can you then a Love deſpiſe, 
A Love that was infus d by you? 
You gave Breath to its infant Sighs, 
And all its Griefs that did enſue : 
The Pow'r you have to wound 1 feel, 
How long ſhall I of that complain? 
Now ſhew the Pow'r you have to heal, 
And take away the tort' ring Pain. 


SONG 788. 


Pace, babling Muſs ! 
I dare not fing what you indite 3 

Her Eyes refuſe | 

To read the on which they write: 
She ſtrikes my Lute z but if it ſound, 
Threatens to hurl it on the Ground: 
And I no leſs her Anger dread, 
Than the poor Wretch that feigns him dead, 
While ſome fierce Lion does embrace 
His breathleſs Corps, and lick his Face: 


"A * 
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Wrapt up in filent Fear he lies, 


Torn all in Pieces if he cries, 


SONG 789. 


PEN in Devotion 
Bred from tender Vears, 

Frem my loving Motion 

Still was call'd to Pray rs. 
I made muckle Buſtle | 

Love's dear Fort to win ; 
But the Kirk Apoſtle 

Told her *twas a Sin. 


Faſting and Repentance, 


And ſuch whining Cant, 
With the Domeſday Sentence, 
Frighted my young Saint. 
He taught her the Duty 
Heav*nly Joys to know ; 
I, who lik'd her Beauty, 
Taught her thoſe below. 
Nature took my Part ſtill, 
Senſe did Reaſon blind, 
That, for all his Art till, 
She to me inclin'd. 


Strange Delights hereafter 
Did ſo dull appear, 
She, as I had taught her, 
Vow'd to ſhare em here. 
h Dd 3 


"4 


* 
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Faith tis worth your Laughter, 
*Mong'ſt the canting Race, 
Neither Son nor Daughter 
Ever yet had Grace. 
Peggy on the Sunday 


Came to me on Monday, 


And forgot his. Text; 


SONG 790. Carle and the King come. 
WY 4 „ how the King's conte, 
Peggy, now the King's come, 

Thou may dance, and I ſhall fing, 

Peggy, fince the King's come. 
Nae mair the Hawkies thou ſhalt milk, 
But change thy Plaiding-coat for Silk, 
And be a Lady of that Ilk, 

Now, Peggy, fince the King's come. 


SONG 791. 


P Hilander and Sylvia, a gentle ſoft Pair, 
Whoſe Buſineſs was Loving, and Kiſfing 
their Care; 
2 ſweet-ſmelling Grove went ſmiling along, 
the Youth gave a Vent to his Heart 
with his Tongue : 
Ah 1 oe” he, (and figh'd when he 
poke) 
Your cruel Reſolves will you never revoke ? 


he ND 


No never, the ſaid. How never he cd; 
Tis the Bamn' d chat ſhall only that Senting 
abide. 
She turn'd her about to look all around, 
ae and her pretty Eyes caſt on the 
round 
She kiſs'd his warm Checks, then play'd with 
his Neck, 
And urg*d that his Reaſon his Paſſion would 
check: 
Ah Philandet ! ſhe ſaid, tis a dangerous Bliſs, 
Ah l never aſk more, and I'll give thee a Kiſs, 
How never? he cry'd, then ſhiver'd all o'er, 
No never, ſhe ſaid, then tript to a Bower, 


She hone at the Wicket. He cry*d, let me in, 
She anſwer*d, I wou'd, if it were not a Sin; 
Heav'n ſees, and the Gods will chaſtiſe the 

poor Head * \ (faid, 
Of Philander for this. Straight trembling he 
Heav'n es, I confeſs, but no Tell - tales ars 

ere. 

a and cry'd, You'te an Atheiſt, 


y Dear ; 
And ſhou'd you prove falſe, I ſhould never 
endure, | | | 
How never ? he cry'd, and ſtraight down hs 
threw her. 


Her delicate Body he clafp'd i his Arms; 
He kiſs d her, he preſs'd her, heap'd Cham 
upon Charms; 


He 


cry'd, Shall I re? No never, ſhe ſaid 
Your Will you ſhall never enjoy till I'm dea 
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While thus the ſoothing Rogue prepares 


wy 


His Phillis for his Pleaſures, 


Then, as if ſhe were dead, ſhe ſlept and lay Learn, fair one, hence t"eſcape his Sate, 


ſill, 
Yet even in Death bequeath'd him a Smile: 
Which — the Youth his Charms to 


Which us *. ſtill about him to cure thoſe 
that die. 
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PHillis has ſuch charming Gracey, 
Beauty triumphs in her Eye ; 
She was made for the Embraces 
Of ſome mighty Deity. 
Phillis has ſuch charming Graces, . 
I muſt love her, tho” I die. | 


Have a Care Celeſtial Creature, 
Coyneſs may your Beauty pall ; 

You an Angel arg by Nature ; 
Angels by their Pride loſt all. 

Have a Care, Celeftial Creature, 
Leſt I triumph in your Fall. 


SONG 793. 


Hillis, the young, the fair, the gay, 
The Youth that fain wou'd ſpoil yg, 
Cives you at orice the Bloom of May, 
And riper Bluſh of July. 
Dd4 


Into her Hand he ſlily ſiipp' d in 


And ſave your faireſt Treaſures. 
The Bloſſoms by too hot a Taint 
Soon drop and fall neslected ; : 
And Fruit that has a Maggot in't, 
However fair's rejected. 


SONG 79 


Phils, as her Wine ſhe ſipp'd in, 
Gaily talking with her Swain, * 


Tal, lal, lal, 1al, 8 

A full Glaſs of briſk Champaighe Sa 
Why ſo coy, ſaid he, and fickle ? 0 

Muſt I always figh in vain ? 2 
Muſt I never hope to tickle | 9 

Tal, Jal, Kc. 

Your Ear with 8 merry Strain 7 
Long have I been toſs d and fretting, 
Like a Sailor on the Main; 

Sure, at length tis Time to get in, 
Tal, la}, &c. 

To the Port I hope to gain. 
Hearts you take delight in ſtealing, 

Of new Conqueſts till are vain ; 
Torture others, whilſt I'm 7 — 

Pleaſure that is void of Pain. 


Tal, &. 
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Won at length, ſhe liſten'd kindly, 
And from Love could not refrain ; 
Zo in the Nick the Nymph was finely 
© Tal, lal, &c. 

Fitted for her cold Diſdain, 


| SONG 79gs. 

: PHyllis! why ſhould we delay 
g Pleaſures ſhorter than the Day ? 

Could we (which we never can |) 
Stretch our Lives beyond their Span; 
Beauty like a Shadow flies, | 
And our Youth before us dies. 
Or would Youth and Beauty ftay, 
Love hath Wings, and will away: 
Love hath ſwifter Wings than Time; 
Change in Love to Heav'n does climb: 
Gods, that never change their State, 
Vary oft their Love and Hate. 


Phyllis! to this Truth we owe 
All the Love betwixt us two: 
Let not you and I enquire, 
What has been our paſt Defire : 
On what Shepherds you have ſmil'd, 
Or what Nymphs I have beguil'd ; 
Leave it to the Planets too, 
What we ſhall hereafter do : 
For the Joys we now may prove, 
Take Advice of preſent Love. 
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J PHills, the Faireſt of Love's Foes, 


Though fiercer than a Dragon, 
Phillis, that ſcorn'd the powder d Beaus, 
What has ſhe now to brag on? 

So long ſhe kept her Legs ſo cloſe, 

Till they had ſcarce a Rag on. 


Compell'd thro' Want, this wretched Maid 
Did ſad Complaints begin ; 

Which ſurly Strephon hearing ſaid, 
It was both Shame and Sin, 

To pity ſuch a lazy jade, 
As will neither Kiſs nor Spin, 
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Hcebe, the Roſe, the Meadows adorning, 
Pride of the Plain, and Queen of the May ; 
Silvio more cold than Dew of the Morning, 
When to his Sports he wakes with the Day, 
He laughs at wanton Cupid's Dart, | 
She ſtil} in vain purſues his Heart, 
Thro' Groves and Plains ſhe roves alone, 


And Echo anſwers to her Moan, 


Thro' Groves and Plains ſhe roves alone, 
And Echo anſwers to her Moan, 
Echo. Anſwers to her Moan. 
Echo, ſhe cries, my Sorrow returning, 
Sweeteſt of Nymphs that liv'ſt unſeen 3 
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Ik ning in that the Cauſe of my Mourning, 
For my Unkind ne er comes on the Green. 


Ah! tell me, wanton Prattler tell, 
Near what remote, what murmuring Rill ; 


In what cool Shade, what filent Bow'r, S. 
Say, where he waſtes the ſultry Hour? S. 


Echo. Here he waftes the ſultry Hour. 
Turning afide, ſhe views the Boy lying, 


Sunk in Repoſe, beneath the cool Shade; 
Taught by her Love to make him complying, 


All her ly-Arts employs the ſad Maid. 
To Echo firſt her Thanks ſhe pays, . 
And thus her kind Aſſiſtance prays : 

What Strain, kind Echo, ſhall I prove, 

To wake and rouze my Swain to Love ? 
Echo, Wake and rouze thy Swain to Love. 


Silvio, his Head on his Elbow reclining, 
Started amaz'd at Notes ſo Divine: 


lit'ning he view'd the Damfel repining, 


While ſhe purſu'd her artfut Deſign. 
Kind Echo, call him from the Field, 
Say Love will nobler Pleaſures yield: 
Kind Swain, this ſofter Paſtime chuſe, 
And whilſt thou fly'ſt, ſee who purſues, 
Echo. Whilſt thou fly ſt, ſee who purſues. 
Love in the Form of Phœbe, betraying, 
Sweetly reveng' d proud Silvio's Diſdain : 
Quickly he found a Joy in delaying 3 _ 
Try'd to depart, but 3 again. 
| os - 


Kind Echo, cry'd the Dame, 
If Silvio e'er ſhould own Love's Flame. 
Bid him, when curs'd with cold 
But think on wretched PhaQbe's Care. 
Echo. Think on wretched Phebe's Care. 


Peace, cry'd the Swain, and ceaſe this upbraid» 
ing 
Silvio ſhall ne'er be the Cauſe of her Tears 4 


Then from his Covert flies to the Maiden, 
And on her Lips his Conſtancy ſwears. 

The Maid did all his Vows applaud. 

She own'd, and he forgave the Fraud. 


And both agreed, with grateful Heart, . 8 . 


To thank kind Echo for her Part. 
Echo. Thank kind Echo for her Part. 


SONG 798. 
PHeebus , now ſhort*ning ev*ry Shade, 
Up to the Northern Tropick came, 

And thence beheld a lovely Maid 

Attending on a Royal Dame. | 
The God laid down his feeble Rays, 

Then lighted from his glitt'ring Coach; 
But fenc'd his Head with his own Bays, 

Before he could the Nymph approach. 


Under thoſe ſacred Leaves ſecure 


From common Light' ning of the Skies, 
He fondly thought he might endure 
The Flaſhes of Ardelia's Eyes, 
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» 
The Nymph, who oft had read in Books, 
Of that bright God whom 'Bards invoke, 
Soon knew Apollo by his Looks, 
And gueſs*'d his'Bas*nefs'ere he ſpoke. 
He, in the old celeſtial Cant, 
Confeſs'd his Flame, and ſwore by Styx, 
_ Whate'er ſhe would defire to grant; 
But wiſe Ardelia knew his Tricks. 
Ovid had warn*'d her to beware 


OF ftrolling Gods, whoſe uſual Trade is, 


Under Pretence of taking Air, 
To pick up Sublunary Ladies. 
+ Nowe er ſhe gave no flat Denial 
As having Malice in her Heart ; 
And was refolv*d upon a Trial 
To cheat the God in his own Art, 
Hear my Requeſt, the Virgin ſaid, 
Let which I pleaſe of all the Nine 
Attend, hene er I want their Aid, 
Obey my Call, and only mine. 
By Vow oblig*d, by Paſſion led,. 
The God could not refuſe her Prayer 


Ne wav'd his Wreath thrice o'er her Head, 


Thrice mutter d ſomething to the Air. 
now he thought to ſeize his Due: 
But ſhe the Charm already try d; 
Thalia heard the Call, and flew - 
Towait at bright Ardelia's Side, 
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On Sight of this celeſtial Prude, 
Apollo thought it vain to ſtay, 
Nor in her Preſence durſt be rude, 
But made his Leg, and went away, - 
He hop'd to find: ſome luchy Hour, 
When on — the Mufes wait; 
But Pallas owns Ardelia's Pow'r, 
For Vows divine are kept by Fate, 
Then full of Rage Apollo ſpoke, 
Deceitful Nymph, I ſee thy Art; 
And tho' I'can't my Gift revoke, 
I'll diſappoint its noble Part. 
Let ſtubbotn Pride poſſeſs thee long, 
And be thou negligent of Fame ; 
With ev'ry Muſe to grace thy Song, 
May*ſt thou deſpiſe a Poet's Name, 
Of modeſt Poets be thau firſt ; 
To ſilent Shades repeat thy Verſe, 
Till Fame and Echo almoſt burſt, 
Yet hardly dare one Line rehearſe. 
And laſt, my Vengeance to compleat, 
May you deſcend to take Renown, 
Prevail'd on by the Thing you hate, 
A Whig, and one that wears a Gown, 


SONG 79g 


Plevus Selinda goes to Pray ' rs, 1 
Jf I but aſk the Favour z 


* 


When ſhe believes I'll leave her. 


Or elſe had Hopes to win her ; 


Or I of her a Sinner, 


SONG Zoo. 
Plague us not with idle Stories, 


What are Lovers, what are 
What at belt but laviſh Things 


Free I liv'd, as Nature made me, 
No proud Beauty durſt invade me, 


Free I liv'd as Nature made me. 


Bacchus, Ceres, Venus, fir d me; 
I alone have loſt true Pleaſure, 
Freedom is the. only Treaſure. 


SONG 8$or. 


DOR Jenny and I we toiled, 
In a long Summer's Day; 
Till we were almoſt foiled, 
With making of the Hay: 
Her Kerchief was of Holland clear, 
Bound low upon her Brow: 3 
Ie whiſper'd ſomething in her Ear, 
But what's that to you ? 


. 


Wou'd I were free from this Reſtraint, 
Wou'd ſhe cou'd make of me a Saint, 


No rebellious Slaves betray d me, 


Exch by Turns, as Senſe inſpir'd me, 
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And yet the tender Fool's in Tear, 


Whining Loves, and ſenſeleſs Glories z 
Kings ? 


Dua 5 


Her Stockings were of Kerſey green, 
Well ſticht with yellow Silk ; 
Oh! ſike a Leg was never ſeen, 
Her Skin as white as Milk : 
Her Hair as black as any Crow, 
And ſweet her Mouth was too 3 
Oh ! jenny daintily can m-, 
But, &c. 
Her Petticoats were not ſo low, 
As Ladies they do wear them ; 
She needed not a Page I trow, 
For I was by to bear them: 


Iſe took them up all in my Hand, 


And I think her Linnen too; 
Which made me for to make a ſtand 
But, &c. 


King Solomon had Wives enough, 


And Concubines a Number; 
Yet Iſe poſſeſs more Happineſs, 
And he had more of Cumber : 
My Joys ſurmount a wedded Lite, 
ith Fear ſhe lets me m--w 
A Wench is better than a Wife, 
But, &c. 


The Lilly and the Roſe combine, 
To make my Jenny fair ; | 
There's no Contentment fike as mine, 
I'm almbit void of Care: 
But yet I fear my Jenny's Face 
Will cauſe more Men to wooe 3 


_ 
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Which if the ſhould, as I do fear, 
Still, what is that to you? 


SONG 802. 
P OOR fighing Damon courts in vain 
The blooming Sylvia's Love; 
To ev'ry Stream he tells his Pain, 
His Care to ev'ry Grove. ö 
Whilſt tender Sylvia's panting Breaſt 
For ſcornful Acron burns, 
Proud Acron flights her fond Requeſt, 
And all her Favour ſcorns. 
Let ev*ry Nymph that flights her Swain, 
Still meet with Sylvia's Fate; 
And, when the feels her Lover's Pain, 
Her own Example hate. 


SONG Soz. 
P OOR Cleonice thy Garlands tear 
From off thy widow'd Brow ; 
And bind thy looſe diſhevell'd Hair 
With Yew and Cypreſs now : 
And fince the Gods decreed his Years 
Should have ſo ſhort a Date; 
Let thy ſad Eyes pay Seas of Tears 
In Tribute to his Fate. 
The Trees a duller Green have worn 
Since that dear Swain is gone; 
Phe tender Flocks their Paſture mourn, 
And bleat a ſadder Moan: 


\ 
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The Birds that did frequent theſe Groves, 
To happy Manſions fly; ps 

And all that once ſmil'd on our Loves, 
Now ſeem to bid me die. 


SONG 804. 
P OOR Sawney had marry'd a Wiſe, 
And he knew not what to do with her; 

For ſhe*d eat more Barley-bread, 

Than he knew how to give her: 
We'll all ſup together, we'll all ſup together, 
We'll make no more than one, 
Till Jove ſends warmer Weather. N 
We'll all lig together, we'll all lig together, 
We'll make no more Beds than one, 
*Till Jove ſends warmer Weather. 
We'll put the Sheep*s-head in the Pot, 

The Wool and the Horns together ; 
And we will make Broth of that, 

And we'll all ſup together, 
We'll all ſup together, &c. 


The Wool ſhall thicken the Broth, 
The Horns ſhall ſerve for Bread : 
By this you may underſtand 
The Vertue that's in a Sheep's-head : 
And we'll all ſup together, &c. 
Some ſhall lig at the Head, 
And ſome ſhall lig at the Feet; 
Miſs Cuddy wou'd lig in the middle, 
Becauſe ſne d have all the Sheet: 
We'll alt lig together, &c. 


0 


Miſs Cuddy got up in the Loft, 
And Sawny wou'd fain have been at her, 
Miſs Cuddy fell down in her Smock, 
And made the Glaſs Windows to clatter : 
We'll all lig together, &c. 
The Bride ſhe went to Bed, 
The Bridegroom followed after, 
The Fidler crept in at the Feet, 
And they all ligg*d together: 
We'll all lig together, &c. 


SONG 80g. 
PReach not me your muſty Rules, 
Ye Drones that mould in idle Cell ; 

The Heart is wiſer than the Schools, 

The Senſes always reaſon well. 
I hort my Span, I leſs can ſpare 

To paſs a ſingle Pleaſure by; 
An Hour is long, if loſt in Care, 

They only live, who Lite enjoy. 
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PRepar'd to rail, reſolv'd to part, 
When I approach the perjur'd Fair, 

What is it awes my tim' rous Heart? 

Why does my Tongue forbear ? 
With the leaſt Glance, a little kind, 

Such wond'rous Pow'r have Mira's Char ns, 
de calms my Doubts; enſlaves my Mind, 

And all my Rage Aiſarms. 
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Forgetful of her broken Vows, _. 
When gazing on that Form divine 


. Her injur*d Vaſſal trembling bows, 


Nor dares her Slave repine. 


SONG 807. 


P Retty Armida will be kind, 
When at her Feet you proftrate lye 3 
No cruel Look was e*er defign'd, 
To dwell within her charming Eye: 
Gaze on her Face, and every Part 
That is expoſed to your View 7 
You'll preſently conclude her Heart — 
To be ſo ſoft, twill yield to you. 
But firſt tis fit you try your Skill 3 
You may not think that without Pain, 
And ſome Attendance on her Will, 
So rich a Prize you ſhall obtain: 
Wooers, like Angling-men, muſt wait 
Women's Time, and give them Play, 
Till ſhe has ſwallow'd well the Bait, 
Before ſhe will become their Prey. 
Wat tho' Armida's Looks be kind, 
end you read Yielding in her Eyes; 
Yet you, alas! may quickly find, 
Thoſe Cuarms do nought but tantalize ; 
Her Heart may not ſo eaſy be 4 
As you imagine, but may prove 
As hard as Adamant to thee, 
And Proof againſt the Darts of Lie 
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Your Skill, and all the Art you have, Troubles ſtill are drown'd in Drinking: 
Make Trial of, Sir, if you pleaſe ; Do not, do not then delay; 
Fell her, you are her captive Slave, Bacchus cares not for thy Will, 
And beg of her Relief and Eaſe :; But will have us drinking ſtill. 
But ſne Il not hear you; for ſhe ſpies, Do but view this Glaſs of Claxet, 
That underneath your gilded Bait Ho invitingly it looks; 
A crafty Hook ingloſed lies, Drink it quickly, or you'll mar it. 
So from your Angle ſhe*l! retreat. | 1 of ighting, or 7 Books; 
us have good Store of Wine 
SONG 808. | ' Hang him then that does repine, 
PRinces that rule, and Empire fway, Call the Drawer, bid him fill it, . 
How tranſitory is their State As full as ever it can hold: 
Sorrows the Glories do allay, O take heed you do not ſpill it, } 
And richeſt Crowns have greateſt Weight, Nis more precious far than Gold 3 
The mighty Monarch Treaſon fears, Let us drink, and then twill prove, : 
Ambitious Thoughts within him rave; Drink is better Sport than Love, 
His Life all Diſcontents and Cares \ | 
And he at beſt is dat a Stave. © SONG 810, Cea/e your, &,, ' 
Vainly we think with fond Delight P Rithee Billy, * 
To eaſe the Burden of our Cares; Ben't ſo filly, | 
Each Grief a ſecond does invite, | Thus to waſte thy Days in Grief j Fo 
And Sorrows are each others Heirs, 1 ſay, 2 | | | 
For me, my Honour I'll maintain, not lee yes 
Be tare, generous, and brave; But can Sorrow give Relief? 
And when I Quietude would gain, Leave repining, 
At leaſt, I find it in the Grave. E co your 2 * * 
| ox on Torment, Grief, a oe I f 
SONG 809. | If ſhe's tender, * 1 F C 
F Rithee, Friend, leave off thy Thinking, She'll ſurrender ; The 
Caſt thy Cares and Love awayz If ſhe's tough, e en let her go, I 


i 
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To meet thoſe Joys in- Strephon's Arms, 


P Vrſuing Beauty, Men deſcry Upon her Hand ſhe leant her Head, 
The diſtant Shore, and long to prove Her Breſt did gently riſe ; 

(Still richer in Variety) That e'ery Lover might have read 
The Treaſure of the Land of Love, Her Wiſhes in her Eyes: 

We Women, like weak Indians, ſtand At e'ery Breath that mov'd the Trees; 
lnviting, from our golden Coaſt, She ſuddenly would ſtart; 

The wand'ring Rovers to our Land; A Cold on all her Body ſeiz'd, 
But ſhe, who trades with *em, is loſt. A Trembling on her Heart. 

Vith humble Vows they firſt begin, But he that knew how well ſhe lov'd; 
Stealing, unſeen, into the Heart; Beyond his Hour had-ſtay'd ;, 

But by Poſſeſion ſettled in, And both with. Fear and Anger mov'd. 
They quickly act another Part. The melancholy Maid ; 

For Beads and Baubles we reſign, * Ye Gods, ſhe ſaid, how oft he ſwore, 
In Ignorance, our ſhining Store; oy wo oo here by One ; 

Diſcover Nature's richeſt Mine, a But NOW A as tis Six and more, 
And yet the Tyrants will have more. A 

de wiſe, be wiſe, and do not try, SONG 813. Draw, Cupid, draw. 
How he can court, or you be won; Ren, Sylvia, reign, 

for Love is but Diſcovery, The Rebel quits his Arms 
When that is made, the Pleaſure s done. Your Pow'r's compleat, 

And I ſubmit 
SONG 81z. To Love's victorious Charms; 
R 4vging the Plain one Summer's Night, The pleaſing Pain, 
To paſs a vacant Hour, , The gentle Chain 

| fortunately chanc'd to light = That conſtant Hearts unite, 

On lovely Phillis Bow*r. . Such Joys beſtows, 


The Nymph, adorn'd with thouſand Charms, That Freedom knows 
In ExpeRation ſat, No ſuch fincere Delight. 


2 
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T ſhiver, and I burn, 
I triumph, and I mourn, 
I faint, I die, 
Until I fly 
Her Paſſion to return; 
But Oh! I fear, 
I oo fierce to bear 
The mighty Joy will be; 
And Love's keen Dart, 
Fixt in my Heart, 
Prove that of Death to me. 
SONG 8 14. 


| REmember, Damon, you did tell, 
In Chaſtity you lov'd me well ; 
But now, alas! I am undone, 
And here am left to make my Moan, 
Ho, ho, rah, in Amburah, 
Ho, and ho, derry 
Hi, and hi, derry, 


Ho,---derry, derry, derry, derry, Amburah. 


To doleful Shades I will remove, 
Since I'm deſpis'd by him I love, 
Where poor forſaken Nymphs are ſeen, 
In lonely Walks of Willow green. 
Ho, ho, rah, &c. 
Upon my Dear's de uding Tongue 
Such ſoft perſuaſive Language hung, 
_ when his Words had filence broke, 
oy wou'd have thought an Angel ſpoke, 
= ho, rah, &c, 


% 
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Too happy Nymph, whoe'er ſhe be, 

That now enjoys my charming He z 

For, oh! I fear it to my Coſt, 

Sh*as found the Heart that I have loſt. 
Ho, ho, rah, &c. 


Beneath the faireſt Flow'r on Earth, 

A Snake may hide, or take its Birth; 

So his falſe Breaſt conceal it did, 

His Heart, the Snake that there oy . 
Ho, ho, rah, &c. | 

"Tis falſe, who ſays we hapyy ar 

Since Men delight our Hearts t'enſnare; 

In Man go Woman can be bleſt, 

Their Vows are Wind, their Love's a "uy 
Ho, ho, rah, &c. 


Ye Gods, in Pity to my Grief, | 

Send me my Damon, or elief ; ; 

Return that wild delicious Boy, 

Whom once I thought my Spring of Jay. 
Ho, ho, rah, &c, 

But, whilſt 'm beggip g of this Bliſs, 

Methinks I hear you 1 Linh this ; 

Whom Damon has enjoy*d, he flies, 

Who ſees him, loves, who loves him, dies, 
Hoy ho, rah, &c. 


There's not a Bird that haunts this Grova, 


But is a Witneſs of my Love; 
Echo repeats my plaintive Moans, 


The Waters imitate my Groans 


Trees their'bending Baughs recline; 
L tele Sends, as I do mine. 
Ho, ho, rah, &c. : 8 


8 O NG 815. Tweed Side. 
Eftrain'd from the Sight of my Dear, 
No Object with Pleaſure I fee, 
Tho' Thouſands all round me appear, 
The World's but a Defart to me ; - 
try Morning her Charms to ſurvey. 
$ol's Abſence I'd gladly excuſe ; 
'Tis her Eyes that reſtore me the Day, 
'Tis Night when their Luſtre I loſe. 
In vain are the Verdures of Spring, 
The Fields dreſt ſo-bloomingly gay 
The Birds that delightfully fing K. 
Delight not when Celia's away: | 
Ob! give the dear Nymph to my Arms, 
And the Seaſons unheeded may roll; 
Her Preſence like Midfummer warms, 
Her Abſence out-freezes the Pole. 
Reclin'd by ſoft murmuring Streams, 
| weeping diſdurthen my Care; 
| telf to the Rocks my fond Themes, 
Whoſe Echoes but ſooth my Deſpair : 
Ye ſtreams that ſoft murmuring flow, 
Convey to my Love e ery Tear; 
„re Rocks that refound with my Woe, 
Repeat my Complaints in her Ear. 
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O tell her I languiſhing lie . 5 | 
In the midſt of Life's vigorous Bloom, 
That 'tis only herſelf can ſupply | 
The Cure that retrieves from the Tomb: 
And if the dear Charmer ſhall deign 
To equal my amorous Fire, - 
That Moment will eaſe all my Pain, 
New Life and new Pleaſure inſpire. 


. SONG. 816; 

Eturn, return, my lovely Nymph, 
R For Summer's Pleafhres now will fade 1 
The trembling Leaves begin to PP, 

All Nature ſeems as if decay'd. 

Th* harmonious Nightingale's retir d. 
Th” Approach of wint ry Nights to mourn 4 

The Lark forgets to mount the Sky; " IT 
Ah.! Iovely Czlia, quick return. 

The bluſhing Roſe's Charms decay, 


19 
* 


The Lily droops its lovely Head: * 
Sweet winding Thames begins to ſwell, - 

And viſit th unfrequented Mead. wa 
The Shepherd's Pipe neglected lies, N 


The Vallies now no more delight: 
Soft pleaſing Scenes of Country Life 
Have taken too their annual Flight. 


SONG 817. Fint a Crum, Cc. 
R Eturn hameward, my Heat, again, _ 
And bide where thou was wont to ba z 


* 
1 


1 
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Thou art a Fool to ſuffer Pain Becauſe ſhe ſaid I took it ill, 
For love of ane that loves not thee : For her Depart my Heart was air, 
My Heart, let be fic Fantaſie, But was beguil'd ; gae where ſhe will, 
Love only where thou haft good Cauſe ; Beſhrew the Heart that firſt takes Care 2 
Since Scorn and Fiking ne'er agree, But be thou merry late and air, 
The fint a Crum of thee ſhe faws. This is the final End and Clauſe, 
To what Effect ſhould thou be thrall ? And let her feed and fooly fair, 
rern For fint a Crum of thee ſhe faws. 
My 2 never beaſtial, Neꝰ er dunt again within my Breaſt, 
But Ken who does thee good or ills Ne'er let her Slights thy Courage ſpill, 
At hame with me then tarry ſtill, Nor gie a Sob, altho' ſhe ſneeſt, 
And ſee wha can beſt play their Paws, She's faireſt paid that gets her Will, 
And let the Filly fling her Fill, She gecks as gif I mean'd her ill, 
For fint a Crum of thee ſhe faws. When ſhe glaicks paughty in her Braws; C 
Tho? ſhe be fair, I will not fenzie, Now let her ſnirt and fyke her fill, 
HO SRO None mae; For fint a Crum of thee ſhe faws, D 
For why, they are a Felon Menzie \ 
That ſeemeth good, and are not fac. SONG, 818. 
My Heart, take neither Sturt nor Woe R Ing, ring the Bar-bell of the World, 
For Meg, for Marjory, or Mauſe, Great Bacchus calls for Wine; 
But be thou blyth, and let her gae, Haſte, pierce the Globe, its Juices drain, 
For fint a Crum of thee ſhe faws, To whet him ere he dine. FAA 
Wild for a Sight of Jaſon yied ; : When firſt you have pour'd it forth b. R 
Remember how young Creſſida b The Globe ſhall cluck, as ſoon as tapp d, 4 
Troilus for Diomede 3 To brood ſuch Sons of Worth. | 4 
Remember Helen, as we read, When this World's out, more World' wel 9 
Brought Troy from Bliſs unto bair Waws: Who dare oppoſe the Call? (have 
Then let her gae where ſhe may ſpeed, - If we had twice ten thouſand Worlds, 
For fint a Cram, of thee ſhe faws. Ere Night we'd drink them all. bo 


l W 4 
* { * 


The 

dee, ſee our Drawer Atlas comes, 
His Caſk upon his Back 3 

Vaſte ! drink and ſwill, let's booze amain, 

apollo cry d, let's drink amain, 

1 Time ſhould go aſtray. ö 

well make Time drunk, the reſt reply d, 
We Gods can make a Day. 

Brave Hercules, who took the Hint, 
Required Time to drink, 

And made him gorge ſuch Potions down, 
That Time forgot to think. 

Vathinking Time thus overcome, 
And nonplus'd in the Vaſt, 

Diſoly'd in the Ethereal World, : 
Sigh'd, languiſh'd, groan'd his laft. . 

Now Time's no more, let's drink away ? 
Hang flinching, make no Words ; 

like true born Bacchanalian Souls, 
We'll get as drunk as Lords. 


SONG 819. 


Res; Jock came to woo our Jenny; 
On ae Feaſt - Day when we were fou; 

de brankit faſt, and made her bonny, 

And ſaid, Jock, come ye here to woo ? 
She burniſt her baith Breaſt and Brou, 
dd made her cleer as ony Clock; 
Then ſpak her Dame, and faid, I trou 
*come till woo our Jenny, Jock, Ke 2 


wel 
hays 


AVIA 


- 


| on 
R F. 419 | 
Jeck faith, forſuith, I yern ft” fan 
To luk my Head, and fit down by you 2 
Then ſpak ber Minny, and ſaid again, 
My Bairn has Tocher enough to gie you. 
Tehie ! qo Jenny, kick, kiek, I fee you 
Minny, you Man makes but a Mock,. 
Deil has the---fu leis me o'you, 
I come to woo your Jenny, qo Jock. 
My Bairn has Tocher of her win | 
A Guſe, a Gryce, a Cock and Hen, 
A Stirk, a Staig, an Acre fawin, 
Bakbread and a Bannock-ſtane; 
A Pig, a Pot, and a Kinn there ben, 
A Kame- but and a Kaming-ftock x 
With Coags and Luggies nine or ten: 
Come ye to woo our Jenny, Jock ? | 4 
A Wecht, a Peet-creel and a Cradfe, 1 
A pair of Clips, a Graip, a Flail, 
An Ark, an Ambry, aud a Ladke, 
A Milfie, and a Pal 
A rouſty Whittle td ber the Kail, 
And a Timber-mell the Mar to knock, 
Twa Shelfs made of an auld Fir-dale : 
Come ye to woo our Jenny Jock ? 
A Furm, a Furlet, and a Peck, ; 
A Rock, a Reel, and a Wheel-band, . 
A Tub, a Barrow, and a Seck, i 
A Spurtil-braid, and an Elwand. _ 
Then Jock took Jenny be WHind, 
And cry'd, A Feaſt! * a Och 
\ = 4 
; bs ; 
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And made a Brydal upo' Land: 


No I have got your Jenny, qo Jock. 


Now. Dame, I have your Doughter marri'd, 
And tho* ye make it ne'er ſac tough, 
I let you wit ſhe's nae miſcarri'd, 
Its well kend I have Gear enough: 
Ane auld gawd Gloyd fell owre a Heugh, 
A Spade; a Speet, a Spur, a Sock ; 
Witbquten Owſen I have a Pleugh : 
May that no fer your Jenny, qo Jock? 
A treen Truncher, a Ram-horn Spoon, 
Twa Buits of barkit 5 any". 
A* Graith that ganes to coble Shoon, 
And a Trawcruck to twyne a Teather. 
Twa Croks that moup among the Heather, 
A 2 of Branks, and a Fetter Lock, 
A teugh Purſe made of a Swine's Blather, 
To had your Tocher, Jenny, qo Jock, 


Good Elding for our Winter Fire, A 

A Cod off Caff wad fill a Cradle, 
A Rake of Iron to clat the Bire, 

A Deuk about the Dubs to padle ; 
The Pennel of an auld Led-ſadle, 
And Rob my Eem hecht me a Stock, 

Twa lulx Lips to lick a Ladle; 

May thir no gane your Jenny, qo | Jock * 

A pair of Hames and Brechom fine, 
And without Bitts a Bridle-renzie, 

4 r of the Linkome-twine, 


-— on 
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1 drew the Curtains of the Lawn, 


Mair yet in ſtore---I need na 
Five hundred Flaes, a fendy Flock ; 

- And are not thae a wakrife Mengie, 
To gae to Bed with Jenny and Jock ? 


Tak thir for my part of the Feaſt, | 
It is well known I am weel bodin: 
Ye need not ſay my part is leaſt, | 

Wer they as meikle as they ro lodin. 
The Wife gin the Kail was ſodin, 
When we have done, tak hame the Brok ; 
The Roſt was teugh as Raploch Hodin, 
With which they feaſted Jenny and *. 


SONG 820. 


S Abina in the dead of Night 
In reſtleſs Slumbers wiſking lay; 
Cynthia was Bawd, and her clear Light . 
To looſe Defires did lead the Way : 
I * to her Bedſide with bended Knee 
ſure Sabina ſaw, 1 
And fe Sabina ſaw, 
And ſure Sabina ſaw, 
I'm ſure ſhe ſaw, but would not ſees 


Which did her whiter Body keep; 
But ſtill the nearer I was drawn, | 

Methought the faſter ſhe did ſleep ; 
I call'd Sabina ſoftly in her Ear, \ 
And ſure Sabina keard, but wa. K 


Thus, 28 as ſome midnight Thief (when all 
Are wrapp'd into a Letharg Nu, 
Kilently creeps from Wall to 
To (zarch for hidden Treaſury : 
© mov d my buſy Hand from 
An! ure Sabina felt, and would not feel; 
Thus 1 ev*n by a Wiſh enjoy, 4 
and ſhe without a Bluſh receives; 
As * diſſembling moſt are coy, 
She by diſſembling freely gives: 
For you may ſafely ſay, * err it too, 
Sabina ſhe did hear, 
Sabina ſhe did ſee, 
Sabina ſhe did feel, 4 
She did hear, ſee, feel, ſigh, kiſs and do, 


SONG. 821. , 
AD Mucidora, all in Woe, 
A ſilent Grotto ſeeks ; 
No more herſelf on Plains does ſhowp 
But mourning, thus ſhe peaks: 
Why was J born of high Degree? 
An humbte 'Shepherdeſs 
bad bern far happier for me, 
Than ait his gaudy Dreſs. 
ſumptuous Palace full of Joy, 
To me a Dungeon is 
d all That Mirth does me annoy, 
"Wo Wow no Thought of Bliſs : 
£ Ke 5 
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to Heel, 


SA you the Nym 


. 84 ye 


2 


Then, wrapt in Grief, the lovely Mac 
Retir d from alt the Thron , 


And on a Bankreclin'd her 8h 


While Tears ran trieKling, erickling down, _ 


SONG. 822. | 
h whom I adore, - © 
Saw you the G of my Heart 3 | 
And can you bid me love no more, 2 
Or can you think I feel no Srhart ? \ 
So many Charms around her ſhine 
Who can the dear 'Femptation. LE 


«4 


- * 
— 


_ *Spite of her Scorn e 


s 0 N G tas. 


Nett les, 
Jenny Nettles, Jenny Nettles, 
Saw ye Jenny Nettles, 
Coming frae the Market; 


— 


Bag and Baggage on her Back, 


Her Feeand Bountith inher Lap 3 - 2% 


Bag and Baggage on her Back ; 


And à Babie in her Oxter. » * 


I met ayont the Kairny, | 
any Nets, 8 


4 
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* the Stool, | bande ms bright and ſound, * 
tka , ear Jack 
roumd about ſeeks Robin out, To * our amorous Fires; 0 
Our Girls young and ſmart, and ſhall kik with 
a ſmack, ( 
Robin Rattle, Robin Rattle; And ſhall gratify all our Defires ; 
The Bottles we'll crack, and the Lafſes we'l 
ſe Jenny Nettles kindly : | ſmack, 
| the Blame, and ſhun the Shame And gratify, &c. 
And without mair Debate o't, - | SONG | 
Take hame your Wain, mak Jenny fain, 825. 0 
The leel and leeſome Gate 0't. QAY, all ye Friends that now are met | 
g | | Around this ſparkling Bowl, } 
SONG 824. | * ſad — 5 
| | 2 vy on I? 
1 and Wine, there is nothing Does any here the Lover mourn 
That can bribe honeſt Souls to endure it : 1 L 
| f Who treats his Offerings with Scorn 
4 1 and ſurrounded And kills him with Deſpair? , 
Dear Women and Wine only cure it. Or is there apy weary Mind 
Sa * * Dear Women, &c. ax N ſo om 4 8 
8 , keeps his Joys too cloſe confln* 
ey nee an ee my Boys, we'll have Women "7, flavidh Goals of Dat? i 
And wiſely to Purpoſe employ them: If ſo, drink twice a ſingle Share, 
; He's a Fool that refuſes ſuch Bleſſings divine, Quick toſs the Liquor round, T 
« Whilſt Vigour and Health can enjoy them. And you ſhall find that ſtupid Care | 
As Women and Wine, dear Women and Wine, Will preſently be drown'd, 1 


Whilſt Vigour, &. See, ſee the Bowl with pleaſing Smiles 
Lg | Invites us to a Bliſs z | 
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All cloudy Sorrows it beguiles, In vain you cry, you'll fin no mote Nm 
And flows all Happineſs. In vain you! ; faſt ; l 
Come join in Chorus, to the Praiſe You'll ne'er perſuade vs, till threeſcore, 
Of the great God of Wine; That Sylvia can be chaſte. 
0 jolly Bacchus ! pow*rful God, When thus affectedly you cant, 
All Happineſs is thine. You're ſuch a young Beginner, 
You make at beſt an aukward Saint, 
SONG 826. That are a charming Sinner, 
Y, good Maſter Bacchus, aftride on | h 
81 a may SONG 828. * 
fince our Champaigne*s gone, and our Claret's QAY, lovely Dream! where could'ſ thou find 
| run out, Shades to counterfeit that Face ? 
Which of all the briſk Wines in your Empire Colours of this glorious Kind, 
that grow, | Come not from any mortal Place. 
Will ſerve to delight your poor Drunkards be- In Heav'n itſelf thou ſure wer't dreſt 
low ? With that Angel-like Diſguiſe ; 


Reſolve us, grave Bir, and ſoon ſend it over, Thus deluded am I biegt 
8 leſt we die of the Sin of be ng And ſee my Joy with cloſed Eyes. 


F But ah ! this Image is too kind, 
SONG 827. To be other than a Dream: 
TAY , lovely Sylvia, lewd and fair, co — ' . 
Venus in Face and Mind, Noor put Cr CTC Suns 
Why muſt not I that Bounty ſhare Fair Dream! if thou intend'ſt me Grace, 
You pour on all Mankind? Change that heav'nly Face of thinez 
That Sun that ſhines promiſcuouſly Paint delpis'd Love in thy Face, 
On Prince and Porter's Heads, | And make it to appear like mine. 
Why muſt it now leave only me Pale, wan, and meagre let it look, 


To languiſh in the Shades ? 1 Wich aPity-moving Shape; 
"A 


424 
Such as wander by the Brook 
Of Lethe, or from Graves eſcape. 
Then to that matchleſs Nymph 

In whoſe Shape thou thineft fo; 
Softly in her ſleeping Ear, 

With humble Words expreſs my Woe. - 
Perhaps from Greatneſs, State, and Pride, 
Thus ſurprized the may fall; 
Sleep does Diſproportion hide, 

FE And, Death ing, equals all, 


QAY,. cruel Amoret, how long, 
In Billet-doux and humble Song, 
Shall poor Alexis woo ? 
If neither writing, ſighing, dying, 
Reduce you to a ſoft complying ; 
O when will zou come to? 


Full thirteen Moons are now paſt o'er, 


© Since firſt thoſe Stars I did adore, 


That ſet my Heart on fire: . 
The conſcious Play-houſe, Parks, and Court 
Have ſeen my Suff rings made your Sport; 
Fett am I ne er the nigher, | 

A faithful Lover ſhould deſerve 
A better-Fate, than thus to ſtarve 
In Sight of ſuch a Feaſt ; 


= 
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o Nephew! your Grief is but Folly, | 


The School-boy's Delight is a Play-day, 


But oh? if you'll not think it fit, 
Your hungry Slave ſhould taſte one Bit; 
Give ſame kind Looks at leaſt. | 

SONG zo. | 

QAys my Uncle, I pray now diſcover . ' 

What has been the Cauſe of your Wots, 


That you pine'and you whine like a Lover ? 
I've ſeen Molly Mogg of the Roſe ! 


In Town you may find better Prog; 
Half a Crown there will get you a Molly, 
A Molly much better than Mogg. 


The School - maſter's Joy is to flog, 
A Fop's the Delight of a Lady, 
- But mine is in fweet Molly Mogg. 
Will o' Wiſp leads the Trav'ier a-gadding 
Thro* Ditch, and thro* Quagmire and Beg 
But no Light can e er ſet mea madding, 
But the Eyes of my ſweet Molly Mogg · 
For Guineas in other Mens Breeches | 
Your Gameſters will paum and will cog 
But I envy them none of their Riches, 
So I paum my ſweet Molly Mogg. 
The Heart that's half-wounded is ranging, 
It here and there leaps like a Frog; 


But my Heart can never by URGES ing, 
Tu co fix'd on my ſweet Molly Moss. 


o 


| know that by Wits *tis recited, 
That Women, at beſt, are a Clog; 
But I'm not ſo eaſily frighted 
From loving my ſweet Molly Mogg. 
A Letter when I am inditing, 
Comes Cupid, and gives me a Jog, 
And I fill all my Paper with writing 
Of nothing but ſweet Molly Mogg. 
Ifeel I'm in Love to Diſtraction, 
My Senſes are loſt in a Fog; 
And in nothing can find Satisfaction, 
But in Thoughts of my ſweet Molly Mogg. 
If 1 would not give up the Three Graces, 
I wiſh I were hang'd like a Dog, 
And at Court all the Drawing-room Faces, 
For a Glance of my ſweet Molly Mogg. 
For thoſe Faces want Nature and Spirit, 
And ſeem as cut out of a Log; 
Juno, Venus, and Pallas's Merit 
Unite in my ſweet Molly Mogg. 
Were Virgil alive with his Phillis, 
And writing another Eclogue, 
Both his Phillis and fair Amaryllis 
He'd give for my ſweet Molly Mogg. 
When Molly comes up with the Liquor, 
Then Jealouſy ſets me a-gog, 
To be ſure ſhe's a Bit for the Vicar, 
And fo I ſhall loſe Molly Mogg. 
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. Sequel to the foregaing Verſas. 4 


W HEN to Women you make your Ad- 
. dreſs, Sir, ; 4 | ? 
Remember the old Decalogue, | 
And take heed that you never tranſgreſs, Sir, 
With that beautiful Toaſt, Molly Mogg. 


SONG 831. 1 me ſome ſoft 
reexe 1 * 


and cooling 1 


8 EE! in the limpid floating Glaſs, 
How bright Aurelia does appear! ; 
So Lillies, in a Chryſtal Cafe, 
Receive a Gloſs, and look more fair. 
Ske like the Orient Morning ſhows, 
When lifting o'er the Waves her Head 
Or Venus, when the Goddeſs roſe, - 
And firſt forſook her wat'ry Bed. . 
Take heed, ah ! lovely Maid, take heed, - 
Leſt in the Mirrour thou ſhou*dſt fpy _-, 
Thy blooming Charms, and for them bleed, 
Narciſſus- like, and for them die. | 
For who, unmov'd, can view that Breaſt! © 
That Shape ! that Face! thoſe matchle(s 
Charms ! l 
I find my Soul with Love poſſeſs d, 
And raging Fire my Boſom warms. 
Oh ! that ſhe was by me entwin'd, 
Where now the wat'ry Circles rung 


= 
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Till we, like Salamacis, join'd, 

Our Bodies blended both in one. 
Plunge in the Font, ye old and weak, 

"Twill kindle Life, and Youth reſtore, 
And, like the Stygian Current, make 

' Your Limbs as vig'rous as 


| SONG 832. 
SEE what a Conqueſt Love has made ! 
Beneath the Myrtle's amorous Shade 
The charming fair Corinna lies, 
All melting in Defire, 
Quenching in Tears thoſe flowing Eyes, 
That ſet the World on Fire. 


What cannot Tears and Beauty do ? 
The Youth by Chance came by, and knew 
For whom thoſe chryſtal Streams did flow ; 
And tho' he ne'er before 
To her Eyes* brighteſt Rays did bow, 
' Weeps too, and does adore. 


So when the Heav'ns ſerene and clear, 

Gilded with gaudy Light appear, 

Each craggy Rock, and ev'ry Stone 
Their native Rigour keep; 

But when in Rain the Clouds al down, 


SONG 833. 
82 how fair Corinna lies, 
Kindly calling with her Eyes: 
In the tender Minute prove her, 
Shepherd ! Why ſo dull a Lover? 
Prithee, why ſo dull a Lover ? 


In her Bluſhes ſee your Shame; 


Anger they with Love proclaim ; 


You too coldly entertain her: 
Lay your Pipe a little by ; 
If no other Charms you try, 

You will never, never gain her. 


While the happy Minute is, 


Court her, you may get a Kiſs ; 


May be, Favours that are greater. 
Leave your Piping, to her fly: 
When the Nymph you love is nigh 

Is it with a Tune you'treat her l 


Dull Amintor! fie, oh ! fie: 
Now your Sh herdreſs is nigh ; 
Can you your Time no bettet? 


SONG 834. 
E, Phillis, yonder Bower 
With e ery beauteous Flower, 
And twining Green array'd ; 


Sweet Jonquils, -Daffadillies, 
Carnations, Roſes, Lillies, 
Invite us to the Shade. | 
There claſping thee, my Treaſure, 
In Extaſy *bove Meaſure, 
I'll on your Boſom lye ; 
While you're with Looks expiring 
My bliſsful Death defiring, 5 
My Soul with Joy ſhall fly. 
With balmy melting Kiſſes - 
Ill crown my dying Bliſſes, 
iſt you in Pity cry; 
My Love, I'll net be cruel, 
But in this am*rous Duel 
We'll both together die. | 
SONG B45. The Bonny Chriſt 
| urch Bells. 1-1 
8 E E how fair and fine ſhe lies 
Upon her Bridal Bed ; | 
No Lady at Court, 
So fit for the Sport, 


Oh ſhe look'd ſo curiouſly white and red: 


After the firſt and ſecond Time, 

The weary Bridegroom ſlacks his Pace; 
And cling thy Chgek cloſe to my Face: 
Tinkle, tinkle, goes the Bell under the Bed, 

Whilſt Time and Touch | 
Then with a Kiſs n 
They end their Bliſs, 
And ſo fall faſt aſleep. 
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- SONG... 836. 8 
GEE, ſee, like Venus ſhe appears, * 
e 
Enchant me to her Arms. 
Were I to chuſe my fav'rite Joy, ' 24} 4 
Or Love, or Kingly Sway, 


Her Smiles would all my Hours employ, . 


And ſport the World away. 
SONG 337. 


Er from the filent Grove Alexis flieg 


And ſeeks with every pleaſing Art, 3 
To eafe the Pain which lovely Eyes ; 
Created in his Heart. | 
To ſhining Theatres he now repairs, g 
To learn Camilla's moving Airs, Fo 1; os 
While thus to Mufick's Pow'r the Swain ade 
dreſs'd his Pray*rs : * 
Charming Sounds that ſweetly languiſh, 
Mufick, oh compoſe my Anguiſh ! 
Ev'ry Paſſion yields to thee's 
Phæbus, quickly then relieve me z * 
Cupid ſhall no more deceive me, | 
Ill to ſprightlier Joys be free. 
Apollo heard the fooliſh Swain; | 
He knew, when Daphne once he lov'd, 
How weak t'affuage an amorous PRI, . 
- 


* 


And all bis healir 
Then thus-he ftrikes th 
Preluding to his Voice, 2 
Sounds, tho* 
Do net, $ „then deceive thee ; 
Mufick is the Voice of Love. 
If the tender Maid believe thee, | 
Kind ing, a 
Will alone thy Pain remove. 
SONG. 838. 
SN. fee my y Seraphina comes, | 
"Adorn'd with ev'ry Grace; 
Look, Gods, from your celeſtial Domes, 
And view her charming Face. 
Then ſearch; and ſee if you can find 
In all your ſacred Groves, | 
| & Nywph, or Goddrls, ſo diyine, = # 


: $ONG 829. 
EE, Sirsy ſee here | a Doctor rare, 
Who travels, much at home! 
Paſt, preſent, and to come; 
The Cramp, the Stitch, the Squirt, the Itch, 
The dion? Gy eres e, | 
ulligrubs, the bonny 
And all Pandora” $ Pot 


— þ v vain. 
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ing Strings, 
cn relieve thee ; 


Thouſands I've FU e 


Thouſands new ertcted, 
And ſuch Cures effected, 
As none e er can tell z 
Leet the Palſy ſhake ye, 
Let the Cholick rake ye, 
Let the Crinkums break ye, 
Let the Murrain take ye, 


Take this, take this, and you are well. 


Thouſands, &c. 
Come Wits ſo keen, devour d with Spleen, 
And Beaus who've ſprain'd your Backs, 
Big-belly'd Maids, old founder ' d Jades, 
And pepper d Vizard Cracks; 
I ſoon remove the Pains of Love, 
And cure the love ſick Maid, 


| The Young, the Old, the Hot, the Cold, | 


The Living and the Dead; 


I clear the Laſs with Wainſeot Face, 


And from Pimgennets free 

Plump Ladies red hee Saracen's Head, 
With toping Ratafee. _ 

This with a Jirk will do your Work, 
And ſcour ye o'er and o'er; 


| Read, judge, and try; and if you die, 


Never believe me more. | 


. $0NG 840. 
SEE, ſee ſhe wakes, Sabina wakes, 
And now the Sun begins to rie; 


8. wo * 


— 
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Leſs glorious is the Morn that breaks 
From his OR bs than her fair Eyes. 
With Light united, 'Day they give, 
But diff rent Fates e're Night fulfil: + 
many by his Warmth will live, 
How many will her Coldneſg kill, 


SONG 841. 


8 End home my long · ſtray d Eyes to me, 
Which oh! too long have dwelt og thee ; 
But if they there have learn't ſuch ill, 
." _ Such forc'd Faſhions, 
And falſe Paſſions, 
That they be 
Made by thee 
Fit for no good Sight, keep them ſtill, 
Send home my harmleſs Heart again, 
Which no unworthy Thought could ftain ; 
But if it has taught by thine 
ake feſtings 
Of Proteſtings, 
And break both 
Word and Oath ; 
Keep it till, tis none of mine. 
Yet ſend me back my Heart and Eyes, 
That I may know and ſee thy Lies, 
Ard I may laugh and joy, when thou 
Art in Anguiſh, 


Andidoſt languiſh 


For ſome one 
| ha ill one, 
Or prove as falſe as thou art now. 


S Elinda ſure's the brighteſt Thing 
That decks the Earth, or breathes our Air, 
Mild are her Looks like opening Spring, 
And like the blooming Summer fair. 
But then her Wit's ſo very ſmall, 
That all her Charms appear to lie 
Like glaring Colours on a Wall, | 
And ſtrike na further than the Eye. 
Our Eyes luxuriouſly the treats, 
Our Ears are abſent from the Feat | 
One Senſe is ſurfeited with Sweets, - 
Starv'd or diſguſted are the reſt. 


So have I ſeen with Aſpect bright, 
And taudry Pride,-a Tulip ſwell; ;, 
Wr and beauteous to the Len, 
Dull and infipid to the Smell. 


SONG 843. 


"Hall I, waſting in Deſpair, 

Die becauſe a Woman's fair? | 
Shall my Cheeks look pale with Care, 
Cauſe another's rofie are? * * 
Be ſhe fairer than the Dy, 
Or the flow'ry Meads in May; 


8 


> 
| * 
192 
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| Yet iT ſhe think-not well of me, 
What care I how fair ſhe be 


Shall a Woman's Goodneſs move 
Me to periſh for her Love ? 
Or, her worthy Merits known, 

Make me quite forget my own ? 
+ Be ſhe with that Goodneſs bleſt, 
As may merit Name the beſt ; 

Vet if ſhe be not ſuch to me, 
What care I how good ſhe be! 
Be ſhe good, or kind, or fair, 
I will never more defpair ; 
- If ſhe love me, this believe, * 
IT will die ere ſhe ſhall grieve ; 
If ſhe flight me when I woo, 
I will ſcorn, and let her go : 
So if ſhe be not fit for me, 
What care I for whom ſhe be. | 


SONG 884. Cbhlee, be wiſe, Ec. 
QHE that would gain a conſtant Lover, 
Muſt at a Diſtance keep the Slave; 
Not by a Look her Heart diſcover, 
Men ſhould but gueſs the Thoughts we have. 


Whilſt they're in doubt, their Flame increaſes, |. 


And all Attendance they will pay : 
When we're poſſeſt their Tranſport ceaſes, 
And Vows, like Vapours, fleet away. 
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S O N.G 845. 
ENDYMION. 
S my Goddeſs comes 
I dream ; tis not for waking E 
To ſee ſuch. wond'rous Joys: * 


Joys like my mighty Love n 
All Heav'n is round me, oh! I dream! 


+. CYNTHIA, R 
Awake, awake, Endymion, 4 


Awake, awake, Endymion, from above, 
Thy Cynthia, Cynthia comes 


To crown, to crown, to crown thy Lowe. 


| SONG 846. 

8 HE tells me with Claret ſhe cannot agree, 

k” And ſhe thinks of a Hogſhead whene'er 
ſhe ſees me ec. 

For I ſmell like a Beaſt, therefore muſt 1 

Reſolve to forſake her, or Claret deny. 

Muſt I leave my dear Bottle, that was always 
my Friend? 

And I hope will continue ſo to my Life's-end ? 

Muſt I leave it for her? "Tis a very hard Taſk: 

her go to the Devil, to the Devil: Bring 

t other whole Flaſk. 

Had ſhe tax'd me with Gaming, and bid me 
forbear, 4 . 

*Tis a thouſand to one I had lent her an Ear; 


8 


„ 
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Ne Sally, up three Pair of But know, o Fair! the World's a Stage, 


Stairs, And Life itſelf a Play 3 * 
Ihad baulk'd her, and gone to St James's to The vary'd Act, a vary 
Pray'rs : ; 7 The changgful Scene, a Day. 
Had ſhe bade me read Homilies three times How ſweetly haſt thou fill'd thy part, 
a-day, ; As Caſmire's gen'rous Wife ! | 
ſhe pens had been humour'd, with littls to Be ſtill the ſame, and keep thy Heart 
vr Ng ht to d _— Sill ſpotleſs in 8 . 
endet oy ou IE O! Scorn a Polly's way Fate---- 
Pony What Gold can 1 the hate — J 
SONG 847. ful Name of Guilt or W 
HE fung---with ſuch a Sweetneſs ſung, - * —_— thou (as 1 june) 8 
And look'd with ſuch a Grace, Tho- ES FRED —_ * Gold) 
Methought J heard an Angel's Tongue, ( of — 15 r * 3 
And ſaw an Angel's Face. * * | 
0fBeauty fuch a winning Charm, SONG 848. 


Such Innocence of Soul, Hould I die by the Force of good Wine, 


At once the coldeſt Heart may warm, Ti 
is my Will that a Tun be my Sunne; 
The warmeſt may controul, And for the Age to come, N 
And ſhall then Gold- (O impious Thought!) Engrave this Story on my Tomb: 
Such Excellence out- weigh? Here lies a Body once ſo brave, 


Can ſhe (O vile Exchange !) be bought Who by drinking made his Grave. 
To brutal Luſt a Prey ? Since thus to die will purchaſe Fame, 
Are theſe the Fruits of Charms divine ? And raiſe an everlaſting Name; 
O wond'rous hapleſs Maid! Drink, drink away; drink, drink away: 
ne And do the more thy Graces ſhine, And here let's be nobly interr d; 
The more to be * ? Let Miſers and Slaves pop into their ro 


And rot in a dirty Church-yard. 


# 
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8 Hould auld Acquaintance be forgot, 
Tho? they return with Scars? 
Theſe are the noble Hero's Lot, 
Obtain'd in glorious Wars : 
Welcome, my Varo, to my Breaſt, 
Thy Arms about me twine, 
And make me once again as bleſt, 
As I was lang ſyne. | 


Methinks around us, on each Bough, 
A thouſands Cupids play ; | 
Whilſt thro? the Groves I walk with you, 
Each Object makes me gay: 
Since your Return, the Sun and Moon 
ith brighter Beams do ſhine, 
Streams murmur ſoft Notes while they run, 
As they did lang ſyne. 
Deſpiſe the Court and Din of State; 
et that to their Share fall, 
Who can eſteem ſuch Slav'ry great, 
While bounded like a Ball : 
But ſunk in Love, upon my Arms 
Let your brave Head incline, 


We'll pleaſe ourſelves with mutual Charms, 


As we did lang ſyne. 


O'er Moor and Dale, with your gay Friend, 


Tou may purſue the Chace, 
And, after a blyth Bottle, end 
All Cares in my Embrace : 


We'll make the Hours run ſmooth away, 


Where the good Prieſt the Couple bl 


And in a vacant rainy Day 
You ſhall be wholly mine 


And laugh at lang ſyne. 


The Hero, pleas'd with the ſweet Air, 
And Songs of generous Love, 
Which had been utter'd by the Fair, 
Bow'd to the Pow'rs above: 
Next Day, with Conſent and glad 
Th' approach'd the ſacred we 


And put them out of Pine. 
SONG 8xco. 


| Sieh no more, my lovely Czlia : 


Why, ah! why thoſe mournful Sigh ? 8 
Where, ah ! where's the beauteous Luſtre | 
Once adorn'd thoſe brilliant Fyes ? 
See how briny Floods o*'erwhelm them, 
Breaking on the bluſhing Shore; 
And like Summer's Dew on Lilies, | 
Decks the Boſom I adore. F Fr 
The Flow'rs that form'd by Nature drooping, 
Yet their fragant Odours riſe ; 
And my Czlia, tho' ſhe's weeping, 
' Hath thoſe Charms ſhe can't diſguiſe, 


e , 
8 Ighs and Storms invade my Breaſt, 8 
Cruel Love admits no Reſt. 


19 'S- 


„ 
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Gant me, Flora, nne Reef: 
Still 1 love, but to deſpair, 

Cruel Flora, cruel Fair. 

Flora's falſe, ſhe is not true, 

Yet I muſt my Fai a purſue. 

Will not Sighs not Tears prevail? 
Lovely Flora, then farewell; 
Farewel, Love, I know my Doom, 
ll go haſten to my Tomb. 


SONG 8xz. 


Slant Night yields no — . 
Silent Night my Anguiſh knows; 

And the gay Morning 

Now returning, 

Only lights me to new woes. 

Silent Night yields no Repoſe, 

Silent Night yields no Repoſe. 


Long muſt I this Torture bear? 

Long muſt I love and deſpair? 

What Life denies us, 

Death ſupplies us. 

Friendly Death, come end my Care, 
Friendly Death, come end my Cate, 
Long muſt I this Torture bear ? 
Long muſt I this Torture bear? 


SONG 853. 
Chee thus you flight my Pain, 
Return my Heart again, 


3 The "AVIA RY: 


Falſe, ungrateful Swaid; 
Or meet my Paſſion. 


But if my Heart you pris, 
O do not tyrannize !- 
O do not tyrangize+ - 1 
But ſhew Compaon. . 
SONG. 8&. 


Sn Dridng has Fow' fro gre WM N 


Come el ch Bowl, and a Pon onall 

If we find that won't do, we'll have =" 
another, mer 

And ſo we'll proceed from one Bowl to the 


other, 
Till, like Sons. of Apolld, we'll make out 


| Wit ſoar 

Or, in Homa age to Bacchus, fall down on the 
oor. 

Apollo and Bacchus were both merty y Souls, 


They each of tem loy'd for to toſs roſs off,theit 


Bowls. 

Then lea wy to bel curfelves tue Men 42 
erit, 

By toaſting thoſe Gods in a Bow! * 


Claret 
And ſhall all be deſerving of 
But the Man that ann go off 
the Bays. 
F f 
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SONG 


In her alone I'm bleſt. 


Whene'er ſhe ſmiles, new Life ſhe gives, 
And happy, happy, who receives 
From her enchanting Breath : 
Then prithee Czlia, ſmile once more, 
Since I no longer muſt adore, 

For when you frown *tis Death. 


| | Since all thy Vows, falſe Maid, 
* Are blown to Air, 
And my poor Heart betray d 
\ To fad Deſpair, 


Into ſome Wilderneſs 
My Grief I will expreſs, 
And thy Hard- heartedneſs, 


O cruel Fair. 


Have I not graven our Loves 
5 ; On every Tree: 
In yonder ſpreading Groves, 
Tho” falſe thou be: 


Was not a folemn Oath 
Plighted betwixt us both; 
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IS Since Celia only has the Art, 
And only ſhe can captivate, 
And wanton in my Breaſt ; 
All other Pleaſures I deſpiſe, 
Than what are from my Czlia's E 


Thou thy Faith, I my Troth, 
0 Ga to be 


Some gloomy Place I'll find, 
Some doleful Shade, 


Where neither Sun nor Wind 


E'er Entrance had + 
Into that hollow Cave, 
There will I ſigh and rave, 


Becauſe thou do'ſt behave 


Jo faithleſly. 
Wild Fruit ſhall be my Mear, 
I'll drink the Spring. 
Cold Earth ſhall be my Seat: 
For Covering 


Pu have the ſtarry Sky 


My Head to canopy, 


Until my Soul en high i 
Shall Foread its Wing. 
T'll have no Funeral Fire, 
| Nor Tears for me: 
No Grave do I deſire, 
Nox Obſequy : 
The courteous Red-breaſt he 
With Leaves will cover me, 
And ſing my Elegy, N 
With doleful Voice. 
And when a Ghoſt I am, 
I'll viſit thee: 
O thou deceitful Dame, | 
Whoſe Cruelty 


o 
0 
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Has kill 'd the kindeſt Heart Of humming Beer my Cellar full, 


'er felt Cupid*s Dart J was the yearly Donor ; I” 
__ _ deſert x Where toping Knaves had many a Pull, E 4 


From loving thee. When I was, &c. | 
SONG8 My Men of home-ſpun honeſt Greys, * 
N 57. : Had Coats and comely Badges; ** 
Cince all that's fair in Womankind, They wore no dirty ragged Lace, 
You boaſt you can diſtover, Nor e'er complain'd for Wages : 
Lerch, with a Freedom unconfin'd, For gaudy Fringe, and Silks o'th" Town, 
Their Stock of Charms all over. I fear*d no threatning Dunner ; 
And when the mighty Pains you've took, But wore a decent Grogram Gown, 
And ſaid whate'er you can ſay, When I was, &c. 
You'll own ; the faireſt, in her Smock, I never thought Cantharides 
Was faireſt in your Fancy. Fog Ingredient good in Poſſet; G 
5 Nor ever ſtript me to my Stays, 
SON G 858. To play the Punk at Baſſet: *' 
Ince now the World's turn'd upfide down, In Ratafie ne'er made Debauch, 
And all Things chang'd in Nature; Nor reel'd like toping Gunner, | | 
As if a Doubt were newly grown, Nor let my Mercer my Coach, 4 
We had the ſame Creator : When I was, &c. 
Of ancient Modes and former Ways, I ſtill preſery*d my Maiden Fame, 
[ll teach you, Sirs, the Manner, In ſpite of Oaths and Lying; 
h good Queen Beſfe's Golden Days, Tho' many a long-chin'd Youngfter came, 
When 1 was a Dame of Honour, | And fain would be enjoying: / : 
I had an ancient noble Scat, My Fan to guard my Lips I kept, + 3 


Tho' now *tis come to Ruin; From Cupid's lewd Q'er-runner, 
Where Mutton, Beef, and ſuch good Meat, And many a Roman Noſe I rapp'd, 
In ch' Hall ware * * When I was, &c. 
2 | EK 


4.36 The 
| _ curling Locks 1 never bought 
Of Beggars dirty Daughters; 
Nor, prompted by a wanton Thought, 
Above Knee ty'd my Garters : a 
I never glow'd with painted Pride, 
Like Punk, when th'Devil has won her, 
Nor prov'd a Cheat, to be a Bride, 
When I was, &c. | 
My Neighbours ſtill I treated round, 
And Strangers that came near me ; - 
The Poor too always Welcome found, 
- Whoſe Pray' rs did ſtil endear me: 
. therefore who at Court would be 
No Churl, nor yet no F —_— 
| Match i in old Hoſpitality 
h ' Queen Beſſe s Dame of Honour, 


SONG 859. 
Since you will needs my Heart poſſeſs, 
Tis juſt to you I firſt confeſs * 
The Faults to which 'tis given: 
It is to Change much more inclin'd 
Than Woman, or the Sea, or Wind, 
Or aught that's under Heav* Ws. 
Nor will I hide from you this Truth, 
It has been from its very Youth, 
A moſt egregious Ranger : 
And fince from me thas often fled, 
With: whom it was both born and bred, 
* ?T'will ICarCe tay * a — : 


* 
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Oft, when I have been 


And tho“ you only I eſteem, 
Yet it will make me, in a Dream, 


After theſe Truths that I have ſaid, 


The Black, the Fair, the Gay, the Sad, 
(Which often made me fear tas mad). 
With one kind Look could win it; 

So nat'rally it loves to range, 

That it has left Succeſs for Change, 
And, what's worſe, glories in it. 

id to Reſt, 

'Twould make me a& Ike one poſfeſt, 
For ſtill twill keep a Pother; 


Court and enjoy another. 
And now, if you are not aſraid, 


To take this arrant Rover, 
Be not diſpleas'd if I\proteſt, 
I think the Heart within your 
Will prove juſt ſuch another. 


SO N G 860. 
Since Truth and Conſtancy are vain, 
Since neither Love nor Senſe of Pain, 
Nor Force 'of Reaſon, can perſuade, 


Then let Example be obey'd. N 


In Courts and Cities, could you ſee 10 
How well the wanton Fools agree 
Were all the Curtains drawn, you'd find 
Not one, perhaps, but who is Kind. M 


r 
Minerva, naked from above, . | . Vaſſals and Kings 
With Venus; and the Wife of Jove, Feel when ſhe ſings 


[xpoling er ry Beauty bare, Charms of warbling Beauty neat; 


Deſcended to the Trojan Heir; Savage Nature conquer'd lies, 
Yet this was ſhe, whom Poets name 


@ 


. All is Wonder and Surprize ; 
Goddeſs of Chaſtity and Fame. Souls. expiring, 
penelope, her Lord 8 5 . Hearts a firing . 
Gave am rous Audiences all Day; BI her charming Notes and E 2 
Kow round the BowT the Suitors fit, Let the Viol and the Harp © - 
With Wine, provoking Mirth and Wit; Fang and moulder till they warp ; 
Then down they take the ſtubborn Bow : Let Flute and Lyre | 
Their Strength, it ſeeras, ſhe needs muſt know. In Duſt expire, . 
Thus twenty chearfut Winters paſt, | Shatter*d by a Vocal Sharp. n 
She's yet immortaliz*d for chaſte. | = P 
Smile, Mira, then, reward my Flame, 1 0 Oo N G 862. 5 
And be as much ſecure of Fame; C Ince Spartan Heroes were ſo dull, 
By all thoſe ma'chleſs Beauties fir d, They felt not Beauty's Pow'r -. K 
my own matchleſs Love inſpir d, Thrice happy, we, whoſe Joys are full, 
So will I ſing, ſuch Wonders write, Whilſt Love grows ev'ry Hour, 
That when th' aſtoniſn'd World ſhall cite *Tis Pity in a noble Mind = | 
A Nymph of ſpotleſs Worth and Fame, Nature ſhould bear no Part; EIN 
Mira ſhall be th' immortal Name. How can the brave N kind, 
And Love not touch the Heart? 
8 O N. G 861 8 2 0 f 
3 ho' Mars his Empire rule by Da 
\ Inging charms the Bleſt above a 8 * 


| F And boaſt his mighty Spoils ; | 
Angels fing, and Saints approve; Vet Love at Night ſhall till repay 

All we below of Heav'n can-know, The Hazard of his Toils?? - 

Is that they both ſing and love. - es wit | 


Whilft Courage does with Vigour move; 
Mira hath an Angel's Air; Our Conqueſt to compleat; 
weet her Notes, her Face as fair. F f 1 


438 
' "The Fair an eaſy Victim prove, 
The Brave by Force ſubmit.” 


SONG 863. 


8 Ince we poor ſlaviſn Women know 
Our Men we cannot pick and chufe, 
To him we like, why (ay we No, 
And both our Time and Lover loſe ? 
With feign'd Repulſes and Delays 
A Lover's Appetite we pal! ; 
And if too long the Gallant ſays, 
His Stomach's gone for good and all. 
Or our impatient am'rous Gueſt, 
Unknown to us away may ſteal, 
And rather than ſtay for a Feaſt, 
Take up with ſome coarſe ready Meal. 
When Opportunity is kind, 
Let prudent Women be ſo too; 
And if the Man be to your Miod, 
Till needs you muſt, ne'er let him go. 


The Match ſoon made is happy ſtill, 
For only Love has there to do: 
Let no ons marry gainſt her Will, 
But ſtand off when her Parents woo, 
And only to their Suits be coy: 
For ſhe whom Jointure can obtain, 
To let a Fop her enjoy, 
Is but a lawful Wench for Gain. 


| The AVIARY. 


Been rais'd to be Rulers, and wallow'd in 


I ſhall bea Governour too, ere T die, 


SONG 8364. 

He. Ince Times are ſo bad, I muſt tell thee 
kV Sweet- Heart, 

I'm yo has leave off my Plough and my 


t. | 
And to the fair City a Journey I'll go, 
To better my Fortune, as other Folks do; 
Since ſome have from Ditches, and coarſe les. 
thern Breeches, 


Riches, 

Prithee come, come, come, come from thy 
Wheel ; 

For if the Gypſies don't ye, 


She. Ah! Collin! by all thy late Doings I find, 

With Sorrow and Trouble, the Pride of ty # 
Mipd; 

Our Sheep they at random d forderly run, N 

And now Sunday's Jacket goes ev:ry Day on: 

Ah! what doſt thou, what doſt thou, what 7" 
doſt thou mean ? 

He. To make my Shoes clean, 
And foot it to Court, to the King and th 


Queen, 
Where ſhewing my * . Preſerment ſhal . 
win. Al 


Tre, Fiel *tis better for us to plough and to 
ſpin: 
for, as to the Court, when thou happen ſt to 


try, | 
Thou'lt find nathing got there, unleſs thou 
can'ſt buy; 2 
For Money, the Devil and M's to be found ; 
Zut no good Parts minded, Without the good 
Pound. | 
Be, Why, then I'll take Arms, and follow 
Alarms, Cs , 
Hunt Honour, that now-a-days plaguily 
charms, 
She. And ſo loſe a Limb, by a Shot or a Blow, 


He, Suppoſe I turn Gameſter. She. So cheat, 
and be bang d. 1 

He, What think'ſt of the Road then-? She. 
The high Way to be hang'd. 

| Re. Nice Pimping, however, yields Profit for 

on: Life 


ru hetp ſome fine Lord to another s fine Wife. 
She, That's dangerous too, among the Town- 
Crew, | 


For ſome of erm will do the ſame thing by 


Hith, Collin, tis better I &t here and ſpin, 
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And curſe thyſ:1f aſter, for leaving the Plough. _ 
Both. Let 


And then 1 to cuckold you may be drawn in: 


* 
* 


r 


TT 

He. Will. nothing prefer tie > Wikt think 
of the Law ? „in | | 

She. Oh! while you live, Collin, Keep out of 


that Paw. 
He. I'll cant, and I'll pray. She. There's 


nought got that way 


He. To make our Corn grow, and our Apple- 7 
Trees bear. 6 . 
She, Ambition's a Trade no Contentment can - 


ſhow, 
So I'll to my Diſtaff. He. 
Plough. 


OE 


Trees bear. N 8 
Ambition's a Trade no Contentment can ſhow; 
She. So Tl to my Diſtaff. He. And In te 

my Plough. ' 


SONG 865. 
S Ince the Day of poor Man, 
That little, little Span, . 
Tho' long it can't laſt, * 
For the future and paſt | ; 
14 4 


LA, 


Remorſe and Deſpair, 
Lge 2 a full Glaſs 5 
Let that of Liſe paſs; 
Tis made up of Trouble, 
A Storm tho! a Bubble, 
There's no Bliſs like forgeting our Cars. 
Why all this whining, 
Why all this pining, 
Love * Folly, and Beauty is vain ? 
= ſo common 
As Wealth and Woman, 
To raiſe the Vapours, and fo dull the Brain. 
To him that's merry, 
That's frolick and airy, 
Nothing is grievous, nor nothing is ſad : 
Then royſe up thy Spirit, 
And take off thy Claret, 
In one ſmiling Bumper a Cure's to be had. 
If Chloe fly thee, 
And till deny thee, 
Never look ſheaking,” nor never repine : 
If *tis her Faſhion | 
To ſlight your Paſſion, 
Chen ſeem moſt eaſy, and deny her thins 
Yet ſlily wode her, 
0 And cloſely purſue her 


* _ — and laugh you to 


& 1 i 
» - » - a 
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She'll ſoon repent it, and find who's the Fog, 


And what you commended, as much diſcoms 


| 8 Ince from my dear Aftrza's Sight 
| My Soul has n 


When ſhe ſeems waſplth, 
Coquettiſh and prudiſh, 
Then give her Humour, and let her be go 

When next you her, 
Agent intreat xk 
And if ye find til! ſhe makes you her Tool, 
Ne'er let it vex ye, 
Or once perplex ye, 


Then to requite her, 
Deſpiſe her, and flight her, 


mend; 
But if Love ieve thee, 
And will not leave thee, 
Then e'en love thyſelf, and next loye th 
Friend, 
A 
S 2 N G 866. 


a 


I was fo,rude]y torn, | 
known Delight, 
Unleſs it was to mourn, | 
But oh, alaſs | with weeping Eyes 
And bleeding Heart I lie; 
* on her, whoſe Ablence tis 


That makes m wiſh w dig, 
4 


wy FO 
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Glace Love has kindled in our Eyes 
A chaſte and holy Fire, 
t were a Sin if thou or I 
Should let its Flame expire. 
What tho* our Bodies never meet, 
Love's Fuel's more divine; 
"he fixt Stars by their Twinklings greet, 
And yet they never join. 


falſe Meteors, that ftill change their Place, 


Tho they ſeem fair and bright, 
et, will they covet to embrace, 
Fall down, and loſe their Light, 
If thou perceive thy Flame decay, 
Come light thy Eyes at mine ; 
And when I feel mine fade away, 
Pl! take freſh Fires from thine. 
Thus then we ſhall preſerve from Waſte 
The Flames of our Defires : 
No Veſtals ſhall preferve more chaſte, 
Or more immortal Fires. 


SONG 868. 


Ince, Czlia, tis not in our Pow'r 


Begin to love this very Hour, 


You've loſt too much in what is paſt. 


For incę the Pow'r we all obey 


Has in your Breaſt my Heart confin'd, 


1 
1 


To tell how long our Lives may laſt, 


Let me my Body to it lay 
In vain you part what Nature Join'd. 
ws SONG 869. 


8 Laves to London, I'll deceive you, 


For the Country now I leave you z 


Who can drink, and not be mad, 
Wine ſo dear, and yet ſo bad? 

So much Noiſe, and Air ſa ſmoaky, 
That to ſtun, and this to choak ye; 
Men ſo ſelfiſh, falfe, and rude ; 
Nymphs ſo young, and yet ſo lewd. 
If we play, we're ſure of loſing ; 

If we love, our Doom we're chung: 
At the Play-houſe tedious Sport, 

Cant i'th, City, Cringe at Court. 
Dirty Streets, and dirtier Bullies, 
ls. Coaches, Whores and Cullies 3 
Knaves and Coxcombs ev'ry where, 


Who that's wiſe would tarry here? 


Quiet, harmleſs Country Pleaſure 

Shall at home engroſs my Leiſure : 
Farewel, London, I'll repair 

To my Native Country Air 3 

And leave all thy Plagues behind me ; 
But at home my Wife will find me2 
Oh! ye Geds tis ten times worle,---- 
London js the milder — 
2 | 5 


* 
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Mooth was the Water, calm the Air, 


The Ss Sun depreſt, 
Lawyers diſmiſs'd the noiſy Bar, 
The Labourer at reſt, 


| When Strephon, with his charming Fair, 
, Cpoſs'd the proud River Thames, 


And to a Garden did repair, 


To quench their mutual Flames. 


The crafty Waiter ſoon eſpy d 
Youth ſparkling in her Eyes : 


He brought no Ham, no Neat-Tongues dry'd, 


But Cream and Strawberries. 


The amꝰ tous Strephon ask'd the Maid, 
What's whiter then this Cream ? 
She bluſh'd, and conld not tell, ſhe ſaid: 


Thy Teeth, my pretty Lamb. 


What's redder than theſe Berries are? 


I know not, ſhe reply d: 


- Thoſe Lips which I'll no longer ſpare, 


The burning Shepherd ed, 
And ſtraight began te hug her: 
This Kiſs, my Dear, 

Is ſweeter far 


E 


. Than Strawberries, Cream, and Sugar. 


E410 MG 57. 
O calm, and fo ferene; but now, - 
4 What means this Change on Mira s Brow 


-— DD — 4 


Her agu.ſh Love now glows and burns, 
Tien chills and ſhakes, and the cold Fit te. 
turns. 
Mock d with deluding . and Smiles, 
When on her Pity I depend; 
My airy Hope ſhe ſoon bernites, 
And laughs to fee my Torments never end 
So up the ftezpy Hill, with Pain, 
The weighty Stone is roll'd in vain ; 


Which having touch'd the Top, recoils, 


And leaves the Lab'rer to renew his Toik, 
SONG 872 


88 well Corinna likes the joy, 
She vows ſhe*lt never more be coy, 


* drinks eternal Draughts of Pleaſure ; 


Eternal Draughts do not ſuffice, 

O! give me, give me mor , the cries, 
"Tis all too little, 'little Meature. 
Thus wiſely ſhe makes up for Time 
Miſpent, while Youth was in its Prime: 
So Travellers who waſte the Day, 
Careful and cautious of their Way, 
Noting at length the ſetting Sun, 
They mend thelr Pace as Night comes on ; 
Double their Speed to reach their Inn, 
And whip and ſpur thro” thick and thin. 


, WIND rous Flavie's Chara eppent,” 


As may her * diſplay 


= 


in all the Dreſſes of the Year, 2 
And Beauties of the Day. 


Calm and ſerene like Spring, her Air; 
Like Autumn, ſoft her Mold ; 

Her Face, like Summer, blooming fair 
Her Heart, 1.ke Winter, cold. 

Her goſom, Cynthia's full orb'd Light ; 
Her Cheeks Noon's Rays adorn ; 

Her Treſſes ſhew the falling Night; 
Her Eyes, the riſing Morn. 


SONG 874. 


COL declining, 
5 Cynthia ſhining, . 

Warm was the Seaſon, and ſweet the Air, 
When Philander 
Chanc'd to wander 

In a cloſe Thicket with Phillada fair; 
Love invading, 
Hope perſwading z 

Yet was his Paſſion reſtrain'd by Fear, 


Hopes collecting, 
Fears ſubjecting, 
Thus he began to avow his Flame 
Faireſt Creature, 
Pride of Nature, 


Slight not my Love, nor my Paſſion blame, 


She diſdaining . 
His Complaining, 
frompted the Youth to take ſurer Aim. 


The A VTART. 


__ .- 
He, grown bolder, . ho. 
Plainly told her, 

She muſt ſurrender her Maidenhead | 
Words denying, 
Looks complying, 


Countenance changing, now pale, now — 98 


=_ reſiſting, 
He perſiſting, 
Love affiſting, her Virtue fled, 


Cloſely preſſing, N 
Fond by careſſing, 7 


Mutual Endearments each other charm 45 


She now lying, 12. 
Panting, dying, 


Told him his Actions her Soul had —. 


Her diſdaining 
Was but feigning; 


| She wou d have hated him bad he not fm d. 


SONG 87s. 
C Ome ſing Molly Mogg of the Roſe, 
And call her the Oakingham Pelle, 
Whilſt others do Ferſes compoſe 
On peautiful Molly Lepelle. 
Put of all the young Firgins ſo fair, 
Which Pritain's crete Monarchy owns 3 


In Peauty there's none to compare . 
With hur charming dear Gwinifrid-Shoness 


Unenviet the ſplentit Contition 
Of Princes that fit upon Thrones 3 * 


Rr 


The higheſt of all hur Ampition, | Does human Life thro' all its Round 
is the Lofe of fair Gwinifrid Shones, Moſt clearly repreſent. _ | 
Pold Mortals the Clobe will ſearch ofer The Infant Drink will driv*ling doſe, . 
For Cold, and for Tiamond Stones; And cry like Child in Cradle; | 
Put hur can more Treaſure tiſcefer You mult let neither lie too looſe, 
In peautiful Gwinifrid Shones. Nor yet too cloſely ſwaddle. 


From the piggeſt crete Mountain in Pritain, New Ale, we know, is full of Wind, 
Hur wou'd fenture the preaking her Pones, Wanting due Time to ſtale it; 


So that the ſoft Lap hur might fit on The Dregs, not yet by Age refin'd, 
Of peautiful Gwinifrid Shones. Are nauſeous to the Palate. ny 
Not the Nightingale's pitiful Note, Freſh Hops ſometimes our Art employs, 
Can expreſs how poor Shenkin bemoans To rectify the Liquor; 
Mis Fates, when in Places remote, And who believes, but that the Boy's 
Hur is abſent from Gwinifrid Shones. Correction is a Bitter? c 
Hur Lofe' ifs than Honey far ſweeter, At length, improv'd by rip*ning Age, N 
And hur is no Shenkin ap Drones ; Both Man and Beer grow bright & 
Put wou'd lapour in Proſe, and in Metre, To Converſation they engage, 
To praiſe hur tear Gwinifrid Stones. And ev'ry Friend delight. 7 
As the Harp of St Tavit ſurpaſſes But if the Cork be naught in one, I. 
The Pagpiges, poor Tweettles and Crones; And weak the Head in t' other; | 
So Lepelle, Molly Mogg, and all Laſſes The Liquor's flat, and Dunce the Man, Th 
Are excell'd by hur Gwinifrid Shones, - And neither can recover. | W 
| SONG 876. SONG 877. 
Ome liken Man to brittle Glaſs, Some hoiſt up Fortune to the Skies, P 
P - Some to a burning Taper, Others debaſe her to a Bubble; 1 
>, To Garden Flow'rs, or Meadow Grafs, I nor her Frowns nor Favours prize, 3 
Or to a riſing Vapour. Nor think the Chang'ling worth my E 


- Bat doubtleſ; . ke If at my Door ſhe chance to light, 
* gloſe in Ra N * | I civilly my Gueſt receive 3 


> - 


The Viſit paid, t bid good Night; 
Nor murmur when ſhe takes her Leave. 
Tho' proſp*'rous Gales my Canvaſs crowd, 
Tho? ſmooth the Waves, ſerene the Sky, © 
I truſt not Calms, they Storms forbode, 
And ſpeak th*approaching Tempeſt nigh. 
Then Virtue, to the Helm repair, 
Thou, Innocence, ſhalt guide the Oar ; 


Now rage, ye Winds, Storms, rend the Air, 
My Bark, thus mann'd, ſhall gain the Shore. 


SONG 878. 

COme ſay Women are like the Seas, 
Some the Waves, and ſome the Rocks ; 
Some the Roſe, that ſoon decays ;- 

Some the Weather, and ſome the Cocks : 
But if you'll give me leave to tell, 
There's nothing can be compar d ſo well, 

As Wine, Wine, Women and Wine; 
They run in a Parallel, they run in a Parallel. 


Women are Witches, when they will, 
So is Wine, ſo is Wine; 

They make the Stateſman loſe his Skill, 
The »olaver, Lawyer, and Divine; 

They put a Gig in the graveſt Skull, 

Ard ſend their Wits to gather Wool ; 
"Tis N inc, &c. 


What is't tha: makes ycur Viſage ſo pale? 
What is it makes your Looks divine ? 


* 
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What is't that makes your Courage to fall? 
Is it not Women ? Is it not Wine ? | 

"Tis Wine that makes you're Head not well ; 

*Tis Women that make your Forehead to fell: 
"Tis Wine, Kc. 


SONG 879. 
Some brag of their Chloris, and ſome of 
their Phillis, 
Some cry up their Czlia, and bright Ama- 
Ilis. 
Thus WP... Lovers their Miſtreſſes dub, 
And Goddeſſes frame from the Waſh-bowl 
and Tub ; 
But away with theſe F ictions, and counter- 
feit Folly 7 
There's a thouſand more Charms in the Name | 
of my Dolly. 
I cannot deſcribe you her Beauty and Wit, 
Like Manna to each ſhe's a reliſhing Bit ; 
She alone by Enjoyment the more does pre- 


vail, 
And ſtill "with freſh Pleaſures does boiſt up 
your Sail: 
Nay, had you a Surfeit but took of all others, 
One Look from my Dolly,yeur Stomach re- 


covers. 
| 8 
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* or 
Ooner than I'll my Love ferego, a 
Ard loſe the Man I Prize; 


5 


446. a 
Pl bravely combat ev ry Woe; 
Or fall a Sacrifice. 
; Bolts nor Bars ſhall me controul, 
I Death and Danger dare: S. 
Reſtraint but fires the active Soul, S. 
" And urges fierce Deſpair, S. 
The Window now ſhall be my Gate, 
PH either fall or fly 


Before I'Il live with him I hate. S. 
For him I love, I'll die. S. 


SONG 881. 
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mighty Love, O ſpare a Slave, 
That at thy Feet for Mercy lies: 
What would thy cruel Godhead have, 
See how he bleeds, ſee how he dies! 
Upon a noble Conqueſt ;o, 
And for thy Glory and my Peace, 
O make the ſcornful Cælia know 
The Pains ſne now regardleſs ſees. 
O make, &c. 
Dye all thy Arrows in my Tears, 
And ſubtly poiſon fo each Dart, 
That ſpite of all thoſe Arms ſhe wears, 
The Point at laſt may reach her Heart: 
Revenge, revenge the Wounds I bear, 
And make our Fortunes ſo agree, 
That I may find that Cure from. her, 
W Which the may need as much from me. 
That 1 I &c. | | 


. - 
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Shall now his Peggy's Praiſes tell; 


Sweet - ſcented Rucks round which we play d. 


SONG 882 Iees my jm that ut 
| ſhould under. 
C Peak on, ---ſpeak thus, and ſtill my Gries 
Hold up a Heart that's ſinking under 
Theſe Fears, that ſoon will want Relief, 
When Patie muſt from Peggy ſunder. 
A gentler Face and Silk Attire, 
A Lady rich in Beauty's Bloſſom, 
Alake, poor me! will now conſpire, 
To ſteal thee from thy Peggy's Boſom. 
No more the Shepherd who excell'd 
The reſt, whoſe Wit made them to wonder, 


Ah ! I can die, but never ſunder. 
Ye Meadows where we often ſtray'd, 
Ye Banks where we were wont to wander, 


You'll Joſe your Sweets when we're alunder, 


Again; ah4 ſhall I never creep 
Around the Knqw with ſilent Duty, 
Kindly to watch thee while aſleep, 
And wonder at thy manly Beauty ? 
Hear, Heav'n, While ſolemnly I vow, 
Tho” thou ſhouldſt prove a wand' ring Loves, 
Thro' Life to thee I ſhall prove true, 
Nor be a Wife to any other, 


80 N 

8 Tate and Ambition, all 8 to great Cæſar, 
Sawney ſhall never be Colly my Cow; 

M Hail to the Shades, all Joy to the Bride- 


groom, 
uud call upon Dobbin, with hi, je, ho. 
Remember, ye Whigs, what was formerly 
done 3 
And Jenny come tie my bonny Cravat ; 
KI live to grow old, for I find I grow down, 


For I cannot come every Day to woo. 

hoe in his Throne was à Fumbler, Tom 
ler, Farthing, 

And Jockie and Jenny together did lie; 

0h! Mother, Roger: Boys, fill us a Bumper, 

for why will ye die, my poor Cælia, ah ! why ? 
der, MR! how thund'ring Cannons do roar, 
* Ladies of London, both wealthy and fair; 


Charon make haſte, and ferry me He 
Lili burlero bullen a la. 


Chloris, awake, four-pence mil pale farth- 
ing, 

ive me 5 Laſs that is true Country- bred: 

Like John of Gaugt, I walk Covent-Garden, 

Im a Maid, and a very good Maid: 

wa bonny Lads were Sawney and Jockey, 

he Delights of the Bottle, and Charms of 

gooc Wine i : 


* 


Over, 
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Wading tfie Water ſo deep, my ſweet Mogxr. 7 
Cold and raw, let it run in the right Line. 
Old Obadiah ſings Ave Maria, 
Sing Lulla-by Baby on the Tree T 
An old Woman and her Cat ſat Tops, be 
Now this is my Love, dy'e like hep of 
Old Charon thus preach'd to his Pupal 
And under this Stone here hies Gabriel John : 
Happy was FT at the Sight of fair Phillis, 
What ſhould a young Woman do with as 
old Mani? 


There's old Father Peters, with his Romiſts 
Creatures, 

There was an old Woman fold Puddings and 
Pies 3 

Cannons with Thunder ſhall fill them with 
Wonder, 

EF once = 4 Laſs that had bright rolling 
E 


| There's my Maid Mary, ſhe minds her 


, Dairy, 
I took to my Heels, and away I did run 
And bid him prepare to be happy To-mors 
row, 
Alaſs ! I don't know the right _— 
Gun. 


MM y Life and Death lie both in your Pow! r, 
Every Man to his Mid, Shrewſberry fag 
mez | 


3 


4⁴³ 


2 


* 


On the Bank of a Brook, as I ſat fiſhing, 
Shall 1 die a Maid, and ne'er married be? 
Odfſbuds, let Oliver now be forgotten, 


is as good as my Lady in the Dark ; 
— are Chriſtians, Boys, all the World 


| over 
And here's a full Bumper to Robin, John 
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Tay, Shepherd, ſtay; I prithee Nay ; 
Did not you ſce her go this Way? 
Where can ſhe be, can you not gueſs ? 
Alas! I have loſt my Shepherdefs ! 
1 fear ſome Satyr has betray'd 
My wand'ring Nymph out of the Shade: 
Oh! woe is me, I am undone! 
For in the Shade ſhe was my Sun. 


The Pink, the Violet, and the Roſe, 
Strive to ſalute her as ſhe goes; 

+ Nay, be tontent to kiſs her Shoe, 
The Primroſe, and the Daiſie too. 
Oh! woe is me! what muſt I do? 
Or who muſt 1 complain unto ? 
Methinks the Yallies cry, Forbear, 
And fighing ſay, She is not here. 
Oh! what ſhall I, unhappy, do? 

O who muſt I complain unto ? 

"Where may ſhe be, can you not gueſs ? 


V here I may find my Shepherdeſs ? 
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8 Tay, Phœbus, ftay ! 
The World to which you fly ſo faft; 
Conveying Day | 
From us to them, can pay your Haſte 
With no ſuch Object, nor ſalute your Riſe 
With no ſuch Wonder, as du Mornay's Eyes, 
Well does this prove 
The Error of thoſe antique Books, 
| Which made you move 
About the World : Her charming Looks 
Would fix your Beams, and make it ever Day, 
Did not the: rowling Earth ſnatch her away. 
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8 Tella and Flavia ev'ry Hour 
Do various Hearts ſurprize : 

In Stella's Soul lies All her Pow'r, 0 
And Flavia's in her Eyes. 

More boundleſs Flavia's Conqueſts are, 7 
And Stella's more confin'd ; 

All can diſcern a: Face that's fair, Le 
But few a heav'nly Mind. 

Stella like Britain's Monarch reigns 

_ O'er cultivated Lands; 

Liſte Eaſtern Tyrants, Flavia deigns 8 
Jo rule o' er barren Sands. 

Then boaſt, fair Flavia, boaſt thy Fac# 
Thy Beauty's only Store; 


%. om 


* a. 


ay, 


Fach Day that makes thy Charms decteaſe, 
Will give to Stella more. f 
SONG 387. 


Tells, Darling of the Muſes, 

Fairer than the blooming Spring ; 
Sweeteſt Theme the Poet chuſes, 

When of thee he ſtrives to fing :. 
While my Soul with Wonder traces 

All thy Charms of Face and Mind 
All the Beauties, all the Graces 

Of thy Sex in thee I find, 


Love and Joy, and Admiration, 
In my Breaſt alternate riſe ; 
Words no more can paint my Paſſion, 
Than the Pencil can thy Eyes ; 
Laviſh Nature, thee adorning, 
O'er thy Lips and Cheeks hath ſpread 
Colours, that can ſhame the Morning, 
Smiling with Celeſtial Red. 
Could the Gods, in bleſt Condition, 
Ought on Earth with Envy view, 
Lovely Stella, their Ambition 
Would be to reſemble you, 


SONG 883. 


8e ella, with Heatt-· cotrouling Grace, 
Young Hy las at firſt Sight ſurpriz'd z 
The Beau that knew his luckleſs Face, 
Runs to his Glaſs to be advis'd. O0 g 
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Tell me, ſaid he, what I ſhall wear, 
How curl; or how adorn my Hair, 
. This Charmer to command ? 
What taking Dreſs ſhall I put on, 
To bring this Taſſel gently downz _- 
And lure her to my Hand? 
The God of Love that heard, reply d, 
Fond Fool, aſpire not to poſſeſs ; 
Her angel Mind, averſe to Pride, 
Deſert eſteems, and not the Dreſs ; 
To thee ſhe will no more incline, 
Than mighty Jove the Joys divine, 
That crown his Paradiſe, 
To him that hopes to be a Saint, 


By N 7 and by paints 
of Sacrifice. 
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Till I'm wiſhing, tilt defiring, 
Still ſhe's giving, I requiring ; 
| Yet each Gift I think too ſmalle 
Still the more I am preſented, | 
Still the leſs I am contented ; - 
Tho” ſhe vows the has given me all 
Can Druſilla give no more? . 
Has ſhe laviſh'd all her Store ? 
Muſt my Hopes to nothing fall ? 
Oh ! you know not half your Treaſure : 
Give me anore, give over Meaſure; 
Yet you can hover; never enen. 
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33 | . Who, that ſuch a Swain did fee; 
5 8 ON 6 890. Who could love and fly like me 7 
8 Till, Chloe, ply thy courtly Art, Cruel Duty bids me go, 
Touch and retouch thy Face, Gentle Love commands me ftay : 
| Till the coſmetick Pow'rs im Duty's ſtill to Love a Foe, 
A Bloom to ev*ry Grace. | 1 I This — That obey ? 

What tho' the home Country Maid ty frowns Cupid ſmiles 

- T6 — Rules agg * That defends, and this deguiles, 
Tos — Uſe —— — and Red, nog 5 _ 2 de: fig . 8 

ut what plain Nature 

1 {47 ee Raviſh'd with theſe pleafing Dreams, 
r ue be 7 Oh! *tis worſe than Death to fly: 
He muſt be blind, or muff refer But the Deb I 
wot ue? ſhi 355 9 If you ſtay, I am undone; 
N booties eng . uſe Oh ! with eaſe you may deceive me, 

| The ac * 138 Ys Prithee, charming Swain, be gone : 
FOR * Ar Heaven decrees that we ſhould part, 
| 6 8 ON 8 . e RE „ 
8 2 not this 4 * ; O Trephon the young, the lovelieſt Swain; 
Maids may be as often thy That ever grac'd th'Arcadian Plain, 
£2 Fair Czlia lov'd, nor lov'd in vain. 


Out of Love; as out of Hate: 
When from you 1 fly away, 
It is becauſe I dare not ſtay. 


Hymen had warranted Delight ; 
But till the Sun, with hated Light, 
Deferr'd the Pleaſures of the Night. 


Did I out of Hatred run, 
Leſs you'd be my Pain and Care; To eaſe his Pain his Harp he ſtrung, 
. But the Youth I love, to ſhun, And charm'd the Wain of Night along, 
Who can ſuch a Frial bear? With his ſoft harmonious Song. 


, * 
% . * 


* 


Swiftly drive the Hours away; 
In the Ocean drop thy Light, 
And haſten on the lazy Night. 
If e' er thou heard ſt a Lover's Vow, 
Propitious Phoebus hear me now z 
Since thou, who art the Sun, haſt known 
Love's Fires burn fiercer-than thine own. 
And when, by my Entreaties bow'd, 
Thou ſett'ſt in yonder Ev*ning Cloud; 
In Thetis* Boſom thou may ſt lie, | 
And truſt the Day to Czlia's Eye. 
To her bright Look thy Rays will be, 
But what Aurora is to Thee: 
Envy ſhall make thee later riſe, 
And own the Conqueſt of her Eyes. 
With ſuch ſoft Mufick did the Swain 
Of Love's tormenting Cares complain, 
That Phoebus haſted on the Night, 
And in the Ocean dropt the Light: 
To Czlia's Arms then Strephon came, 
And in them quencht as bright a Flame, 


SONG 893. 
Trike up drowſie Gut-ſcrapers 
8 Gallants be ready, ; 
Each with his Lady ; 
Foot it about, 
*Till the Night be worn out, 


" 
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Let no one's Humour pall t 
Briſk Lads now cut your Capers 
Put Y our Legs tot, N 
And ſhew you can do't 3 
Friſk, frifk it away 
"Till Break of Day, 
And hey for Richmond Ball. Sp 
Fortune-Biters, | 
Hags, Bum-fighters, 
Nymphs of the Woods, 
And ſtale City Goods ; 
Ye Cherubins, 
And Seraphins, 
Ye Caravans, 
And Haradans, 
In Order all advance : 
Twickenham Loobies, 
Thiſtleworth Boobies, 
Wits of the Town, 
And Beaus-that have none; 
Ye 2 as ſharp az Pins, 
Ye Monſfieurs, and ye Sooterkins, 
I'll tach you all the Dance. 
The DANCE. 
Caſt off, Tom, behind Johnny, 
Do the ſame Nanny, 
Eyes are upon ye; 
Trip it between 
Little Dickie and Jean, . 
And ſet it in the Second Row; Gg 2 


Nimbly thruft thro” ; 
Then, then turn about 
To the left, or you're out, 
And meet with your Love below, 
Paſs, then croſs, 
Then Jack's pretty Laſs, | 
Then turn her about, about and about ; 
And Jack, if thou can do ſo too 
With Betty, whilſt the Time istrue, 
We'll all you Ear commend. 
Still there's more 
To lead all four; 
12 * Two by Nancy ſtand, 
And give her your, Hand, 
Then caſt her quickly down below, 
And meet her in the ſecond Row : 
The FI is at an end. 
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8 Tript of their Green our Groves appear, 
Our Vales lie bury d deep in Snow, 


The bloming North controuls the Air, 


A nipping Cold chills all below, 
The Froſt has glaz d the deepeſt Streams, 
Phcebus withdraws his kindly Beams ; 
Yet Winter bleſs'd be thy Return, 
Thou'ſt brought the Swain for whom I us'd 
to mourn, 
Aad in thy Ice with pleaſing Flames I burn, 


4 
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Winter brings Damon, Winter is my Spring, 


Too ſoon the Sun's reviving Heat 
Will thaw that Ice, and melt that Snow ; 
Trumpets will found, and Drums will beat, 
And tell me the dear Youth muſt go, 
Then muſt my weak unwilling Arms 
Reſign him up to ſtronger Charms: 
What Sweets, what Flow'rs, what beay. 
teous Thing, 
Now Damon's gone can Eaſe op Pleaſure 
bring? 


Uppoſe a Ma 
Stone > Mn 8 


T'unſlaye himſelf from a ſcolding Wiſe: r., 


He can't get out, | 
But hops about, 


Like a married Bird in the Cage of Life, He 
She on Miſchief bent | 
Is never content, : He 

But makes the poor Man cry out, 
Rigid Fate, Th 
Marriage State ; f 
No Reprieve 1 
But the Grave: I 

Oh! hard Condition. Let 
Come, I'll tell you how 


This Wife to bow, C 


The AVIARY. | _ 


boi evigkty being bey to ber teſts But fince he has taſted ſo much of Love's Faid 
ur Senſes pleaſe, Prithee fling him a Bit of his Pleaſure. 
Indulge your Eaſe, . | 
„ and each Humour taſte: 80 N. G 897. | 
Then let her ſquall, 8 Wain, thy hopeleſs Paſſion ſmother, 
And tear and bawl, Perjur d Czlia loves another ; | 
And with Whiping cry her Eyes out; In his Arms I ſaw her lying, | 
Take a Flaſk, Panting, kiffing, trembling, dying 3 
Double F laſk, N There the fair Deceiver ſwore, 
Whip it up, As ſhe had done to. you before. 
Sip it up, Oh! ſaid you, when ſhe deceives me, 
That's your Phyſician. When that conſtant Creature leaves me, 
| Ifis* Waters back ſhall fly, 
SON G 896. 1 And leave their oozy Channels dry: * 
Ore never was Dog ſo wretched as I, Turn ye Waters, leave your Shore, LD NG 


Whoſe Reſt is for ever ented ; 1 
Fn neither at Place when l locks ey, ü | 
Nor when ſhe looks kind am contented. SQNG 898. "= 
Her Frowns give a Pain I'am unable to bear, 8 Wains I ſcorn, who nice and faif, = 
The Thought of them ſets me a trembling : Shiver at the Morning Air: 
Her Smiles give no Joy, fince I plaguily fear Rough and hardy, bold and fre, 
They cap be no more than diſſembling. . Be the Man that's made for me. * 
Then prithee, my Deareſt, conſent and be kind, Slaves to Faſhion, Slaves to Dreſs, 
Put an end to this troubleſome Wooing ; Fops themſelves alone careſs ; 
for I ſee I ſhall neꝰ er be at Peace in my Mind, Let them without Rival be, 


Till once you and I have been doing, They are not the Men for me. 
let your 7 — Dog no longer with Juſtice com- He whoſe nervous Arm can dart Phy 
The Jay'lig to the s Heart 7 
0f Viage that's hard above Meaſure z | ed 


? 


— 
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From all Senſe of Danger free 

He's the Man that's made for me. 
While his Speed out-ftrips the Wind, 

Looſely wave his Locks behind a. F 

From fantaſtick Fopp'ry free, 

He's the Man that's made for me. 


Nor fimp'ring Smile, nor dimpled Sleek 


. Spoil his manly Sun-burnt Cheek; 
By Weather let him painted be, 
He's the Man that's made for me. 


If falſe he proves; my Jav'lin can 
Revenge the Perjury of Man ; 
And ſoon another brave as he 
Shall be found the Man for me. 


SONG 80g. 
Weet are the Charms of her I love, 
More fragrant than the Damaſk Roſe ; 
Soft as the Down of Turtle-dove, 
Gentle as Air when Zephyr blows : 
Refreſhing as deſcending Rains 
To Sun-burnt Climes, and thirſty Plains. 
True as the Needle to the Pole, 
Or as the Dial to the Sun ; 
Conſtant as gliding Wzters roll, | 
Whoſe ſwelling Tides obey the Moon: 
From ev*ry other Charmer free, 


My Life and Love ſhall follow thee, F 


The A v 1A Rx. 


* 
* 
Y 
, . 


The Lamb the flow'ry Thyme” devours, 
The Dam the tender Kid purſues ; 


- Sweet Philomel in ſhady Bowers 


Of verdant Spring her Note renews : 
All follow what they moſt admire, 
As I purſue my Soul's Deſire. 
Nature muſt change her beauteous Face, 
And vary as the Seaſons riſe; 


As Winter to the Spring gives Place, 


Summer th* Approach of Autumn flies: 
No Change on Love the Seaſons bring, 
Love only knows perpetual Spring. 
Devouring Time, with ſtealing Pace, 

Makes lofty Oaks and Cedars bow ; 


Ev'n Marble Tow'rs, and Walls of Brafs, 


In his rude March he levels low: 
But Time, deſtroying far and wide, 
Love from the Soul can ne'er divide. 
Death only, with his cruel Dart, 

The gentle Godhead can remove, 
And drive him from the bleeding Heart, 

To mingle with the Bleſt above: 
Where known to all his Kindred Train, 
He finds a laſting Reſt from Pain, 

Love and his Siſter fair, the Soul, 

Twin-born from Heav'n together came 3 
Love will the Univerſe controul, | 

When dying Seaſons loſe their Name 


as 


. 


* | ry 
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The 


deine Abodes ſhall own his Pow'r, 


AVIART. 


| No: I am a Lady gay; 2 
When Time and Death ſhall be no more. *Tis very well known I may ' 
SONG. goo Have Men of Renown, in Country or Town : 


| on So, Roger, without delay, : 
Ger Echo, ſweeteſt Nymph, that liv'ſt Court Bridget, or Sug, Kate, Nancy, or Prue, 
unſeen | Their Loves will foon be won ; 
Within thy airy Cell, As tho' I were at my laſt Pray'r, 
by low Mzander's Margent green, But don't you dare to ſpeak me fair, 
And in the Violet-embroider' d Vale, To marry a Farmer's Son. 
Where the Love-lorn Nightingale 


My Father h 
Nightly to thee her ſad Song mourneth well: —— 2 T — — 1 
Canſt thou not tell me of a gentle Pair Beſides Sheep and Cows, Carts, Harrows, 
That likeſt thy Narciſſus are ? | and Ploughs | | 


O! if thou have : , His Age is above core: 
Hid them in ſome flow'ry Cave, And when he does die, then merrily I 
Tell me but where, Shall have what he has won 


| ; 
Sweet Queen of Parly, Daughter of the Sphere; Both Land and Kine, all ſhall be thine, 
& may*ſt thou be tranſlated to the Skies, If thou' it incline, and wilt be mine, 


d give reſounding Grace to all Heav'n's And marry a Farmer's Son. 
Harmonies. A fig for your Cattle and Corn, 
SONG got. =. 3 * 
Weet Nelly, my Heart's Deli is known very well, my Name it is Nell, 
Beloving. — --— And you're but a Bumpkin born, 

The Proffer I make, for Modeſty's ſake z Well, fince it is fo, away I will go, 

I honour your Beauty bright. And I hope no Harm is done; 

ir Love I profeſs, I can do no leſs, Farewel, adieu: I hape to woo 

Thou haft my Favour won z A goon! 26 You, 1am rt, 

ad fince 1 ſee your Modeſty, lam but a Farmer's Son. 

pray agree, and fancy me, | Be net in haſte, ſhe, 


Tho" I am but a Farmer's Sons | Perhaps we may ill agree, Gg4 


Ew 


. 
* 
» 


Fs. 


Come, prithee fit down by me: 


For thou art the Man, that verily can * 


Perform what muſt be done; | 
Both ſtrait and tall, genteel withal, 
Therefore I'ſhall be at your Call, 

To marry a Farmer's Son. 


Dear Lady, believe me now, 
I ſolemnly ſwear and vow, 


No Lords in their Lives take Pleaſure in Wives, 


Like Fellows that drive the Plow ; 


For whate'er they gain with Labour and Pain, 


They don't to Harlots run, 
As Courtiers do: I never knew 
A London Beau, that could outdo 
A Country Farmer's Son. | 


SONG g9goz. 


8 Weet Sir, for your Courteſie, 
| When ye come by the Baſs then, 
For the Love ye bear to me, 
Buy me a Keeking-glaſs then. 
Keek into the Draw-well, 
| Janet, Janet ; 
And there ye'll ſee yer bonny ſell, 
os My Jo Janet. 
Keeking in the Draw-well clear, 
What if I thou'd fa' in, 
Syne amy Kin will ſay and ſwear, 


1 drown'd my ſelf for Sin, 


The AVIARY 
For, Man, I proteſt, Ioas Gut in jeſt : 


Dance ay laigh, and late at E'en, 


* * N 


Had the better for the Bras, ' © 
Janet, Janet ; 


Had the better be the Brae, 


My Jo Janet. 

Good Sir, for your Courteſle, 

Coming through Aberdeen then, 
For the Love ye hear to me, 

Buy mg a Pair of Shoon then. 
Clout the auld, the new are dear, 

Janet, Janet; 

But what if Dancing on the Green, 

And ſkipping like a Mawking, 
If they ſhou'd fee my * 

Of me they will be tauking 


anet, ] 
Syne a' thir Alete. no be ſeen, 
My Jo Janet. 
Kind Sir, for your Courteſie, 
When ye gae to the Croſs then, 
For the Love ye bear to me, 
Buy me a Paeing-Horſe then. 
Pace upo* your Spinning-wheel, 
Janet, Janet; 
Pace upo your Spining- 
My Jo Janet. 


My Spining-wheel i is auld and Riff, 


The Rock o' t winna ſtand, Sir ; 
To _ the Temper-pin in riff, 


” 
1 
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Make the beſt o't that ye can, Swift, Sandy, Young, end Gay, 3 
Janet, Janet; Long may you give Delight; 
But like it never wale a Man. Let all the Dunces bray, | 
My Jo Janet, | You're far above their Spite : 
_ © Such, ſrom a Malice four, 
SONG 903. Joch blyth and aye. Write Nonſenſe, lame and poor, 
CVitt, Sandy, Young and Gay Which never can ſucceed, 
Are _ my - Delight, For who the Traſh will read ? 
ſing their Sangs by Day, s n 
ö And read their Tales at Night, SONG god. 7 
If frae their Books I be, CYlvia, on her Arm reclining, 
'Tis Dulneſs then with me; In a ſhady Grove's Retreat, 
But when theſe Stars appear, Lay in looſe Attire, deſigning, fal, la, la, &Cs 
Jokes, Smiles, and Wit ſhine clear. To avoid the ſultry Heat. 
swift, with uncommon Stile, Tho' unveil'd, ſhe thought no Stander- 
And Wit that flows with Eaſe; By could view the lonely Fair, 
Inſtructs us with a Smile, While young Zephyrs came and fann'd her, 
And never fails to pleaſe. : fal, la, &Cc, 
Bright Sandy greatly ſings Beauteops Face with fragrant Air. 
Of Heroes, Gods, and Kings: There tit blooming Nymph lay panting, 
He well deferves the Bays, Sighing for her abſent Swain, | 
And ev'ry Briton's Praiſe, There extended ſhe lay wanting, fa, la, &. 
While thus our Homer ſhines, Him to eaſe her Love-ſick Pain. | 
Young, with Horatian Flame, | Soon the happy Youth, who won her, 
Corrects thoſe falſe Deſigns To the kind Retreat drew near; 
We puſh in love of Fame. 1 And in Tranſport gaz d upon her, fa, la, & 
Blyth Gay, in pawky Strains . Charms repos' d in Slumber there. 
Os, wich being Ir. one perſuaded, "twas no Sin to 
, , 1 ' 
Thoſp in a higher Sphere. Yar Re 
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80 he boldly enter d into fa, la, &c. 
Tales of Love with Sylvia ſtrait. 


SONG gos. 
Girls, methinks you are unfit, 
For tho' we all allow you Wit, 
We can't a handſome Face. 
Then where's the Pleaſure, where's the Good, 
Of ſpending Time and Coſh? 
For if your Wit been't underſtood, 


Your Keeper's Bliſs is loſt. 
SON G 906. 
Ss the Fair, in the Bloom of Fiſteen, 
Felt an innocent Warmth, as ſhe lay on 

the Green; 

She had heard of a Pleaſure, and ſomething 
ſhe gueſt, 

By the towzing and tumbling, and touching 
her Breaſt ; 


She ſaw the Men eager, but was at a Loſs, 
What _ meant by their fighing, and kiffing 


7 ; 

By their praying and whining, 

And claſping and twining, 

And panting and wiſhing, 

And ſighing and kiſſing, 

And ſighing and kiſſing fo cloſe. 
Ah! ſhe cry'd ; ah! for a languiſhing Maid 
In a Country of Chriſtians to die without Aid : 


The AVIARY. 


Not a Whig, or a Tory, of Trimmer atlaff, 
Or a Proteſtant Parſon, or Catholick Prieſt, 
To inſtru a young Virgin, that is at a Lok, 
What they meant by their ſighing, and kiſſing 
ſo cloſe ; 
By their praying and whining, 
And claſping and twining, 
And panting and wiſhing, 
And ſighing and kiſſing, 
And ſighing and kiſſing ſo cloſe, 
Cupid in Shape of a Swain did appear, 
He ſaw the ſad Wound, and in Pity drew neu, 
Then ſhew'd her his Arrow, and bid notfear, 
For the Pain was no- more than a Maiden 
might bear ; 
When the Balm was infus'd ſhe was not at 
Loſs, \ 
What they meant by their ſighing, and kiffing 
ſo cloſe; _ 
By their praying and whining, 
And claſping and twining, 
And panting and wiſhing, 
And ſighing and kiſſing, 
And fighing and kiſſing ſo cloſe, 


SONG 9go7. 


Tee not a Woman's Anger ill, 
But let this be your Comfort till, 

This be your Comfort ſtill, : 

That if one won't another will : 


md WW” end RY Qs 
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The 


0! ſhe that's fooliſh does deny, 
oc Wie, the that is wiſer will comply, 
al it 'tis but a Woman, what care I, 


ſing ſhat care I, what care I, 
If *tis but a Woman what care I. 
en who'd be damn'd, to ſwear untrue, 
Ind figh, and weep, and whine, and wooe, 
u all our fimple Coxcombs do? 
| Women love it, and tho” this 
Does ſullenly forbid the Bliſs, 
en but the next, you cannot miſs, 
2 SONG 9086. 
Ake my Word, when I declare, 
11 1 I can never, no, no, never, 


No, no, never eaſe your Care: 
us I think of ev*ry Lover, 

No one yet was ever true : 

i what Weakneſs they diſcover, 
Who this Paffion can't ſubdue ! 


SONG 9gog. 


Ake not the firſt Refuſal ill, 
Tho' now ſhe won't, anon ſhe will: 
we were not Woman, if ſhe knew 

one Moment what the next ſhe'd do. 

If you'll have Patience, ſhe'll be kind; 
0-day ne'er knew To-morrow's Mind: 
at till you find her in the Cue, 
you don't aſk her, ſhe Il aſk you. 


AVIARY. 
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SONG 910. The Broom of Cowden: 


das. 
Teach me, 2 how to prove 
My boaſted Flame fincere : 
Tis bard to tell how dear Toye, 
And hard to hide my Care. 


Sleep in vain diſplays her Charms, 
To bribe my Soul to reſt ; 

Vainly ſpreads her filken Arms, 
And courts me to her Breaſt. 


Where can Strephon find Repoſe, 
If Chloe is not there ? 
For ah ! no Peace his Boſom knows, 


When abſent from the Fair. 


What tho* Phcebus from on high 
With-holds his chearful Ray, 

Thine Eyes can well his Light fupplys. 
And give me more than Day. 


SONG gi}, 
Tu me no more of Flame) in 
That common dull Pretencs, "ISS 
Fools in Romances uſe to move 
Soft Hearts of little Senſe : 

No Strephon, I'm not ſuch a Slave, 
Love's banifſh'd Pow'r to own ; 
Since Intereſt and Convenience have 

So long uſurp'd his Throne, 


Gg6 
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No burning Hope or cold Deſpair, 
Dull Groves or purling Streams, 


Sighing and talking to the Air 


In Love's fantaſtick Dreams, 
Can move my Pity or my Hate, 
But Satyriſt I'll prove, 


And all ridicutous create 


That ſhall pretend to Love. 


Love was a Monarch once, tis true, 


And God-like rul'd alone, U 
And tho* his Subjects were but few, 
Their Hearts were all his own : 

But fince the Slaves revolted are, 
And turn'd into a State, 
Their Int'reſt is their only Care, 
And Love grows out of Date. 


SONG 913. 


me, Silend why you fill 
| With ane your Life ? 
Why's all youFT ime expended {till 
In thinking, or in talking ill, 


Ot your too virtuous Wife ? - 


For, Faith, I can't ſee to what End 


vou keep her up ſo cloſe ; 
Nor how you could yourſelf offend, 


That like #Snail, my gloomy Friend, 


You never leave your Houſe. 


Ah were ſhe but advis'd by me, 
Her many Taunts and Scorns 


AVIA R I. 


With Int'reſt ſhould refunded be; 


Have I offended ? Tell me how. 


Some Rival there has ſtol'n a Part; 


She'd make a perfect Snail of thee, 
By decking thee with Horns. 
SONG 913. 
Tu me, Delia, tell me why, 


My kindeſt fondeſt Looks you fly? 
What means that Frown upon thy Brow ? 


Some Change has happen' d in thy Heart; 


Reaſon thoſe Fears might diſapprove, 
But oh! I fear, becauſe 1 love. 


$ONG 914. | 
TI me no more I am deceiv'd, Cv 


That Chloe's falſe and common 

By Heav'n, I all along believ'd 
She was a very Woman : 

As ſuch Ilik'd, as ſuch careſs'd, . 

She ſtill was conſtant when poſleſs'd, 

She cou'd do more for no Man. 

But, oh! her Thoughts on others ran 

And that you think a hard Thing: 
Perhaps ſhe fancy d you the Man; 

Why, what care I one Farthing ? 
You think ſhe's falſe, I'm ſure ſhe's kindy 
I'll take her Body, you her Mind; 

Who has the better Bargain ? : 


1 


T me, tell me, charming Creature, 
Will you never eaſe my Pain? 
Muſt I die for every Feature? 
Muſt I always love in vain ? 
The Defire of Admiration 
Is the Pleaſure you purſue : 
Prithee, try a laſting Paſſion, 
Such a Love as mine for you, 
Tears and Sighing could not move you, 
For a Lover ought to dare: 
When I plainly told Blov'd you, 
Then you ſaid I went too far. 
Are ſuch giddy Ways beſceeming ? 
Will my Dear be fickle ſtill? 
Conqueſt is the Joy of Women, | 
Let their Slaves be what they will. - 
Tour Neglect with Torment fills me, 
And my deſp*rate Thoughts increaſe ; 
fray conſider, if you kill me, 
You will have a Lover leſs. 
your wand'ring Heart is beating 
For new Lovers, let it be; 
put wen you have done Coquetting» 
Name a Day and fix on'me. 


S O N, G 916. 


eil ne, lovely loving Pair ! 
why ſo kind, and fo ſevere ? 


; The AVIARY. 
SONG 915. 1 low'd, Sc. 
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Why ſo careleſs of our Cate. 
Only to yourſelves ſo dear ? 


By this cunning Change of Hearts, 
You the Pow'r of Love controul ; 
While the Boy's deluded Darts 
Can arrive at neither Soul, 


For in vain to either Breaſt, 
Still beguiled Love does come; 
Where he finds a foreign Gueſt, 
Neither of your Hearts at Home. 


Debtors thus with like Deſign, 
When they never mean to pay, 

That they may the Law decline, 
To ſome Friend make all away, 


Not the Silver Doves that fly, 
Yoak'd in Cytherea's Car; 

Not the Wings that lift ſo high, 
And canvey her Son ſo far; 

Are ſo lovely, ſweet, and fair, 
Or do more ennoble Love; 

Are ſo choicely match'd a Pair, 
Or with more Conſent do move. 


SONG 917. 


TI me no more you love; in vain, 
Fair Cælia, you this Paſſion feign, 
Can they pretend to love, Who do 
Refuſe what Love perſuades them to ? 


* 
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Who once has felt its active Flame, 
Dull Laws of Honour will diſdain : 


You would be thought his Slave, and yet 
You will not to his Pow'r ſubmit. 


More cruel than thoſe Beauties are, 
Whoſe Coyneſs wounds us to Deſpair ; 
For all the Kindneſs which you ſhow, 
Each Smile and Kiſs which you beſtow, 
Are like thoſe Cordials which we give 
To dying Men, to make them live, 


And languiſh out an Hour in Pain: 


Be kinder, Cælia, or diſdain. 
SONG 918. 
Shepherdeſs. U me, Thyrſis, tell your 
12 e 4 


Why you ſigh, and why you languiſh: 
When the Nymph whom you adore, 
Grants the Bleſſing of Poſſeſſing, 


- What can Love and I do more ? 


Shepherd. Think its Love beyond all Mea- 
ſure 
Makes me faint away with Pleaſure : 
Strength of Cordial may deſtroy, 
And the Bleſſing of Poſſeſſing 


Kills me with Exceſs of Joy. 


Shepherdeſs. Thyrfis, how tan I believe you 
But confeſs, and I'll forgive you: 


"The AVIART: 


Men are falſe, and ſo are you. 
Never Nature fram'd a Creature 
To enjoy, and yet be true. 


Shepherd. Mine's a Flame beyond expiring 
Still poſſeſſing, till deſiring, 


Fit for Love's Imperial Crown, 
Ever ſhining, and refining 
Still the more tis melted down. 
SONG 919. 
Tu me, Hamilla, tell me why, 
Thou do'ſ from him that loves thee run? 
Why from his ſoft Embraces fly, 
And all his kind Endearments ſhun ? 


So flies the Fawn with Fear oppreſt, 
Seeking it's Mother ev'ry where; 

It ſtarts at evꝰ ry empty Blaſt, 
And trembles when no Danger's near. 

And yet I keep thee but in View, 
To gaze the Glories of thy Face ; 

Nor with a hateful Step purſue, - 
As Age, to rifle ev'ry Grace. 

Ceaſe then, dear Wildneſs, ceaſe to toy, 
But haſte all Rivals to out-ſhine, 

And grown mature, and ripe for Joy, | 
Leave Mamma's Arms, and come to mil 


SONG. 920. 
Ell me, Dorinda, why ſo gay, 
With ſuch Embroid'ry, Fringe and Lac: 


"gs 


ac: 


The AVIARY. 


Can any Dreſſes find x Way, 
To ſtop th* Approaches of Decay, 
And mend a ruin'd Face? | 


Wilt thou ſtill ſparkle in the Box, . 
And ogle in the Ring ? 

Can't thou forget thy Age and Pox ? 

(an all that ſhines on Shells and Rocks 
Make thee a fine young thing ? 

& have I feen in Larder dark 
Of Veal a lucid Loin, * 

Replete with many a helliſh Spark, 

&s wiſe Philoſophers remark, 
At once both ſink and ſhine. 


SONG 921. 


Tin me, Aurelia, tell me, pray, 
How long muſt Damon ſue ? 
Prefix the Time, and I'11 obey, 
Vith Patience wait the happy Day 
That makes me ſure of you. 


The Sails of Time my Sighs ſha!l blow, 
And make the Minutes glide ; 

My Tears ſhall make the Current flow, 
And ſwell the haſting Tide. 

The Wings of Love ſhal! fly ſo faſt, 
My Hopes mount ſo ſublime, 

The Wings of Love ſhall make more haſte 
Than the ſwift Wings of Time. 


' When Love and Youth did both conſpire 


_ * 


. SONG gas. 


T me, gentle Strephon, why 5 

You from my Embraces fly ? id 
Does my Love thy Love deſtroy ? | 
Tell me, I will yet be coy. 


Stay, O ſtay! and I will feign "A 
(Tho' I break my Heart) Diſdain z 

But leſt I too unkind appear, 

For ev'ry Frown I'll ſhed a Tear. 

And if in vain I court thy Love, 

Let mine at leaſt, thy Pity move: 

And while I ſcorn, vouchſaſe to wooe z 
Methinks you may difſemble too. 

Streph. Ah ! Phillis, that you wou'd contrive 
A way to keep my Love alive; 

But all your other Charms muſt fail, 

When Kindneſs ceaſes to prevail. 


Alas ! no leſs than you I grieve, 

My dying Flame has no Reprievez 

For I can never hope to find, | 
Shou'd all the Nymphs I court be kind, 
One Beauty able to renew 

Thoſe Pleaſures I enjoy'd in you, 


To fill our Breaſts and Veins with Fire. 
'Tis true, ſome other Nymph may gain 
That Heart which merits your Diſdain 3 
But ſecond Love has till Allay, 
The Joys grow aged and decay. 


/ 1 | 
_ 
. Then blame me not for lofing more 
Than Love and Beauty can reſtore; 
+ And let this. Ttuth thy Comfort prove, 
I would, but can no longet᷑ love. 


„ SONG 923. 
Ell me, lovely Shepherd, where 


Thou feed'ſt at Noon thy fleecy Care; 
Dire& me to the ſweet Retreat, 


That guards thee from the Mid-day Heat; 


* Leſt by thy Flocks I lonely ſtray, 
Without a Guide, and lofe my Way. 
Where reſt at Noon thy bleating Care, 
Gentle Shepherd, tell me where. 
Is it near the Fountain's Brink, 
Where thy tender Lambkins drink : , 
Or is.it near the purling Glade, 
Beneath the Oter's duſky Shade, 

As they nimbly ſkip and bound, 

On the green beſplang' d Ground; 
Where they ſtray I cannot think, 
Tell me, fair one where they drink, 


Early e' er the Day did dawn 

Have I tript it o'er the Lawn; 

Thus overwhelm'd with grief I . 
To ſeek thy Flock and find my Love, 
In ev'ry Vale, on Hill and Plain; 

But alas! I ſeek in Vain: 

Reward my Toil and eaſe my Care 
Te me charming Shepherd where. 
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SONG 924. 

'T: Ender Hearts to ev'ry Paſſion 

Still their Freedom would betray 5 
But how Calm is Inclination, h 
When our Reaſon bears the Sway ! 

Swains themſelves, while they purſue ns, 

Offen teach us to deny ; SIR 

While we fly they fondly wooe us, 
If we grow too fond they fly. 


SONG 925. 
TEN Years, like Troy, my ſtubborn Hea 
Withſtood th* Aſſault of fond Defirez 
But now, alas ! I feel a Smart ; 
Poor I, like Troy, am ſet on Fire. 


With Care we may a Pile, ſecure, 
And from all common Sparks defend: 
But oh!] who can a Houſe ſecure, 
When the Cceteſtial Flames deſcend! 
Thus was I ſafe, till from your Eyes 
Deſtructive Fites are brightly giv'n : 
Ah ! who can ſhun the warm Surprize, 
When lo! the Light'ning comes it 


Heav'n. | Th 
SONG. 926. 1 
T Hat all Men are Beggars, we plainly ve 
ſee, y 


For Beggars there ars of ev'ry Degree, 


* 
1 a. 
* 


* 
* 
A. * 


wo nels Ho abit 
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e, The Lover he begs deat Nymph 
— oo | Sacre ere — 
N J. cnn 0 


Eye 
wou 
ah {PISS wech one but 4 Fool wou'd deny, — 
Eee ts his Trade when bo len "I wes 


Lye, 8 ON G 927. K 
Which no body can deny, &c. - 25 Hat Man who for Ls : 
The Lawyer he begs that you'd give him a Ph, Is bleſs'd in a Wife; F 
Tho he reads not your Brief, nor regards be fs fure in a happy. Condition 2 
your Plea, © 80 Things tibwt 25 e 
It adviſes your Foe how to get a Decree, * She ſticks by him ſti | 
Which no body can deny, She's Comforter, Friend, and Phyſician, 


The Courtier he begs for a-Penſibh or Place; She's, &ci 

A Ribband, a Title, or Smile from his Grace, Pray: where is tlie Joy | 5 

Tis due to "his Merit, "tis writ in his Face, 1 toy, f 25 wo 

Which no body can deny; &. Yet dread ſome Diſaſter from * N 

0 Bt if by Miſhap he ſhould chance to get none, But ſweet is the Bliſs | 45. = 

le begs you'd believe that the Nation's un- Of a canjugal Kiſs, 4 
done; Where Love ä Pleaſure with Duty, 5 
There's but one honeſt Man, and himſelf is Where, &c. 


that one, * 4 One extravagant 'Whore . 
Which no body can deny, &C. Shall coſt a Man more, 


The Fait-one ſhe men whole Mornings at Than twenty good Wives that are ſaving 3 © 

home, For Wives they will ſpare, ; YN 

New Charms to creats; and much Pains to That their Children may ſhare, & 
conſume, But Whores are gternally craving, | 

Yet begs you'd believe 'tis hey natural _ But, &. 

Which no body ſhould deny, &c 


— 


H 


* 


* 


* U 
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2 1 4 g 
SONG 928. Ye Madcaps, Ee. 
T* the World is a Lottery, what Man 
can doubt? | 
When born we're put in, when dead we're 

drawn out 


; * 
And tho* Tickets are bought by the Fool and 


tue Wiſe, 
Yet 'tis plain there are more than ten Blanks 
| to a Prize. 
Sing Tantarara,. Fools all, Fools all, 
Sing Tantarara, Fools all. | 


The Court has itſelf a bad Lottery's Face, 

Where ten draw a Blank, before one draws a 
Place . | 

For a Ticket in Law; who would give you 
Thanks ? | 

For that Wheel containsſcarce any but Blanks. 

Sing Tantarara, keep out, ce. 

*Mongſt Doctors and Lawyers ſome good ones 

are found, E 8 
But, alas! they are rare as the ten thouſand 

. Pound; * N 

How ſcarce is a Prize, if with Women you 
deal ? ; 

Tak: Care how you marry---for oh ! in that 

cel 


Wheel, 
Sing Tartarara, Blanks all, &c. 


\ 
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That the Stage is 4 Lottery, by all " - 
Whers ten Plays are Cn . tal 
uc . 5 


The Blanks are ſo many, the Prizes ſs few 
We all are undone, unleſs kindly ou 
Sing Tartarara, clap all, c. 
SONG gzg. 
'T Hat ſcornful Sylvia's Chains I wear, 
**. The Groves and Streams can tell; 
e blaſted with my Sighs a 
Theſe with Tears, my Tears o eren 
But Sighs and Tears bring no 8, 
And Love that ſees, that ſeea me grieve, 
Conſpires with Sylvia to opf 
The Heart he ſhould relieve, 
The God that ſhould reward my Pain, 
Makes Sylvia more my Foe : 
As ſhe encreaſes in Diſdain, 
He makes my Paſſion grow: 
And muſt I, muſt 1 till admire 1 
Thoſe Eyes that cauſe my Grief? 
"Tis juſt, - I myſelf conſpire 
Againi on Relief, 
| SONG 9g30. 
i Hat which her ſlender Waiſt confin'd, \ 
Shall now my Joyful Temples bind; 


No Monarch but would give his Crown, 
His Arms might do what this has done. 


«t 


* 
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, 
tal It was my Heav*ns extremeſt Sphere, Your F ortune 
The Pale 8 n Deer: and; en . * 
My Joy, my Griet, my Hope, my Love, | 
Da F within this Circle move c 1255 Vis Var e 
A narrow Compaſs! and yet there *Twill ſoon cure the Fever tha vp your- 
Dwelt all that's good, and all that's fair: Mind, | 
Give me but what this Riband bound, : * © 
Take all the reſt the Sun goes round. SONG 932, = 
1 HE Cares of Lovers, their Alarms, 
SONG 93. Lillibularo. T Their Sighs, their Tears, have powerful 
THE Doctor is feed for a dang rous draught, - Charm; >& 
, Which-cures half a dozen, and kills half And if ſo ſweet their Torment is, 
a ſcorez Ye Gods | how 2 n 
(f all the beſt Drugs the Diſpenſaries taught, So ſoft, ſo gentle, is their Pai 
ene * "Tis e'en ae to copplatn, ©” | 
and no more: f 2 * 
But here's the Juice, SONG 933. 1 z 
Of ſovereign T HE Roſy morn unbart'd her Gate, 
Iwill cure your Diſtempers "EN be, To let the Day appear, 
| In Body or Spirit, | When I, afraid of being too late, 
Wherever you bear it ; | . Stole ſoftly to my Dear. | 
Tae ofthis «large Dole amd i ſoon ſets you e — 
Which did her tender Limbs 
By cunning Directors if trick d. of your Pelf, 1 ro 
, Your 1 oiſes « Boſe of good Claret can heal; Nor kept one Beauty hid. 
7 Or if you have been a Director yourſelf, I gently ſtole an am'rous Kiſs, 
"Twill teach you no Loſs of your Honour to Which crimſon d er her Face ; 
feel; Nor yet content with ſuch a Aliſs, 
Stocks Call or riſe, Sought. a diviner Placs : 
Tell Truth or Lies, Hh 2 


- 


* 


r 


7 


Her Eyes then opening like the Day, x. —_ went, and the Miller did grinding ſo ply, 


Ezmit a piercing Beam; She came cutting Capers a Foot and half high, 
_ wak'd ; I ſtole with "(peed away 5 She waddled, ſhe ſtraddled, ſhe haloo'd an 
She took ĩt for a Dream. | whoop'd, | | 
And all the Day long 
* SONG 934. This, this was her Song, 
| r old Wife the ſent to the Miller her Hey! were ever two Siſters ſo lericompoop'd? 
Daughter, | Then 2 o' th' Dairy, a third of the Num- 
To her Griſt ickly, and ſo return 
| 1 4 os Ws Wou'd fain know the Cauſe they ſo jigz , 
The Miller ſo work'd it, that in eight Months it about, 


The Miller her Wiſhes long would not in- 
cumber, 

ut in the old manner the Secret found out, 

us Celie and Nelly, and Mary the mild, 


after 
Her Belly was fill'd as full as her Sack; 
12 Robin ſo pleas d her, that when ſhe 


92754 1 home, 
'd like a tuck Pig, and ſtar'd like a Were * _ Harveſt-Time all big with 
: ome, 1 \ 7 
e he ſcamper d, ſhe halloo'd and They dane'd in the Hay, they halloo'd and 
And 125 the Day long, And all the Day long, | 
This, this was her Song, This, this was their Song, T, 
Was ever a Maiden ſo lericompoop'd ? Hey ! were ever three Siſters ſo lericompoop d | 
Oh Nelly, cry'd Celie, thy Clothes are all And when bee did ſtare at ead 


mealy, other 
Both Backlide and Belly are rumpled all And crying, Oh Siſters! what ſhali we nc 


| o'er, 
You moap now and flabber, why what a pox. For al our young Bantlings. we have but of 4, 
ails ye? ather, Lo 

I'll go to the Miner, and know all, ye And they in one Month will all comet B 
Whore ; Town too: 2 Lik 


* 


I 


6 
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0 by did we run | in fuch haſte to the Mill, And in ſoft Raptures waſte the Daß 


5 To Rodin, who always the Toll Diſh would 2 ”e "0 of Rene TY A 
ol | L 2 or ſoon the Winter wi + era ez 
He bump 4 up our Bellies, then halloo And ſtormy Blaſts conclude the Lear; 
whoop' d, At this thy lively Bloom will fade. 
And all the Day long, As that muſt blaſt each verdant Shade: ® 
"8 This, this was their Song, * Our Taſte of Pleaſure then is oder ;; 
ey | were ever three Siſters ſo lericompoop d? The feather'd Songſters love no more; . 
= And when they droop, and we decay, . 
4 SONG 935. | Adieu the Birks of Endermay. 3 
8 THE wornen Deer flies _— nos | SON G. 937. ar 
; The bearded Arrow in his Side; * 
Sill vainly hoping that he may 0 a 1 3 5 10 © in you in Bruſh Wood, 
ut, Mix'd with the Herd, *ſcape uneſpy d. Bue for = M 
; But oh ! the Moment that they ſee Yet in that Moment makes 4 mighty Roite 1 
vith The ſtreaming Blood flow from his Wound, It crackles, and to Vapotdrs turns, 
They ſhun him in his Mifery, And ſoon itſelf, itſelf deſtroys, Ny 
and And leave him dying on the Ground, And ſoon itſelf, itſelf deſtroys. 
Thus the poor Nymph, who, ſore diſtreſt, , But when crept into aged Veins, 457 
Has gaz d her Liberty away, It lowly burns, and long remains, 
4 To all the World becomes a Jeſt, And with a Gallen Heat, | : 
'Y And falls of fland*rous Tongues the Prey. Like Fire in Loggs, it glows and warms e 
Act | long. | 
SONG 936. And thb* the Flame be not ſo great, 
THE ſmiling Morn, the breathing Spring, Yet is the Heat, the Heat as ſtrong, 
Invite the tuneful Birds to fing ; | Yet is the Heat, the Heat as ſtrong. Ki 51 
And while they warble from each | Retr cart 
Love melts the univerſal Lay, _ SONG 938. V4 
6 OY Let us, Amanda, timely wiſe, . HE Stars which Gild the vaulted Skies, 


Like them improve the Hour that des, | And glittering, deck the Shades of Night, 


pleaſe our raviſh'd ear: 


Feet Celia's Cheeks more charms diſcloſe, 
Her Lips much ſwecter than the Roſe. 
She is of every Charm poſſeſt, 
ev'ry Virtue, ev'ry Grace; 
With all Minerva's wiſdom bleſt, 
And Venus* nicer Shape and Face: 
With Charms like theſe, ſure Heav*n deſign'd, 
TheJovely Fair one ſhou'd be kind, 


_- SONG 939. e 

HE Nymph that ſeems to Love inclin'd, 

Is ever lovely ſeen ; © 
Has Wiſdom's Goddeſs in her Mind, 

| And fair as Beauty's Queen; 
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And drop their Sweets on every Flower, 


To bleſs Philan 


chaſte as Aur6ra's dewy ſhowers, 
That purify the Morm; 


That doth her Neck adorn. 
Her Chegks are like the opening Roſe, 
That bluſhes as it heats ; | 
Her Breath ſuch odours doth diſcloſe, 
Perfumes whate'er it meets. 
Her lilly Breaſts are like young Doves, 
With innoceney bleſt; 
And each at other trembling moves, 
As fearful to be preſt. | 
Such is the Nymph, and fuch my Love, 
With all her native Charms; 
Protect her then, ye Powers above, 
's Arms. 
SONG 940. 
HE Lawland-lads think they are fine; 
But O they re vain and. idly gawdy! 
How much unlike; that gracefu Mien, 
And manly Looks of my Highland Laddie? 
O my bonny bonny Highland Laddie, 
My handſome charming Highland Laddie ; 
May Heaven ſtill guard, and Love rewa 
Our Lawland Laſs and her Highland Laddie, 
If I were free at Will to chuſe 
To be the wealthieſt Lawland Lady, 
I'd take young Donald without Trews, 


* 


with Bonnet blue, and belted Plaidy, 
O my bonny, &. 
The braweſt Beau in Borrows-town, - 

In, his Airs, with Art made ready, 
Compar'd to hin, he's but a Clown, 

He's finer far in's 1 ler Plaidy. 
0 my bonny, &c. ' 
O'er Benty Hill with him Pu run, 

And leave my Lawland-kin and Dady. 
Frae Winter's Cauld, and Summer's Sun, 


He'll ſcreen me with his Highland 21 | 


0 my bonny, &c. 
A painted Room, and filken Bed, 
May pleaſe a Lawland Laird and Lady 
But I can Kifs, and be as glad 
Behind a Bufh in s Highland Plaidy, 
0 my bonny, &c. 
Few Compliments between us paſs, | 
[ca' him my dear Highland Laddie, . 
And he ca's me his 'Lawland Laſs, | 
Syne rows me in beneath his Plaidy, , 
0 my bonny, &c. | 
Nae graeter Joy I'll e'er pretend, 


Than that his Love prove true and ſteady, 


Like mine to him, ne er ſhall end, 


While Heaven preſerves my Highland Laddie. 


0 my bonny, &c. 
7 H 4 
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But waes me for him! Skin: £8 


SONG 2 The young La 
941. 000 20g 5 f * 


FF HE Cari he © came o er the Croft, +» | 
And his Beard new ſhaven, + 1 1 

He look'd at me, as he'd been daft, 44S. 

The Carle trows that I wad hae him: 
Howt away, I winna hae him! 

Na forſooth; I inna hae him 1+ 
For a' his Beard new ſhaven, 7 * 

Ne er a Bit will I hae him. 2 
A Siller Broach he gae me nieſt, * 
To faſten on my Curtches nooked;- | * 
I wor'd a wi upon my Breaſt; | 

Bur ſoon alake | the Tongwe elt crooked 5 
And ſae may his: I winna hae him, © 

Na forſooth, I winna hae him 1 
An twice a Bairn's, a Laſs's eſt ; 

Sae ony Fool for me may hae him. 


The Carle has nae Fault but ane, 
For he has Land and Dollars 


ey 5 
Is no for a plump Laſs e * 
Howt awa, I winna hae him, 
Na, forſooth, I winna hae him |! 1 
What ſignifies his dirty Riggs, . 
And Caſh, without a Man wi them ? N 
But ſhould my canker d Dady gar Fa 
Me take him 'sainſt my Inclination, 5 


Vun the Fumbler to beware, 
That Antlers dinna claim their Station, 
Howt awa, I winnd hae him! 

Na forſooth, I winna hae him! 

I'm fee d to crack the holy Band, 

Sue Lawty ſays, I ſhould na hae him. 


8. ON G 9432. 


"= All Nature's Sweets were ſpringing ; 
The Buds did bow with filver Dew, 
Ten thouſands Birds were ſinging : 
When on the Bent, with blyth Content, 
Young Jamie ſang his Marrow, 
Nae bonnier Laſs e'er trad the Graſs 
On Leader-haughs and Yarrow. 


How ſweet her Face, where every Grace 
In heavenly Beauty's planted ; 
Fer ſmiling Een, and comely Mien 
a That nae Perfection wanted. 
Tul never fret, nor ban my Fate, 
But bleſs my bonny Marrow : 
If her dear Smile my Doubts beguile, 
My Mind ſhall ken nae Sarrow. 
Yet tho' ſhe's fair, and has full Share 
Of every Charm enchanting, . 
Each Good turns ill, and ſoon will kill 
Poor me, if Love be wanting, 
O bonny Laſs ! have but the Grace 
To think, ere ye gae furder ; 


* 
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THE Morn was fair, faft was the Air, 


_ . 


Your Joys maun flit, if ye commit 
The crying Sin of Murder. 

My wandring Ghaiſt will ne er get reſt, 
And Night and Day affright ye; 


But if you're kind, with joyful Mind 


I'll ſtudy to delight ye. 
Our Years around with Love thus crown'd, 
From all Things Joys ſhall borrow ; 


| Thus none ſhall be more bleſt than we 


On Leader-haughs and Yarrow, 
O ſweeteſt Sue ! tis only you | 
Can make Life worth my Wiſhes, 
If equal Love your Mind can move 
To grant this beſt of Bliſſes ; -, 


Thou art my Sun, and thy leaſt Frown 


Would blaſt me in the Bloſſom 
But if thou ſhine, and make me thine, 
I'll flouriſh in thy Boſom. 
SONG 943. Pokwart on the Green, 
T HE Dorty will repent, | 
- If Lover's Heart grow cauld, 
And nane her Smiles will tent, 
Soon as her Face looks auld : 
The dawted Bairn thus takes the Pet, 
Nor eats, tho* Hunger crave, 
Wimpers and tarrows at its Meat, 
And's laught at by the Lave. 
They jeſt it till the Dinner's paſt, 
Thus by it fell abus d, 


* 


1 


of 


ne Fool thing is oblig'd to ft, 
or eat what they*ve reſus d. 


SONG 944. 
THE Laird who in Riches and Honour 


Nor rack the poor Tenants, who labour 
To riſe aboon Poverty : 
Ile he like the Pack-horſe that's unfother d, 
And burden'd, will tumble down faint ; 
Thus Virtue by Hardſhip is ſmother d, 
And Rackers aft tine their Rent. 


SONG 945. 
THE bony gray ey d Morning begins to 


, 

And Datkneb flies before the riſing Ray, 
The hearty Hynd ſtarts from his lazy Sleep, 

To follow healthful Labours of the Day ; 
Without a guilty Sting to wrinkle his Brow, 

The Lark and the Linnet tend his Levee, 
And he joins their Concert, driving his Plough, 

From Toil of Grimace and Pageantry free, 
While fluſter'd with Wine, or madden'd with 

Loſs, 

Of half an Eſtate, the Prey of a Main, 
The Drunkard and Gameſter tumble and toſs, 

Wiſhing for Calmneſs and Slumber in vain. 
J my Portion Health, 1 8 Quietneſs of Mind, 
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Wad thrive, ſhould be kindly and free, 


r—_ at due Diſtance from, | Parties pg 
tate 
| Where neither Ambition or Avarice blind, 
Reach him who has Happineſs link d to his 
Fate, r 


SONG 946. W a, c. 
TRE Night was ſtill, the Air ſerene, 
Fann'd by a ſouthern Breeze ; = 
The glimm'ring Moon might juſt be ſeen, | 
RefleRing thro* the Trees. _—_ 
The bubbling Water's conſtant Courſe, 
From off th* adjacent Hill, +54 
Was mournful Echo's laſt Reſource, | 
All Nature was ſo ſtill. | 
The conſtant Shepherd ſought this Shade, 
By Sorrow ſore oppreſs d, 
Cloſe by a Fountain's Margin laid, 
His Pain he thus expreſs d. | 
Ah, wretched Youth ! why didſt thou love, 
Or hope to meet Succeſs ; , 
Or think the Fair would conſtant prove, 
Thy blooming Hopes to bleſs ?- 
Find me the Roſe on barren Sands ; 
The Lily *midſ the Rocks 3 
The Grape in wide-deſerted Lands; 
A Wolf to guard the Flocks. 
Thoſe you, alas ! will ſooner gain, 
And will more eafy find, 


474 
Than meet with avght but-cold Diſdain | 
In faithleſs Womankind. 


Riches alone now win the Fair, 
Merit they quite deſpiſe; 

The Conſtant Lover, thro* Peſpair, 
| * not wealthy, dies. 


g SONG 947. 
=_ E Stone, that all Things turns at Will 
To Gold, the Chymiſt craves ; . 
But Gold, without the Chymiſt's Skill, 
Turns all Men-into Knaves. 
And a cheating they will go, &c. 


The Merchant'wou'd the Courtier cheat, 
When on his Goods he lays 
| Too high a Price--but, faith, he's bit, 
For a Courtier never pays. 
And a cheating, &. | 


*Fhe Lawyer, with a Face demure, 
_ - Hangs him who ſteals your Pelf; 


| . Becauſe the good Man can endure 


No Robber but himſelf. 
And a cheating, &e. | 
Betwixt the Quack and Highwayman, - 
- _What Diff rence can there be? | 
Tho” this with Piſtol, that with Pen, | 
Both kill you for a Fee. | 


- And a cheating, &c. 
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-. While ſhe at home, tp caſe her Life, 
The Steward doth his Lordſhip trick, 
Mankind. ' 


And thoſe are Parſons call d, God wot, 
And a cheating, &c 


The Plants ſuck in the Earth and are 


Drinks ten thouſand Rivers 
The buſy Sun (and one ſhould” 


The Huſband chunt his loving Wiſe, - 
And to a Miſtreſs goes; 


Carouſes with the Beaus. 

And a cheating, &c. 

The Tenant doth the Steward nick, 
(So low this Art we find) 


My Lord tricks all 
And a cheating, &c. 


| One Se& there are, to whoſe fair It 


No cheating Arts do fall, 
And ſo I cheat * 
I vißb my, &c, 


drinks up the Rain, 
gapes for Drink again, 


SONG 9 


THE thirſty Ta 
And drinks, 


With conſtant drinking freſh and fair. 
The Sea itſelf, ; which ona would think 
Should have but little noed of Drink, 


So fill'd, that they SF rflow the Cup, 


els, 
By's drunken fiery Face, no 
Drinks up the Sea ; and when h'as done, 
The Moon and Stars drink up the Sun; 
They drink and dapaby their own Light, 


The 
They drink and revel all the Night: 
Nothing in Nature's ſober found, 
But an eternal Health goes round. 

Fill up the Bowl then, fill it high, 
Fill all the Glaſſes there ; for why 
Shou'd ev*ry Creature drink but I ; 
Why, Men of Morals, tell me why ? 


SONG 949. 


T HE Henne are all out, and the Morning 
oes 


Peep, 
Why how now you guggardly Sot ? 


How can you, how can you lie ſnoring aſleep 


While we all on Horſeback have got ? 
Brave Boys, while we all on Horſeback,&c. 


I cannot get up, for the over-night's Cup 
So terribly lies in my Head; 
Beſides, my Wife cries, My Dear do not riſe, 
But cuddle me longer a-bed, 
Dear Boy, but cuddle, Kc. 


come, on with your Boots, and ſaddle your 


Mare, 
Nor tire us with longer Delay; ; 


The oy of the Hounds, and the Sight of the 
are, 


Will chaſe all our Vapours away, 
Brave Boys, will chaſe, &c. 


8 ON G ggo. Come let us prepare. 
TH E Macedon Youth 
Left behind him this Truth, 


A\ VIARY. 
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That nothing is done with much . | 
He drunk, and he fought, 
Tilt he had what he ſought, | 
The World was his own by good — 
He drench'd his brave Soul 
In a plentiful Bowl, 


And caſt away Trouble and Sorrow; 


His Head never run 
Of what was to be done, +: 
For he car*d not to-day, for to-morrow. 


SONG 951. 4s Fidlers and 
Archers, Cc. | 
T HE Laſs that would know how to ma- 
nage a Man, 
Let her liſten and learn it from me, 
His Courage to quell, or his Heart to crapans 
As the Time and Occafion agree. | 4 
The Girl that has Beauty, tho* ſmall be her 
Wit, 
May wheedle the Clown, or the Beau 3 
The Rake may repel, or may draw int 
By the Uſe of that pretty Word, No. 


When powder'd Toupees around are in Chat, 
Each ftriving his Paſſion to ſhow 3 


» .v 


With kiſs me, and love me my Dear; "= all 


that, 
Let her Anſwer to all be, © m0. Co 
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When a Doſe is contriv d to _ n. 
A Preſent, a Treat, or à Ball; 

She fill muſt refuſe, if her Empiro ſhe'l} keep, 
And No be her Anſwer to all. * 

But when Mr Dapper wit offers his Hand, 
Her Partner in Wedlock to go; 


| A Horfe, and a Coach, and a Jointure in Land, 


She's an Idiot, if then ſhe ſays No. 


© Bat if ſhe's attack'd by a Youth full of Charms, 


Whoſe Courtſhip proclaims him a Man ; 
When preſs d to his Boſom, and claſp'd in 
us Arms 

Then let her fay No, if the can. 


"SONG g;z. Kighlaid Laddie. 


DD e Lawland Maids ging trig and fine, 
aſt they're ſour, and unco ſaucy, 


Sas proud, they never can be kind, 


Like my 


-humour'd Highland Laſſie. 
'G my — as | 


„ borinly Highland Laſſie, 
d Laſſie, 
never Care — ns thee leſs fair, 


— — Bloom of Youth Mill bleſs my Laſſie. 


Than ony Laſs on Borrowſtown, 
Who make their Cheeks with Patches motie, 


d ta my Katie, but 2 Gown, 


And Barefoot, in her little Cote. 
Omy e 


4 
© * Ss + 
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O my bonny, &c. 
The Mountains clad with purple Bloom, 


Beneath the Brier or Breckin Buſh, - 
Whene er I kifs and court my Dautie, 
Happy and blythe as ane wad wiſh, 
My flighteren Heart gangs pittie pattie, 
O my bonny, &. 


O'er higheſt heathery Hill I'll ſtenn, V 
With cockit Gun, and Ratches tenty, 
To drive the Deer out of their Den, F. 


To feaſt my Laſs on Diſhes dainty. 
O my bonny, &c. 7 
There's nane ſhall dare; by Deed or Word, * 

Gainſt her to wag a Tongue or Finger, Q 
While I can wield my truſty Sword, | 

Or fra my Side whiſk out a Whinger. V 


And Berries ripe;invite my Treafure, " 
To range with me let great Folk gloom | 


Pleaſure. 
O my donny, &. | Ht 
SONG g. 
TERRE den len. lately dd + 


Where ambroda with exits, Sager wel Te 


Their 1 did with their Deities ſuit, 
Ce neon: did occaſion 


Twas Time that old' Nectar was grown out 
of F aſhion, ; : 


Bring what they did drink long before the | 


Creation, OE 
When the Sky-colour'd Cloth was moy*'d from 
the Board, 
For the — Bowl, great Jove gave the 
Word. 
The Bowl it was large, of a heavenly Size, 
Wherein they did uſe infant Gods to baptize. 
ö Goth Jove, I'm inſorm'd they drink Punch 


upon Earth, 

Whereby mortal Wits far exceed us in 
Mirth ; 

Therefore our wiſe Godheads together let's 
lay * 

And endeavour to make it much ſtronger than 

: they, 
* 'Twas ſpoke like a God, fill the Bowl up to 

the Top. 

He is caſhier*'d from the Heavens that leaves 
the leaſt Drop. 


Then Apollo ſent away two of his Laſfes 

With Pitchers to fill at the Well of Parnaſſus ; 

To Poets new-born this Liquor was brought, 

And they ſuck*'d it in for their Mornings firſt 
Draught. ; . 

juno for Lemons ſtept into her Cloſet, 

Which when ſhe was fick ſhe infus'd into 
Poſt. 

a ING ? 
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For Goddeſſes may be as ſqueamiſh as Gypſies 2 


The Sun and the Moon yon know have their 


Eclipſes: 


Where a vigilant Dragon was faid to look to it. 
Twelve Dozen of theſe were well ſqueez'd in 
| the Water, | | + 857 
Thereſt ofthe Ingredients in Ordercome after; 
Venus Admirer of all Things that were fweer, 
(Without her Infuſion there had been noTreat) 
—_ Sugar Loaves white as her 
cs, 


To be brought to the Table by a Pair of young 


Loves ; 


So wonderful curious thoſe Deities were, 


The Sagar 4 was ftrain'd thro” a Piece of fins 
air. * 


Jolly * ou Notice by dangling his 


uncn, | 
That without * Aſſiſtance there could be na 

Pune | , 
what he meant by the Sequel is vory well 
known, 


Then threw in ten Gallons of Cy ; 
| of the 


Mars, tho“ a blunt God, and 
. Biſkers, | 
Was ſet at a Table a curling his Whiſkers. 


- 


Quoth he, fellow Gods, and celeſtial Gallants, - - 


I would not give a Fig for the Punch without 
Nantz, ; 


| 
[ 


* 


mn * 2 


478 The AVIARY. ae | 
Therefore, my Ganymede, I do command ye ds | 


Tothrow in ten Gallons of the beft Nantz SONG 2 
Brandy. EE Morn was fair, the 
Saturn, of all e Gods chere he was the oldeſt, The Face af Nature GT, ow 


And we may imagine his Stomach was the Soft Dews impearl'd the tufted Plain, 
coldeſt 3 And Daiſy-painted wild. 
He out of his Pouch did ſome Nutmegs pro- The Hills were gilded by the Sun, 
duce, Sweet breath. d the vernal Air ; 
Which being well gratedwere put in the Juice; Her early Hymn the Lark begun 
Neptune, this Ocean of good Liquor did crown, To footh the Shepherd's Care. 
With a Sea Biſcuit bak*d hard in the Sun. When Mira fair and Colin gay, 
The Bow! being finiſh'd, a Health then began, Both fam'd for faithful Love, 
Quoth Jove, let it be to that Creature called Delighted with the riſing Day, 
Man; Together ſought the Grove: 
Tis to him alone our great Pleaſure we owe, And near a ſmooth tranſlucent Stream, 
For Heaven it was never true Heaven till now. That filent Role ? 
The Gods being pleas'd, the Health went Thus Colin to his matchleſs Dame 
about Addreſs'd the tender Song. 
*Till gorrel-belly'd Bacchus“ great Guts nigh Hark Mira, how from yonder Tree 


. burſt out. The feather'd Warblers ſing 
The other N Gods did Oceans of Punch hey tune their artleſs Nates for thee, : 
ſwallo i For thee more ſweet than Spring : : 
. Thoſe Spring · born Rloſſomms 
The Punch was " delightfu1, they Plenty did How ſeems that Vi'let proud to rear 
bri Its purple tinctur'd Head ! ; 


, | 
And all the World over their Fame it did ring. Ah ! Mira, ad de dune Rado. 


| Thy Heart-bewitching Tongue, . 
Who would not fondly haunt the Place, 
Enamour'd while they ſupg ? 


Fi 
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ve Flows, de danse Rotem re, 
Ne'er held ye Nate o fbr, | 
Tho' oft ye breathe en Vers? Breaſt, 
And ſcent the Giraced” Hair, | 
Shall I to Gerd gpu thine Þ yes; 
Thy Skin t& Virgin $Snows, 
Thy balmy Breath, ve Gates that riſe 
From ev'ry new-blowi Roſe ? 
Ah, Nymp 1 % far thy" Oharttis out-ſhine 
The faireſt Forms Wwe ſes, 
We only gueſs at Things divine 
By what appears in thee, 
"Twas thus enamour d Colin fung 
His Love- excited Lays 
The Grove wittr tender 
Refotttidinng Mita"s Praife : \ 
And thus cties Love, who fported near, 
And wav'd his fAilken Wings, 
What Wonder, ſince the Nymph's ſo 0 
So ſond the Shepherd fings ? 


SONG gee. 
THE Soldiet diſbanded, and forc'd for to 


beg. 
May talk of hie Wars, and his Suff rings ſo 


hard; 
But tho? feam'd o et with ears, and with 
never a e 


Lillibullrro. 


419" 
m We we pe 
And the Lach that is 
And LR diner 
With Hemp and with Hanmer to male her 
- Complaint : | 
But if you have Money, 
All Honeurs are done ye, 
A Coward's a Hero, a Whore is a Saint, 
SONG 956. 


H E utmoſt Grace the Greeks could ſhew, 
When to' the Trojans they grew kind; 
Was with their Arms to let em go, - 
And leave their lingring Wives behind. 
They beat the Men, and burnt the , 
Then all the Baggage was their own. 


There the kind Dey of Wine 
Kiſs'd the ſoſt wanton God of Love; 
This clapt his Wing, that preis d His Vine, 
And their beſt-Pow'fs united move: 
While each brave Gregit enabrac'd his Punk, 
Lull'd her aſleep, and then grew drunk. 


SONG. 957. 
* HE Valiant Eugene to Vienna is gone, 
And ſince denied | 
To be ſupply d, 
All his Troops ate undone 3 


_ 
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Por e eee, 
New Recruits being come, 
So proud is grown 
a Of two to one, | 
Ne Revenge ſwears to puſh home: 
And late Loſſes, 
| Difſgraces and Croſſes, 
Will ſcon retaliate-now the General i is gone 
Oh! Leopold, oh! Baden, 
What Fiend was perſwading 
Your Prieſt-ridden Clan, 
Simply to baulk ſo rare a Man ? 
Tho" —— proud, when Story once 
| ſhew*d 
How well the grand 
< Blind African 
O'er the Alps hew d out his Road; 
| All the Rocks'in his Way | 
To thoſe were ſeen, | 
When great Eugene 
Made his rugged Effay ; 
Where no Storm nor 
Loud Thunder, this Wonder 
Could ever from his Purpofe cauſe to halt or 
ſay : 
Tho? Watches, Diſpatches, 
And lying there frying, 
His Vouth did ſo decay, 
Sable Locks turn'd into grey. 


#* 


ah 
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71 Then Latium give o'er, name Czfar no Me 


Nor the Macedon, 
Whoſe high Renown 
Were ſo blaz d on before; 
But let glorious Eugene, 
That auguſt Man of Men, 
Be ſounded high, 
As far as Sky, 
Or the Globe can contain ; 
For a braver, 
Or bolder, 
Good Soldier, 


Did never on the bloody Field maintain k 


Ground : 
Hell take thoſe remove him ; ; 
And here's to thoſe love him; 
Drink, drink Boys around, 
And his F es Pluto confound. 


 $ONG 958. 

T HE wanton God that pierces Hearts, 

Dips in Gall his pointed Darts; 
But the Nymph diſdains to pine, 
Who bathes the Wound with roſy Wine. 
Farewel Lovers, when they're cloy d; 
If I'm ſcorn'd, becauſe enjoy d: 
Sure the cqueamiſn Fops are free 
To rid me of dull Company. 


They have Charms, whilſt mine can glu 
I love them much, but 1n.re my 


ks od Ms = ; 


Ker jealous Fears my Love moleſt, 

Nor faithleſs Vows ſhall break my Reſt. 
Why ſhould they e'er give me Pain, 
Who to give me Joy diſdain ? 

All I hope of mortal Man, 

Iʒ to love me-+---whilſt he cans 


80 NG 959. 
HE Groves, the Plains, 
The Nymphs, and Swains, 
The ſilver Streams, and cooling Shade, 
All, all, declare 
How falſe you are, 
How many Hearts you have betray d. 
Diſſembler, go, 
Too well I know - 
Your fatal, falſe, deluding Art; 
To ev*ry She, 
As well as Me, | 
You make an Off ring of your Heart, 


SONG 960. 
PHE Sun had juſt withdrawn his Fires, 
And Phcebus ſhone with milder Ray, 

When.Thyrfis to the Grove retires, 

As Love had pointed out the Way. 
His trembling Knees the Turf receives, 

His aching Head the Cowſlips preſs 3 
His Breaſt, that Sighs alone relieves, 

At laſt gave Way to this Addrofs, 
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o Queen, that guid'ſt the ilent Hours, 
If e'er Endymion ſooth'd thy Pain, 


By all thy Joys in Carian Bow'rs, 


| Reſtore me Roſalind again. 

To thee my moutnful Plaint I fend, 
Protectreſs of the virtuous Mind: 

Do thou thy chaſte Aſſiſtance lend, 
Venus is lewd; and Cupid blind. 


Behold thoſe Cheeks, how pale, how waft ! 


That once were grae d with roſy Pride i 
Dim are my Eyes, their Luſtre gone, 

My Lips a purple Hue deride. 
To vvretched me it nought avails, 

That Phœbus ſelf has ſtrung miy Lyre; 
Since Plutus, worthleſs God ptevails, 

And only fordid Wealth can fire. 
The Nightingale, that pines with Love, 


With melting Notes does Gfief ſuſpend j 


My Verſe, nor ſweeteſt Sound can move: 
My Torments the alone can end. 


But hatk ! the Raven's direful Croak, 


Join'd with the OwI's ill-boding'Sk ick, 


In frightful Conſott Fate have ſpoke ; 
Alas! my Love-ſick Heart will break, 

Too cruel Nymph, hafte, haſte away, 
And ſee your Victim pfolſtrate lye 3 

I faint, I can no longer itay, 
O Rofalind, for thee I Gin? 


11 
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T HE Sun was ſunk beneath the Hill, 

The weſtern Clouds were lin'd with Gold, 
The Sky was clear, the Winds were till, 
The Flocks were pent within the Fold: 
When from the Silence of the Grove 
Poor Damon thus deſpair*d of Love. 


Who ſeeks to pluck the fragrant Roſe 
From the bare Rock, or oozy Beach: 


Who from each barren Weed that grows, 

Expects the Grape, or bluſhing Peach: 

With equal Faith may hope to find 
The Truth of Love in Womankind, |, 
I have no Herds, no fleecy Care. 

No Fields that wave with golden Grain, 
No Paſture green, nor Garden fair, 

A Damfel's venal Heart to gain: 
Then all in vain my Sighs muſt prot, | 
For I, alas! have nought but Love. 

How wretched is the faithful Youth, 

Since Women's Hearts are bought and ſold ; 
They aſk not Vows of ſacred Truth, . 

Whene'er they ſigh, they figh for Gold; 
Gold can the Frowns of Scorn remove, 
But I, alas! have nought but Love. 

To buy the Gems of India's Coaſt, 

What Wealth, what Treaſure can ſuffice ? 
Not all their Fire can ever boaſt 

The living Luſtre of her Eyes 2 


4 © 4 — . 
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For theſe the World too cheap would prot; ” 

But I, alas! have nought but Love. 

99 . * 
n with your brighter Charms compare, 

Conſider that I profier more, 1 

More feldom found, a Heart fincere ; 
ket Treaſure meaner Beauties move, 
Who pays thy Worth, muſt pay in Love, 


SONG 962. 
HE Play of Love is now 
And thus the Actions do go on: 
Strephon enamour d courts the Fair, 
She hears him with a careleſs Air, 
And ſmiles to find him in Love's Sn 
The Act Tune play*d, they meet again, 
Her Pity moves her for his Pain, 
Which ſhe evades for ſome Pretence, 
And thinks ſhe can with Love diſpenſe, 
But pants to hear a Man of Senſe. 
The Third Approach her Lover makes, 
She colours up whene'er he ſpeaks, 
But with feign'd Slights ſtill puts him by 
And faintly cries, ſhe can't comply, 
Altho' ſhe gives her Heart the Lie. 
Now the Plot riſes ; he ſeems ſhy, 
As if ſome other Fair he'd try: 
At which ſhe ſwells with Spleen. and Fel 
Left one more wiſe his Love ſhould ſhagt 
Which yet no Woman e er can bear, 


— 
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Ate laſt Act now is wrought ſo high, on the whole Sex her Fung bands, «© 
That thus it crowns the Lover's Joy: And the firſt Blockhead that attends, 
She does no more his 2 ſhun, Marries, and jilts, to gain her Ends. 
» ſtrait into har Arms does run; | * : 
N The Curtain falls---the Play is done, SON G 963. MN. 
HE Charms of Florimel 
The 5 © QVUBL. INF No Force of Time or Art, | 
OW come Love's Plagues ; the Fair enjoy'd, Shall ſever from my Heart; 
And with the Pleaſure Strephon cloy'd, put ever to the World I'll tell, 2.81 
A feign'd Content the Lover wears, The Charms of beauteous Florimel. ” 
And with falſe Raptures ſooths her Fears, Each Rock, and Sunny Hill, 
While his Retreat employs her Cares. The flow' ry Meads and Groves, 
Fext Time they meet, a forc'd Reſpect Shall ſay Myrtillo loves; 
Makes the Fair dread a cold Neglect; And Echo ſhall be taught to tell 
Frait her full Boſom heaves with Sighs, The Charms, &c. 
Yet tho* diſtracting Fears ariſe, | Fach Tree within the Vale, 
| Fond Love forbids to truſt her Eyes. That on its Banks doth wear 
Tortur'd with Doubts ſhe next complains, The Triumphs of my Fair, 
1 And aſks if hers are fancy*d Pains ? | To future Times in Verſe call tel 
With well-tim'd Rage he ſwears he'll rove, The Charms, &c. 
Vows, tho' he burns, he'll never prove Fach Brook and purling Rill, 
The curſt Fatigue of Jealous Love. Shall on its bubling Stream 
byy To bring him back all Arts ſhe. tries, - Oonvey the Virgin's Name; 
And bids his jealous Fury riſe; And, as it rolls, in Murmurs tell 
Pleas'd he that Stratagem difdains, | The Charms, &c. | 
Vows that no Fair ſhall give him Pains, The Sylvan Gods that dwell 3 
That o'er a Fop contented reigns. Amidſt this Sacred Grove, 9 
Vith Grief diſtracted, now the burns, _ Shall Pug at ” Love by | 
Ard to tern Rage ber Paſſion turns il gv'ry conſpires to t N 
* nnn Ii x Tube Charms of beautcous Florimet. 
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80 N G 964. 
HE Man that is drunk, is void of all Care; 


He needs neither Parthian Quiver, nor 
Spear: 
The Moor's Poiſon'd Dart he ſcorns for to 


wield ; 
His Bottle alone is his Weapon and Shield. 
Undaunted he goes among Bullies and Whores, 
Demoliſhes Windows, and breaks open Doors ; 
He revels all Night, is afraid of no Evil, 


And boldly defies both Proctor and Devil, 


As late I rode out with my Skin full of Wine, 
Encumbered neither with Care, nor with Coin, 
I boldly confronted a horrible Dun; 
Affrighted, as ſoon as he ſaw me, he run, 


No Monſter cou'd put you to half ſo much 


Should he if Apulia* $ Foreſt appear ; 
Africa's Deſart there never was ſeen 


A Monfter ſo hated by Gods and by Men.. 


Come place me, ye Deities, under the Line, 

Where grows not a Tree, nor a Plant, but 
the Vine; 

O'er 7 Sands I'll ſwelter and fweat, 

Bare-footed, with nothing to keep off the Heat. 


Or place me where Sun- nine is ne er to be 


found, 
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Ev'n — 1 wou'd nought but my Bottle * 


My Bottle how's warm me, and fill me with 
Fire. 


My Tutor may job me, and lay me down Rules; 
Who minds em but damn'd philoſophical 
Fools ? 
For when I am old, and can no more drink, 
*Tis Fins enough then for to fit down and 
think. 


Twas thus Alexander was tutor d in vain, 

For he thought Ariſtotle an Aſs for his Pain; 

His Sorrow he us'd in full Bumpery to drown, 

And when he wag drunk, then the World was 
his on. 


This 1 is A Tavern with Liquor wel 


And into't I came to be drunk as a Lord; 
My Life is the Reck' ning, which freely Paſs 
And when I'm dead Rn, then I'll 


Way. 
SONG 965. 
Ti Charmy of bright Beauty ſo powerfl 


For that. 'v we make Peace, and for that we 


make War ; 
Then tell me no more of Religion and Laws; 


Where the Earth is with Wiater eternally, Your Cant of Injuſtice, the good and bad Caule, 
—_ 


Pour Conqueſts and Triumphs, your Captives 
and Spoils, 
hall never incite me to hazardous Toils; 


m fo be great, wiſe, and wealthy, I never would 
chuſe, | 

les; WY would the Nymph I adore, her Favour refuſe ; 

cal But let my Eugenia prove faithful and kind, 
Tl weather the Winter, and weaty the Wind; 

K, Tu ravage the Seas, the Earth, and the Air, 

ud BY 4:4 combat for her, even Death and Deſpair, 

S ON G 966. 

F THE Danger is over, the Battle is paſt, 

vn, The Nymph had her Fears, but ſhe ven- 

123 tur d at laſt: ; 


de try'd the Encounter, and when it was 


yell done, 
de ſmil'd at her Folly, and own ſne had won. 
Jy her Eyes we diſcover the Bride has been 
ay, pleas d; | | 
zer WH Her Bluſhes become her, her Paſſion is eas'd ; 
de diſſembles her Joy, and affects to look 
. down 
the ſighs, tis for Sorrow tis ended ſo ſoon. 
u Appear al! ye Virgins, both aged and youngs 
And you that have carry*d that Burthen too 
long 7 oY 
No've loſt precious Time, and you who are 
fing, 
d by your Fears twint doubting and 


- 


Draw near, fd learn what Will ſettle your 
You'll find yourſelves happy, when. once you 


are king; 
Do but wiſely reſolve the fweet Venture to rung 
The Lofs will be little, and much to be won. 


6: fa. SONG. 967. ah 
THE bm; Nighitingale that takes ng 
e | * * - 
While Cupid warms his little Breaſt ; 
All Night how ſweetly he complains; 
And makes us fear that Love has Pains : 
No, no, no, no, tis no fuch thing, _ * 
For Love that makes him wakeful, makes hind - 
ſing, 
SONG 968. | 
THE 2 was juſt ſetting, the Reapitig was 
one L 
And over the Common 1 tript it alone; = 
Then whom fhou'd I meet, but young Dic|t 
of our Towh, | | 
Who ſwore ere I went I ſhou'd have a greeg 
Gown 3; - 3 8 
He preſt me, I ſtumbl'd; 
He pum'd me, I tumbl'd; 
He kiſs d me, I grambl'd 5 
But till be . on; 
* j 3 
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Then rofe and went from me, as ſoon as he'd 
done. 
Il ho be not hamper d for ſetving me ſo, 
May I be worſe rumpl'd, 
Worſe tumbl'd and jumbl'd, 
Wherever, wherever I go. 


Before an old Juſtice I ſummon'd the Spark, 

And —— you think I was ferv'd by his 

* K t 

. He pull'd out his Ink- horn, and aſk'd me his 
Fee 


You now ſhall. relate the whole Buſineſs, 
- quoth he. 
He preſt me, &c. 


The Juſtice then came, tho grave was his 
Look, 


Seem'd to wiſh I wou'd kiſs. him inſtead of 
the Book ; 

He whiſper d; his Clerk then leaving the Place, 
I was had to his Chamber, to open my Caſe, 

Hie preſt me, &c. 
1 went to our Parſon to make my Complaint; 
He look d like a Bacchus, but preach'd like a 
Saint; 

Me ſaid, we ſhould ay Nature refreſn; 
Then nine times he urg d me to humble the 
"0 Fleſh, 
| He preſt me, I ſtumbl'd, 

He puſh” d me, I tumbl” d 
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When Damon ſtay d behind, 


No Joys for me remain, 


1 


He kiſs d me, I grumbl'd; 
But ſtill he kiſs'd on; | 
Thop wo and went from me, as ſoon as he' 
one. 
If he be not hamper d for ſerving me 
May I be worſe rumpl'd, 
Worſe tumbl'd, and jumbl'd, 
Wherever, wherever I go. 


SONG 969. 
T: HE Sun was now withdrawn, 
The Shepherds home were ſped, 
The Moon wide 0'er the Lawn 
Her Silver Mantle ſpread, 


And ſaunter d in the Grove: 
Will ne'er a Nympłr be kind, 
And give me Love for Love? 
Oh ! thoſe were golden Hours, 
When. Love, devoid of Cares, 
In all Arcadia's Bow'rs 
Lodg'd Nymphs and Swains by pa 
But now from Wood and Plain 
Flies ev'ry ſprightiy Laſs ; 


In Shades, or on the Grafs, 


'The winged Boy draws near, 
And thus the Swain reproves 2 

White Beauty revell'd here, 
My Game lay in the Groves-y 


0 


1 Court 1 never fail 
To ſcatter round my Arrows; 
Men fall as thick as Hail, 
And Maidens love like Sparrows, 
Then, Swain, if me you need, 
Strait lay your Sheep-hook down $ 
Throw by your Oaten Reed, 
And haſte away to Town 2 
& well I'm known — ; 
None aſk where Cupid'dwells, 
hut readily reſort | 
To B----n's or I — 's. pt 


SONG 970. 


THE happieſt Mortals once were he 
I lov'd Myra, Myra me; 

lach defirous of the Bleſſing, . 
Nothing wanting but poſſeſſing ; _ 
Hlov'd Myra, Myra me 3 -_ 
The kappieſt Mortals once were wee. 
Bit fince cruel Fates diſfever, 
Torn from Love, and oh we Wears 
Tortures end me 3 4 
Duth befriend me; * 
Of all Pains the oa Pain 

to love and love in Vain, 


SONG * | 


e 


Tur Shepherd Adonis being-weary'd with 
der a Retirement to the Woods did reſort - 
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He threw' — his rock, and he laid himſelf , 


. down 
He envy'd no Monarch, nor wiſh'd for 2 
He drank of the Burn, and he ate frac the 


Tree, | 
- Himſelf" he enjoy'd, and frae Troubles was f 
free 


; 
He wiſh'd for no Nymph, tho' never ſae fair, 
Had na-. Love or Ambition, and therefore nae 
Care, ; 


But as he lay thus in an Evening fag clear, 


A heavenly ſweet Voice ſounded ſaft in his 


Ear; 
[Which came frae a ſhady Green neighbouring 


| Grove, 

Where bonny Amynta ſat finging of Love. 
He wander'd that Way, and found wha was 
* there ; : 


He was quite confounded to ſee her ſac fair; 
He ſtood like a Statue, not A Foot cou'd he 
move, 


Nor knew he what rriev's bn ; but he fear'd * 


it was Love. 
The Nymph me beheld him with a kind 1 9 
deſt Grace, 


Seeing ſomething that pleas d ber appear 2 
bis Face, 1 
5 4 | 
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With bluſhing a little, ſhe to him did fay, And ſhe, all raviſht with Delight, 
Oh Shepherd ! what want ye? how came you Bid me oft come again; 
9 ' this Way? And kindly vow'd, that ev'ry Night 
His Spirits reviving, he to her reply d, She'd riſe and let me in. : 18 
J was nel er fac furpriz d at the Sight of a But ah! at laſt ſhe prov'd with Bairn, 
Maid ; And ſighing ſat and dull; 
Patil 1 beheld thee from Love I was free, And I that was as much concern d, | 
But now I'm tane captive, my Faireſt, by 1 _ Look'd e' en juſt like a Fool. 
Her lovely Eyes with Tears ran o'er, - 


SONG 972. She raiſe, c. Repenting her'raſh Sin; 


T HE Night her filent Sable wore, She ſigh'd, and curs d the fatal Hour, a 
And gloomy were the Skies; That e' er ſhe loot me in. 
Of glitt' ring Stars appear d no more But who cou'd cruelly deceive, 
Than thoſe in Nelly's Eyes : x Or from ſuch Beauty part ? _ 
* When at her Father's Yate I knock'd, I lov'd her fo; I could not leave J 
Where I had often been; The Charmer of my Heart : 
She, ſhrowded only with her . But wedded, and conceal'd our Crime; 
25 Aroſe and loot mie in. Thus all was well a 7 
aft lock'd within her cloſe Embrace And now the thanks e happy Time 
3 She trembling ſtood aſham'd ; | That e' er the loot me in. A 
Her ſwelling Breaſt and glowing Face, _ 
And ev'ry Touch enflam'd ; SONG 973. | 5 
My eager Paſſion. I obey d, IHE Ordnance Board 
eſolv'd the Fort to win; Such Joy does afford, | " 
And her fond Heart was ſoon betray'd_ '-- +» That no Mortal, no Mortal, _ 0: 
To yield and let me in. 3 No Mortal e er more can defire i | 
Then then, be nd expreſſin Each Member repairs 


1 — no greater Bleffin And by Water, whuſh, and by Water, 
$0 belt a Man was l. And by Water go down to the fires - 


0 


The 


ach Piece that's on ſhore, 
They ſcarch from the Bore ; | 
to proving, to proving, 
70 K they go in all Weather "by ; 
Our Glaſſes are large, 
And whene er we diſcharge, | 
With a boom, huzza boom, — 75 
Guns and Bumpers go together. 
Old Vulcan for Mars 
Made Tools for his Wars, 
To enable him, enable him, 
Enable him to conquer the ſaſter 4 
But Mars, had he been 
On our Woolwich Green, 
To hear boom, huzza boom, huzza, 
He'd have own*d Great Marlb'ro' his Maſter. 


SONG 974. 
THE Larks awake the drowzy Morn, 
My deareſt lovely Chloe riſe, 
And with thy dazzling Rays adorn 
The ample World and azure Skies: 
Each Eye of thine out-ſhines the Syn, 
Tho* deck*d in all his Light; 
As much as he excels the Moon, 
Or each ſmall twinkling Star at Noon, 
Or Meteor of the Night. 


Look down and ſee your Beauty s Pow'r, 


dee, * which you reign 3 di 


A VILAR TY. | 
No conquer d Slave in Triumph bore, _ 


„ 


Did ever wear ſo ſtrong a Chain: 


Feed me with Smiles that I may live, 
I' ne'er wiſh to be free ; "= > 
Nor ever hope for kind Reprieve, 
Or Love's grateful ge leave, . 
For Immortality. | * $4 
SON G 975. F* 


HE Inſtrument with which to Gog 8 
Romana oſt my Ears did bleſs; _ F 
Neglected now with broken String, A 
Deny' d the long*d-for Happiness. 
Till 1 reſolv'd to loſe no Part 2 
Of Joy, and taught by Love the Wi. 
Devoted one that ſtrung my Heart, <A 
Provided ſhe would ſing and play. _ , | 
Then Muſick ſweeter than the Spheres, - 
That from her Hands and Lips did fall > 
My Soul ſo raviſh'd thro* my Ears, # 
My Heart ne er ſelt its Loſs at all. 


Tur Devil he pull'd off his Jacket: of 


Flame, 
The Fryar he pull'd off his Cowle - 
The Devil tod him for a Dunce of the Game, 
ATW | 
14. 5 1 


* 


" Be phqu'd and d ſo oſt, that at laſt 
He ſwore by the my fat-Nuns, 
If Cards come no better than choſetat are pat 
Oh! Oh! Inn 


SONG 977. 


T H E ſweet roſy Morning 

4 Peeps over the Hills, 

Win Bluſhes adorningg 

The Meadows and Fields ; 3 4 
While the merry, merry, merry Horn calls, 

Come, come, come away, . 

Awake from your Slumber, 
And hail the new Day. 


The Stag rous'd before us, 
Away he ſeems to fly, 
And pants to the Chorus 
Of Hounds in _— 5 
Then follow, nee 
The muſical Chaſe, 
Where Pleaſure, and vigorous 
Health you embrace. 
The Day's Sport when over, 
Makes Blood circle right, 
And gives the briſk Lover 
Freſh Charms for the Night. 
Then let us, let us enjoy 
All we can while we may, 
"us Love crown the Night, 
As our Sports crown the Dayy 
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SONG 978. 
1 Wheel of Liſe is is turning quickly © 
round, | 


And nothing in this World of Certainty is 


2 found: 


The Midwife wheels us in, and Death wheel 
us out: 


Good lack! good lack | how things are wheel'd 


about ! 
Some few aloft on Fortung's Wheel do go, 


And as they mount up high, the others tumbls | 


low ; 


In this we all agree, that Fate at firſt did will, 
That this great Wee! ſhould never once ſtand 


ſtill. 
The Courtier turns to gain his private Ends, 


Till he's ſo giddy grown, he quite forgets his 


Friends ; 


m— oft-times deceives the Proud and 


And wheels 5 lo fat, it turns them out again. 
Some turn to this, to that, and ev'ry Way, 


4572 14 ; "And cheat, and ſcrape for what can't purchaſe 


one Day * 
bot this is far beneath the generous-hearted 


Man, | 
* Who hes, and makes the moſt of Life he can 


The 
And thus we re wheel 'd about in Life's ſhort 
Farce, 
Till we at laſt are wheel'd off in a rumbling 
Hearſe : 
The Midwife wheels us in, and Death wheels 


us out: 


Coodlack ! good lack ! howThings are wheel'd 


about, 


SONG. 979. Lillibulero. 
FT Modes of the Court ſo common are 


grown, 
That a true Friend can hardly de met; 
Friendſhip for Intereſt is but a Loan, 
Which they let out for what they can get 3 
Tis true, you find 
Some Friends ſo kind, a 
Who will ul on ig good Counſel themſelves 
| en 
"= ſorrowful Ditty, 
They promiſe, they pity, 
But ſhift you for Money, from Friend to Friend. 


SONG 980. 
THE Nympb that undoes me is fair and” 
unkind, 


No leſs than a Wonder by Nature defign'd : 
She's = Grief df my Heart, the Joy of my 


dad the Chi of a a 
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'- + "or 
Her Mouth, - from whence FEA 


flows, 
| Has the honnite Bin and the Smell of the 


Love and Deſtiny both ſtill attend on her Will, © 

She wounds with a Look, with a Freun he 
can kill. « 

The deſperate Lover can hope no Redreſs, «» 

Where Beauty and Rigour are both = —_ . 

In Silvia they meet, ſq unhappy am I, 

Who ſees her muſt love, and who loves bee 
muſt die, 


SONG 981. 
( H T rolling Years the Joys reſtore, 
Which happy, happy Britain knew, 

When in a Female Age before 3 

Beauty the Sword of Juſtice drewz | 
= and Fawns, and rural Pow'rs, | 

ryſtal Floods and ſhady Bow'rs, 

No more ſhall here preſide : 
The flowing Wave, and living Green, 
Owe only to their preſent Queen 

Their Safety and their Pride. 


United Air, and Pleaſures bring, 
Ot tender Note , and tuneful String, 
All your Arts devoted are 
To move the Innocent and Fair: | 
While they receive the pleafing Wound, 
Echo repeats the dying Sound. 


* 
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1 982. And wittily ing . | 

* TRR Lark now leaves his wat'ry Neſt, Madam, the Medley is juſt begun, 
8 And, climbing, ſhakes his dewy Wings; so NO 984. 

* He takes this Window for the Eaſt, . NE. 
And, to implore your. Sight, he ſings. Ti 1 —— — by ar, f 
Awake, awake, the Morn will never riſe, The Minute's fled, ; 


| \ > And leaves me dead 
_ » Till the can dreſs her Beauties at your Eyes. With Anguiſh and Deſpair. 


F 
* 


* 


9 err Flight did makg 
Ihen draw your Cyrtain, and begin the Dawn. With the — Hour; 
Charming is your Face and Eyes, None can the Minutes paſt o' ertake, 
Ev'ry Look gives freſh Surprize. And nought my Hopes reſtore. 
*Tis always Night, when you're away, Ceaſe your Plaints, and make no Moan, 
But when you're preſent, always Day. N Thou ſad repining — ; | 
hg | G tho? the fleeting, Hour gone, 
T HE Spring's a coming, The Place remains, and ſhe may make K 
All Nature is blooming, Amends for all your Pain 
Each amorous Lover Her Preſence can paſt Time o'ertake, B 
The _ are ſinging, H 
And Flowers are ſpringing; SONG 985 . 
Here's Toys to be raffled for, T: HE Men of Pleaſure, , 
Who makes one? ä Who count the Seizure 
Bliſs paſt Compariſons Of Virgin's Treaſure, . 
At Mr. Harriſon's, 7 A pleaſing Taſk 3 | T1 
Dices are ratt ling, * No ſooner gain it, . | | 
| Beavs are pratt ling, But they refrain it, | 


»»7]. 
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Nay, oft diſdain it, N ö . 
For t' other Flaſk, 


SON G, 986. Young Philaret and 
Celia met. | 
HE Youth whom I, to fave would die, 
Surpaſſes all Deſire; 
Love's fatal Dart, enflames my Heart, 
And ſets it all on Fire. 
The plaintive Dove, without her Love, 
Thus mourns, like me oppreſt ; 
ut when her Mate arrives, tho? late, 
Joy triumphs in her Breaſt, 


SONG 987. 
T HE Boy thus of a Bird poſſeſt, 
At firſt how great his Joys: . 
He ſtrokes it oft, and in his Breaſt 
The little- Favourite lies. 
But ſoon as grown to riper Age, 
The Paſſion quits his Mind; 


He hangs it up in ſome cold Cage, 
Neglected and confin d. 
SONG 988. 


TH E duſky Night rides down the Sky, 
And uſhers in the Morn, - . 
The Hounds all join in glorious Cry, 
The Huntſman winds his Horn, 
And a hunting we will go. 


ARY. $99 © 
The Wife around her Huſband throws £ 5 
Her Arms, and begs his Stay; a 
My Dear, it rains, and hails, and now, 
You will not hunt To-day. | 
But a hunting, &c. 


A bruſhing Fox in yonder Wood 
Secure to find, we ſeek ; 
For why, I carry'd found and good * 
A Cartload there laſt Week. | _ 5 
And a hunting, &c. 
Away he goes, he flies the Rout 
Their Steeds all ſpur and ſwitch ; 
Some are thrown in, andſome thrown out, 
And ſome thrown in the Ditch. ; 
But a hunting, &c. 


At length his Strength to Faintneſs worn, 
Poor Reynard ceaſes Flight; | 
Then hungry homeward we return, - 
To feaſt away the Night. 
Then a drinking we will go, &c. 


SONG 989. 
HE Man who for Life 
Is plagu'd with a Wife, 
Is ſure in a wretched Condition; 
Go Things how they will, 
She ſticks by him ſtill, ** 
And Death is his only Phyſician, 
Poor Man, &c. 


- 
* = 


$94 


$ Ts trifle and toy 


| May give a Man ; 
When Paſſion's —.— 994 Beauty? 
But where is the Bliſs 
Of a conjugal Kiſs, 


When Paſſion is prompted by Duty 2 


Poor Man, &c. 
* The Dog when poſſeſs'd 
Of Mutton the beſt, 


A Bone he may leave at his Pleaſure 3; 


But if to his Tail, 
"Tis ty'd, without fail 
He is harraſs'd and plagu'd beyond Meafure. 
Poor Chr, &c. 


«A v$ONG 900. - 
1 * Collier has a Daughter, 
And, Oh ! ſhe's wond'rous r 
A Laird he was that ſought her, 
Baith rich in Land and Money. 


The Tutors watch' d the Motion 


Of this young honeſt Lover ; 
Burt Love is like the Ocean: 
Who can its Depth diſcover ?- 


He had the Art to pleaſe ye, 
And was by a' reſpected; 


| His Airs fat ronnd him eaſy, | 


Gentec), but unaffected. 
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The Collier's bonny Late, En be 

Fair as the new-blown Lily, 
Ay ſweet and never ſaucy, 

Secur'd the Heart of Willy. 


He lov'd beyond Expreſſion. 
- The Charms that were about her, 
And panted for Poſſeſſion ; 

His Life was dull without her. 
After mature reſolving, ' 

Cloſe to his Breaſt he held her; 
In foſteſt Flames diſſolving, 

He tenderly thus tell'd her. 


My bonny Collier's Daughter, 
Let nathing diſcompoſe ye, 
"Tis no your ſcanty Tocher 
Shall ever gar me loſe ye: 
For I have Gear in Plenty, 
And Love ſays, tis my Duty, 
To ware what Heaven has lent me 
Upon your Wit and Beauty, . 


SONG 991. 


„ © 


| "THE laſt Time I came o'er the Moor, 


I left my Love behind me; 
Ye Pow'rs l what Pain do I endure, 
When ſoft Ideas mind me ? 
Soon as the ruddy Morn diſplay'd- 
The beaming Day enſuing, 
J met betimes my lovely Maid, 
4a fit Retreats for Woog. 


In 
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Beneath the cooling Shade we lay, 
Gazing and chaſtly ſporting ;_ 
We kiſs'd and promis*d Time away, 
Tilt Night ſpread her black Curtain. 
| pitied all beneath the Sies, 
Ev'n Kings, when ſhe was nigh me; 
In Raptures I beheld her Eyes, 
Which could but ill deny me. 


Shou'd I be call'd where Cannons roar, 
Where mortal Steel may wound me; 
Or caſt upon ſome foreign Shore, 
Where Danyers may ſurround me: 
Yet Hopes again to ſee my Love, 
To feaſt on glowing Kiſſes, | 
dall make my Cares at Diſtance move, 
In Proſpect of ſuch Bliſſes. 


Ih all my Soul there's not one _ 
To let a Rival enter: 
dince ſhe excels in ev*ry Grace, 
In her my Love ſhall center. 
Sooner the Seas ſhall ceaſe to flow, 
Their Waves the Alps ſhall cover, 
| On Greenland Ice ſhall Roſes grow, 
ö Before I ceaſe to love her. 


The next Time I go o'er the Moor, 

She ſhall a Lover find me; 
And that my Faitk is firm and pure, 

Tho? I left her behind me 
Then Hymen's ſacred Bonds ſhall. chain. if 

My Heart to her fair Roſom ; 
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There, while my Being does remain, 
My Love more freſh ſhall bloſſom. 


SON G 992. 
THE Laſs of Peaty's Mill, 
So bonny, blyth and gay, 
In ſpite of all my Skill, 
Hath ſtole my Heart away. 2 | 
When tedding of the Hay - © © 
Bare-headed on the Green, 


Love midſt her Locks did play, 


And wanton'd in her Een. 


Her Arms, white, round and 
Breaſts rifing in their Dawn, 

To Age it would give Youth, 
To preſs em with his Hand. 

Thro' all my Spirits ran | 5 
An Extaſy of Bliſs, 

When I ſuch Sweetneſfs fand | 
Wrapt in a balmy Kits. - 4 


Without the Help of Art, 
Like Flow'rs which grace the Wildy . 
She did her Sweets impart, | 
Whene'er the ſpoke or ſmil'd. 
Her Looks they were fo mild, 
Free from atfeQed Pride, 
She me to Love beguil'd, - 
I wiſh'd her for my Bride. 
O had I all that Wealth 
Hoptoun's high. Mountains n 


- 


% 


496 
Inſur' d long Liſe and Health, 


And Pleaſures at my Will; 
Ad promiſe and fulfil, 

That none but bonny ſhe, 
The Laſs of Peaty's Mill, 

Shou'd ſhate the ſame wi" me. 


SONG 93. 


| % 'T HE pawky auld Carle came o'er the Lee, 


| Wi' many Good E'ens and Days to me, 

Saying, good Wife, for your Courteſie, 
Will you lodge a filly poor Man ? 

The Night was cald, the Carle was wat, 

And down ayont the Ingle he ſat ; 

My Daughter's Shoulder he gan to clap, 
And cadgily ranted and ſang. : 

O vow ! quo' he, were I as free, 

As firſt when I ſaw this Country, 

How blyth and metty wad I be ! 

And I wad never think lang. 

He grew cany, and ſhe grew fain ; 

But little did her auld Minny ken 

What thir flee Twa togither were ſay'n, 
When wooing they were ſac thrang. 

And O!] quo' he, ann ye were as black, 


As e'er Crown of my Dady's Hat, 


is I wad lay thee by my Back, 


And awa' wi” me thou ſhou'd gang. 
And O! quoth ſhe, ann I were as White, 


* 
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Vp on the Morn the auld Wife araiſe, 


p * P Ki 
I N 


As e'er the Snaw lay on the Dike, 
I'd clead me braw, and Lady like, 
And awa' with thee Id gang. 
Between the twa was made a Plot; 
They raiſe a wee before the Cock, 
And wylily they ſhot the Lock, 
And faſt to the Bent are they gane. 


And at her Leiſure pat on her Claiſe; 
Syne to the Servants Bed ſhe gaes, 
To ſpeer for the filly poor Man, 


She gaed to the Bed where the Beggar lay, 
The Strae was cauld, he was away, 

She clapt her Hands, cry'd Waladay, 
For ſome of our Gear will be gane. 
Some ran to Coffers, and ſome to Kiſts, 
But nought was ſtown that cou'd be miſt, 
She danc'd her lane, cry*d, Praiſe be W 

I have lodg*d a leal poor Man. 
Since nathing's awa, as we can learn, 
The Kirn's to kirn, and Milk to earn, 
Gae but the Houſe, Laſs, and weken my Bal 

And. bid her come quickly ben. 
The Servant gade where the Daughter lay, 
The Sheets was cauld, ſhe was away, 
And faſt to her Goodwiſt can fay, 

She's aff with the Gaberlunzie Man. 
O ſy gar ride, and fy gar rin, 
And haſte ye find theſe Traitors again 3 


* 


I 
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for ſhe's be burnt; and he's be ſlain, 


The wearifu Gaberlunzie-Man. 
Some rade upo' Horſe, . ren a Fit, 
The Wife was wood, and out o* her Wit; 
She cou'd na gang, nor yet cou'd ſhe fit, 
But ay ſne eurs'd and ſhe ban'd. = 
Mean Time far hind out o'er the Lee, 
Fu' ſaug in a Glen, where nane cou'd los, 
The twa, with» kindly Sport and Glee, 
Cut frae a new Cheeſe a Whang : 
The Priving was good, it pleas'd them baith; 
To lo'e her for ay, he ga'e her his Aith. 
(uo' ſhe, to leave thee I will be laith, 
My winſome Gaberlunzie Man. 


O kend my Minny I were i' you, 


J. 


it Miardly wad ſhe crook her Mou; 
elt Sic a poor Man ſhe'd never trow, . 
f Aſter the Gaberlunzie-Man. 


My Dear, quo' he, ye're yet o'er young, 
And ha* na learn d the Beggars Tongue, 
To follow me frae Toven to Town, 

And carry thę Gaberlunzie on. 
Cauk and Keel I' win your Bread, 
And Spindles and Whorles for them wha need, 
Whilk is a gentle Trade indeed, 

To carry the Gaberlunzie---O 
Tu bow my Leg; and crook my. Knee, 
And draw a black Clovy o'er my Eee, 
A Cripple or Blind they will ca“ me, 

While we ſhall be merry, and fing. 


| 


A little ere it did grow dark, 


She kifs d his Lordſhip o'er and o et, 


8 0NG 994. 
TS lately was a Maiden fair, 
With ruddy Cheeks and Nut-brown hair, 
Who up to Town did trudge, Sir; 
This pretty Maid, whoſe Name was Roy 


Met here a hard unlucky Fate, 


As you anon ſhall judge, Sir. 7 


She needs muſt walk into the Park, 
The Gentry for to ſee, Sir; 
Where ſoon ſhe met a Footman gay, | 
That ſtopp'd her ſhort, and made ber flays 
© To fit down under Tree, Sir, . 


This Footman ſwore he was a Lord, 

Which ſoon made to accord, | 
And grant him his Will, Sir; 

9 open'd all her Country Store, 

let him take his Fill, Sir. 


ma when ſhe heard one call out, John, 


Up roſe. her Spark, and ſtrait was gone 
To trot before the Chair, Sir; 
Which made this'Damſel all alone | 
To ſigh and fob, and make great Moan, 4 
And ſhed full many a Tear, Sir. 


Quoth ſhe, if theſe be London Tricks, 


Cod ſend me down amongſt my Dicks, 


That 1;ve on Dunſmore-Heath, Sir ; 
K x 
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If ever 1 come here again, 
Or e'er believe one Man in ten, 
May the Dell come ſtop my Breath, Sir. 


SONG g9g5. 


'T Here was a bonny Blade 
Had marry'd a Country Maid, 
And ſafely conducted her home, home, home; 
She was neat in ev*ry Part, 
And ſhe pleas'd him to the Heart, 
But ah! alas ! ſhe was dumb, dumb, dumb. 


She was bright as the Day, 
And briſk as the May, | 
_ And as round and as plump as a Plumb, 
Plumb, Plumb ; 
But ſtill the filty Swain 
Could do nothing but complain, 
Becauſe ome wy Wife ſhe was dumb, nd, 


She could brew, and ſhe could bake, 
She could ſew, and the could make, 
She could ſweep the Houſe with a Broom, 
Broom, Broom, 
She could waſh, and ſhe could wring, 
She could do any kind of Thing ; 


gut ah ! alas ! ſhe was dumb, dumb, dumb, 


To the Doctor then he went, 
For to give himſelf Content, 
And te cure his Wife of the mum, mum, mum: 
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O ! 'tis the eafieſt Part 
4 Tr Art, * 
or to e a Woman ſpeak is dumb, 
| dumb, dumb, - 
To the Doctor he her brings, 
And he cuts her chatt'ring Strings, 
And a he ſet her Tongue, Tongue 
ongue z 
Her Tongue began to walk, 
And ſhe began to talk, 
As tho' 4 never been dumb, dumb, 
umb. 


Her Faculty the tries, 
And ſhe fill'd the Houſe with Noiſe, 
And the rattl'd in his Ears like a Drum, 
Drum, 
She bred a of Striſe, 
Made him weary of his Life, 
He'd give any Thing again ſhe was dumby 
dumb, . 
To the Doctor then he goes, 
And thus he vents his Woes, 
Un Dell you've me undone, undone, un- 
one; 
For my Wife ne s turn'd a Scold, 
Ard her Tongue can never hold, 
I'd give any Kind of Thing ſhe was 
dumb, dumb. 


2 "> 


We 


The AVIARY. 
When I did undertake, 
To make thy Wife to ſpeak, 
| was a Thing eaſily done, done, done ; 
But tis paſt the Art of Man, 
Let him do whate'er he can, 
For to make a folding Wife hold her Tongue, 
Tongue, Tongue. 


SONG 996. 


ere was a Wife won'd in a Glen, 
And ſhe had Daughters nine or ten, 
That ſought the Houſe baith butt and benn, 
To find their Mam a Sniſhing, . 
The auld Wife beyont the Fire, 
The auld Wife anieſt the Fire, 
The auld Wife aboon the Fire, 
She died for Lack of Sniſhing. 
Her Mill into ſome Hole had fawn : 
What recks, quoth ſhe, let it be gawn, 
« I maun ha'e a young Geudman 
Shall furniſh me with Sniſhing. 
The auld Wife, &c. 


Her eldeſt Dochter ſaid, right bauld, 
ty, Mother, mind that now ye re auld, 
dif ye with a Yonker wald, 
He'll waſte away your Sniſhing. 
The auld Wife, &c. 

The youngeſt Dochter ga'e a Shout, 
your Teeth's a' out, 

$ halff blind, you ha'e the Gout, 

2 


{other dear ! 


Your Mill can haud nae Sniſhing. * 
6 The auld Wife, &c. 


Ye lied, ye Limmers, cried 4g 
For I ha'e baith a Tooth and Stump, 
And will nae langer live in dump, 
By wanting of my Sniſhing. 
The auld Wiſe, &c. 
Thole ye, ſays Peg, that pawky Slut, 
Mother, if you can crack a Nut, 
Then we will a” conſent to it, 
That you ſhall have a Sniſhing. 
The auld Wife, &c. | 


The auld ane did agree to that, 
And they a Piſtol Bullet gat 
She powerfully began to crack, 
To won herſell a Sniſhing, - 
The auld Wife, &c. 


Braw Spdft it was to ſee her chow't, 
And 'tween her Gums fae ſqueez and row't, 
While frae her Jaws the Slaver flow't ; 

And ay ſhe curs'd poor Stumpy. 
The auld Wife, &c. 
At laſt ſhe ga'e a deſperate Squeez, 

Which brak the lang Tooth by the Neez, 

And ſyne poor Stumpy was at Eaſe, - 
But ſhe tint Hopes of Sniſhing. 
The auld Wife, Kc. 5 

She of the Task began to tire, WF 
And frac her Dochters did retire, 
Syne lean'd her down ayont the Fire, 
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And died for Lack of Sniſhing. 
The auld Wife, Kc. 
Ye auld Wives notice well this Truth, 
Aſſoon as ye re paſt Mark of Mouth, 
Ne'er do what's only fit for Youth, 
And leave aff Thoughts of Sniſhin 
Elſe like this Wife beyont the Fire, 
Y*er Bairns againſt you will conſpire ; 
Nor will ye get, unleſs ye hire 
A young Man with your Sniſning. 
Note. Sniſhing in its literal Meaning is Snuff 
made of Tobacco ; but in this Song it means 
ſometimes Contentment, a Huſband, Love, 
Money, &c, 


8 O NG 997. 
*F Here was an old Woman that had but one 
Son, 
And he had neither Land nor fee; 5 
Nie took great Pains; 
. But got little Gains, 


Yet fain a Landlord he would be. 
With a fadariddle la, fala da riddle la, fala 
| lafa la la rv. 


And as he was going Home, 
He met his old Mother upon the Highway; 
.O Mother, quoth he, 
eur Bleffing grant me, 
Thus the Son to the Mother did ſay, 
With a fa, '&c, 


The AVIARY. 


I ha' begg'd Butter-milk all this long Day, 
But I hope I ſhan't be a Beggar long ; 
For I've more Wit come into this Pate, 
Then e'er I had when I was young, 
With a fa, &c. 


This Butter-milk I will it ſell, 

A Penny for it I ſhall have, you ſhall ſee; 
With that Penny I will buy me ſome Eggs, 
And I ſhall have ſeven for my Penny, 

With a fa, &c. 


And thoſe ſeven Eggs I'll ſet under a Hen, 
F — CON they may chance for to! 
be ; 


, 1 
And when thoſe 83 Cocks are ſeven Capons, 
There will be ſeven Half- Crowns for me, 8 
With a fa, SC. 


But as he was golng Home, 
Accounting up of his Riches all; ; 


His Foot it ſtumbled againſt a Stone, 3 


Down came Butter-milk, Pitcher and all, 


With a fa, &c. 
CHORUS Sh 
His Pitcher was broke, and his Eggs £ 
diſpatch" d: * 
This 'tis to count Chickens before they ar ; 
hatch'd. 
With a fa, &c, 
| But 


SONG 998. 
Here was a Swain full fair, 
Was tripping it over the Graſs; 


A pretty tight Country Laſs: 
Fair Damſel, ſays he, , 

With an Air brisk and free, 
Come let us each other know. 

She bluſn'd in his Face, 

And reply*d with a Grace, 8 
Pray forbear, Sir; No, no, no, no, &c, 
The Lad being bolder grown, 

Endeavour' d to ſteal a Kiſs, 
ne. Ve cry'd, piſh-----let me alone, 
But held up her Noſe for the Bliſs: 
And when he begun, | 
She would never have done, 
But unto his Lips ſhe did grow ; 
all, Near ſmother*d to Death, 
As ſoon as ſhe'd Breath, 
Ste ſtammer*d out, No, no, no, no, &c. 
Come, come, ſays he, pretty Maid, 
Let's walk to yon private Grove; 
jey ar Cupjd always delights in the Shade, 

She mends her Pace, 

And haſtes to the Place; 

But if hex; Lecture you'd know, 
K k 3 
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And there he ſpy d with her Nut- brown Hair, 


There I'll read thee a Leſſon of Love 2 


Bo ſhamefully be thrown away, 


Zor 
Let a baſhful young Muſe 
Plead the Maiden's Excuſe, _ i 
And anſwer you, No, no, no, no, & 


There was a certain Uſurer, | 
He had a pretty Niece; }—Eo  '- — - 

Was courted by a Barriſter, | 

Who was her doating Piece. br 
Her Uncle, to prevent the ſame, 

Did all that in him lay; 1.3 0D 
For which he's very much to blame, 

As all good People ſay. * 
A Country Squire was to wed 

This fair and dainty Dame; 
But ſuch Contraries in a Bed, 

Wou'd be a monſt'rous Shame: 
To (ee a Lady bright and gay, 

Of Fortune, and of Charms, 


_ 


P 


Into a Looby*s Arms, 


The Lovers, thus diſtracted, 
It ſet em on a Plot; 
Which lately has been acted, 
And----ſhall I tall, you what? 
The Gentleman diſguis'd himſelf 
Like to the Country Squire, 
Deceiv*d the old miſchievous Elf, 
And got his Heart's Defire, 
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Thee were three Lads in our Town, 
Slow Men of London! 1 
They courted a Widow was bonny and brown, 
And yet they left her undone. _ 
They went to Work without their Tools, 
Slow Men of London! 
The Widow ſhe ſent them away like Fools, 
Becauſe they left her undone. 
They often taſted this Widow's Cheer, 
Slow Men of London | 
But yet the Widow was never the near, 
For ſtill they left her undone. 
Blow ye Winds, and come down Rain, 
Slow Men of London ! 
They never ſhall woo this Widow again, 
Becauſe they left her undone. 


SONG 1001: 

Ther that never had the Uſe 

Of the Grape's ſurprizing Juice, 
To the firſt delicious Cup : 
All their Reaſon render up; 
Neither do, nor care to know, 
Whether it be beſt or no. 
So, they that are to Love inclin'd, 

Swray d by Chance, not, Choice, or Art; 
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To the firſt that's fair, or kind, 
Make a Preſent of their Heart : 

"Tis not ſhe that firſt we love, 

But whom dying we approve. 

To Man that was in th' Ev*ning made, 
Stars gave the firſt Delight; 

Admiring in the gloomy Shade, 
Thoſe little Drops of Light. 

Then, at Aurora, whoſe fair Hand 
Remov*'d them from the Skies, 

He gazing tow'rd the Eaſt did ſtand, 
She entertain d his Eyes. 

But when the bright Sun did appear, 
All thoſe he *gan deſpiſe ; 

His Wonder was determin'd there, 
And could no higher riſe : 

He neither might, nor wiſh'd to know 
A more refulgent Light ; 

For that (as mine your Beauties. 
Empley d his utmoſt Sight, T 


S ON G 1002. 7 
His great World is a Trouble, | 
Where all muſt their Fortunes bear; 
Make the moſt of the Bubble, 
You'll have but Neighbours Fare. 
Let not Jealouſy teaze ye, 
Think of nought but to pleaſe ye 3 


i £_ 


7 


_ — 


The A VIA R Xl. 
What's paſt, tis but in vain h When I'm in mine ain Houſe, 


* 


For Mortals to wiſh again. PLS True Love ſhall be at hand ay, 5 
When dull Cares do attack ye, | To make me till a prudent 8 
Drinking will thoſe Clouds * 3 And let my Man command ay; 
four good Bottles will make ye Avoiding ilka Cauſe of Strife, 
Happy, they ſeldom fail.” 2 The common Peſt of married Life, 
Thus, 4 700 1 obtain 8 
A Remedy for all your Pain, 2 | ON 1004. 
Hink when to Pleaſure 
SONG 1003. The Powers do 2 25 you 
T His is no mine ain Houſe, | Time on the Win o ing aways .. 
I ken by the Rigging o ot; And as the. bright 
Cnce with my Love I've changed Vows, Of Youth does delight bf 
I dinna like the Bigging 0't. Crown the dear Moments 
For now that I'm young Rodie' s Bride, Wich Mirth while you may; | 
And Miſtreſs of his Fire-fide, As time approaches by kind Adrancet, _ 
Mine ain Houſe I'll like to ride, With truly Grateful 
And pleaſe me with the Trigging o't. A open Fancies, - 
Then farewel to my Father's Houſe, reh 
I gang where Love invites me; 
The friteſt Duty this allows, His golden Treaſure 
When Love with Honour meets me. Then prudently meaſure, | 
* When H 1 Let innocent Paſtime 
J ymen moulds us into ane, 
My Robie's nearer than my Kin, And Virtue delight you, 
And to refuſe him were a in, | Trees anthems aways ars fapy/ 
kt lug v he kindly treats me. Tanten 


Such Sweetneſs of Sp 
KR 4 4 Live, live, "live, — 
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H O' bootleſs I muſt, needs complain, 


My Fate is ſo extream ; 

Ilov'd, and was belov'd again, 
Yet all was but a Dream : | 

For as that Love was quickly got, 
So it was quickly gone; 


T'll touch no more a Flame ſo hot, f 


I'd rather lie alone. TIE 


| No Creature, be the ne'er ſo fair, 


Shall any more beguile ; 
My Fancy with a feigned Tear, 
Nor tempt me with a Smile : 
TU never think Affection feign'd, 
That is ſo fairly ſnew n; 


Tl touch no more a Flame ſo hot, 


I'd rather lie alone. 


Should now the little God conſpire | 


_* Again t'entrap my Mind; 
And ftrive to ſet my on Fire, 
Alas! the Boy's too blind: 


For ſuch I'll never venture Smiles, 


Nor hazard Mirth for no 


ne'; 
| Nor yet regard a Woman's Wiles, q 


I'd rather lie alone. 


SE FL 


The blazing Torch is ſo burnt out, | 


The Diamonds Light abides; 
The Fire her Glory hurls about, 


The Woman her Virtue Rides 


That Spark, (if any hana mn 
That elſe ſhews like-to _— — 

For if to ev'ry Eye ſhe ſnine, 8 
I'd rather lie alone. 


No Woman ſhould: deceive my Thougl, 
With Colours not in Grain; 
Nor put a Love ſo ſlightly wrought 
Into my Hands again,: ö ** 
T'll pay no more ſo dear for Wit, r ll 
I'll love upon my own 3 : * 
Nor ſhall Affection trouble it, 
I'd rather lie alone. 


And ſo I'll ſet my Heart at reſt, 
My loving Labour's. loſt ; at 4 
I'll be no more fo rarely bleſt, ' K 
To be ſo ſtrangely "1 | 3 OR RP 
The Love-loſt Turtle ſo doth die, wy 


The Phcenix is, but One; un y 
They ſeek no Mates, no more will I, 
rd W 9 . 
6 0 N 1066; be 
JONNY.. 
H O”. for ſeven, Years and -mair, Honour ; 
ſhou'd reave me, 
To Fields where Cannons rair, thou need na T, 
grieve thee: 


For deep in my Spirits thy Sweets are indented; 
And Love ſhall preſerve ay what Love has in * 


. printed. 


The 


Leave thee, leave thee, I'll never leave thee, 
Gang the Warld as it will, deareſt, believe me. 


"NELLY... 


8 when” er ye diſcover 
ntiments yield ng, ye'll turn a looſe 
Rover 3 

And nought b the Warld' wad vex my Heart 

fairer, 
If you prove unconſtant, and fancy ane fairer. 
Grieve me, grieve me, oh it wad grieve me! 
A the lang —_— and Day, if you deceive me. 
JONNY. 


0 Jonny | I'm} 
My 


My Nelly, let never fic Francies oppreſs ye, 
Fer, while my Blood's warm, I I kindly careſs 


ve: 
Your blooming ſaft Beauties firſt beeted Love's 
Fire, 


Your Virtue and Wit makes . it ay flame the x 


higher. 
Leave thee, leave thee,” 151 never leave thee, 
Gang the Warld as it will, deareſt, believe 
me. 
NELLY... 


8 Jonny, I frankly this Minute allow 


To think me. your Miftriſs, for Love gars me 
tro ye; 

And gin ye prove fauſe, to ye 'r felt be it ſaid 

„then, Kk 5 
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Thou perfeReſt Image of all Things divine, _. 
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Vell win but ſma Honour to wrang a kind 
Maiden. 

Reave _ reave me, Heavens! it wad reave 


Of my Reſt Night an Day; if ye deceive me. : 


Jon NI. 
Bid Iceſhogles hammer red Gauds on the 
Studdy, 


And fair Simmer Mornings nae' mair appear 
ruddy : 


Bid Britons think ae gate, and wee they 


obey ye, 
But never till that Time, believe I'll betta ye. 
Leave thee, leave thee, I'll never leave thee ; 
The Starns ſhall gang Witherſhins e*'er-I de- 
ceive thee, | 


SONG. 100. 


THO —_— and Love may be Deities 
ill 
To thoſe they oblige by their Power ; 
For my Part, they ever have us'd me ſo ill, 
They cannot expect I'll adore : 
Hereafter a Temple to Friendſhip I'll raiſe, 
And dedicate there all the reſt of my Days, 
To the Goddeſs accepted my Vows, 
To the Goddeſs accepted my Vows. 


TIT Defires, 
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May the Glory be yours, and the Service be I no mers aan reli Jeet 


mine, 
When I light at your Altars the Fires. 
I offer a Heart has Devotion ſo pure, 
It would for your Service all Torments endure, 
Might you but have all Things you we, 
you, &c. 
But yet the Goddeſs of Fools to deſpiſe, 
I find I'm too much in her Power; 
She makes me go where 'tis in vain te be wiſe, 
In Abſence of her I adore : 
If Love then undoes me before I get back, 
I ſtill with Refignment receive the Attack, 
Or languiſh away in Deſpair, 
Or languiſh, &c. 


SONG 1008. 
Tuo den _ my Paſſion fair Sylvia 


„ I impart ; | 
Tho' kindly her Eyes twiſt amorous Rays, 
To tye a more fortunate Heart : 
Yet her Charms are ſo great, rute bold in 
my Pain; 
His Heart is too tender, 
Too tender, that's ſtruck with Diſdain. 


Still my Heart is ſo juſt to my paſſionate Eyes, 
It diſſolves with Delight while I gaze: 
And he that loves on, tho' Sylvia denies, 
His Love but his Duty obeys ; 
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Than the Force, the Force 
Of her Beauty EI F 


SONG 109g. * 
HO! Jockey ſu'd me long, he met Diſdain, 
His tender Sighs and Tears were ſpetl 
vain: 
Give o'er, ſaid I, give o'er * 
Your filly fond Amour, D 
I'll ne'er, ne'er, ne'er more comply 
At laſt he fore d a Kiſs » e 
Which I took not amiſs, 
And ſince I've known the Bliſs, 
I'll ne*er deny. 


My Jockey he had fike a Man-like — 
GR 


Tho“ I cry d, key ſie, 
Your Suit I deny, 
I'll ne'er, ne'er, ne ', ne'r yield, nth b 
With that he was amaz'd, 
He kifs*'d my Hand and gaz'd, 
Which ſo much Paton rais'd, 
I did comply. 
When Jockey ſaw me yield, he me bene 
And claſp'd his folded Arms about my Waill 
My Dear, ſaid he, to you, > 5m 


I'll ever be true, a UN 
And ne'er, ne er, ne er, ne er you deceive 


f1h 


„ 


0 


Aut will for ever love you, 
And prize none above you, 
From you I'll ne' er remove, 

You may believe. | 
Then when you court a Laſs that's coy, 


ain, 
joy, 
If you preſs her to do ſo, 
( Never mind her no, no, no, no, 
But truſt her Eyes: 
for Coyneſs gives Denial, 
When ſhe wiſhes for the Trial; 


Tho' ſhe ſwears you ſhan't come nigh all, 


'THO' cruel you ſeem to my Pain, 


And hate me becauſe I am true; 
Tet, Phillis, you love a falſe Swain, 


Enjoyment's a Trifle to him, 
To me what a Heav'n it would be 

To him but a Woman you ſeem, 
But ah ! you're an Angel to me. 

Thoſe Lips which he touches in Haſte, 


rac To them I for ever could grow 
Waiſt Still clinging around that dear Waiſt, 


Which he ſpans ag beſide him you go 3 


A plat Arm, like a Lilly ſo white, 
ecelve e 6 


Who hears your Love, yet feems to ſhun its 


Who has other Nymphs in his View : 
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| Which over his Shoulders you lay, 


5op 


My Boſom would warm it all Night, 
My Lips they would preſs it all Day, 


Were I 


like a Monarch to rei 


The Graces my Subjects to be, 
I'd leave them, and fly to the Plain, 
To dwell in a Cottage with thee : 


But if T 


muſt feel thy Diſdain, 7 


If Tears cannot Cruelty drown, - 
O! let me not live in this Pain, — 
But give me my Death in a Frown, 


H O' Flavia to my warm Defire 
You mean no kind Return, 


SONG 1011. 


Yet ſtill with undiminiſh'd Fire 
You wiſh to ſee me burn. 

Averſe my Anguiſh to remove, 
You think it wond'rous right, _ 


| That I love on, for ever love, 


And you for ever flight. 


But you and I ſhall ne'er agree, 
So gentle Nymph adieu; 


Since you no Pleaſure have for mo, 


I'll have no Pain for you. 


Tuo 


SONG tot. 
* envious Old Age ſeems in part d 
impair me, 


* 
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55 Beauty, 
As Bacchus ſhall ike acheridiing Glaſs; | 
Silenus, the? old, ſhall to both do his 
Duty 2 
And fir claſp the Bottle, and then claſp. the 


The Bott, the Laſs, 
The Laſs and the Bottle, 
And 5 155 the boa, and 4 then cla 


SONG. 1013. 


H O' I'm a Man in ev'ry be... 

And much inclin'd to Change; 
Yet I muſt ſtop my wand'ring Heart, 
When it defires to range. 


I muſt indeed my Czlia love, 
Altho” I 8 enjoy d; 

And make that Bliſs ſtill pleaſant. prove, t 
With which I have been cloy'd. 

I muſt that Fair one Juſtice do, 
1 muſt Rill conſtant be: 


. 
* 


Vou muſt, to play this Game at ort, 


Till 


Let her ſome. am rous Glances dart, 


O 
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And makes me the Sport of the Wanton and 
Gay, 8 

Briſk Wine ſhall recruit, as Life + Winter mali 


wear me, F 
And I ſtill have a Heart to do what I may. 


Then, Venus, beſtow me ſome Damſel of 


For *twere unkind to be untrue, | I 
While ſhe. is true to me. 3 
Then, Cupid, I muſt teach you how . 4 
To make me ſtill her Slave: © 
That Food to make me reliſn now, 
Which once a Surfeit gave. * 


Some Jealouſy contrive; wy 
That ſhe may vow I am the works; 7 
And falſeſt Man alive. dei inch 
Let her in Anger perſevere, vo it nol 
Be ealous as before; * vill ol 
begin to huff, and weer 
I'll never ſee her more. 
Then let her uſe à little Art, 
And lay aſide her Frown ; ,. 


To bring my Paſſion down, ' |; 


„Thus whilſt I am again on Fire, 


Make me renew my Paiinn 


Make her conſent to my Defire, - 


r 


SONG 1014. 


H O' Beauty, lite the Rom 
That ſmiles on Polwarth Green 

In various Colours ow. n 
As tis by Fancy ſeen: ME | 


7, * 
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Yet all his different Glories lye 
United in thy Face, 


And Virtue, like the Sun on high, 


Gives Rays to ev'ry Grace, 
& charming is her Air, 


So ſmooth, ſo calm her Mind, 


That to ſome Angel's Care 
Each Motion ſeems aſſign'd: 


But yet ſo chearful, ſprightly gay, 


The joyful Moments fly, 
As if for Wings they ſtole the, Ray 
She darteth from her Eye. 


Kind am*rous Cupids, While 
With Tuneful Voice ſhe fings, 

Perfume her Breath and Smile, 
And wave their balmy Wings: 

But as the tender Blufhes riſe,  . .. 
Soft Innocence doth warm, 

The Soul in bliſsful Extaſies 
Difſolveth in the Charm. 


SONG 1ois. 
HO” Darkneſs ſtill attends me, 
it aids internal Sight; 
An from ſuch Scenes defends me, 
As bluſh ta ſee the Night. 
No Vllain's Smile deceives me, 
No gilded Fcp offends  * 
No weeping Object grieves me, 
Kind Dart neſs me be;riends. 
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Tis in Love but an odd Reputation. 


Henceforth no uſeleſs Wailings, 
I find no Reaſon why ; 
Mankind to their own Failings | v 
Are all as blind as 1. | 
Who painted Vice deſires, 
Is blind, hate er he thinks; 
Who Virtue not admires, -. 
Is either blind, or winks. 


'SONG 1016. 


HO? you make no Return to my Paſſion, 
Still, ſtill I preſume to adore ; 


When faintly repuls'd, to give o'er 3 
When you talk of your Duty, 
I gaze on your Beauty, 
Nor mind the dull Maxim at all ; 
Let it reign in Cheapfide 
With a Citizen's Bride, 
It will ne'er be receiv'd at Whitehall, 


What Apochryphal Tales are you. told, 
By one that wou'd make you believe, 
That, becauſe of to Have and to Hold, 
You ſtill muſt be pinn'd to his Sleeve! 
*Twere apparent high Treaſon 
*Gainft Love and good Reaſon, 
Shou'd one ſuch a Treaſure engroſs ; 
He who knows not the Joys 
That attend ſuch a Choice, | 
Shou'd reſign to another who does. | 
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SONG 101 7. 
HO" late I was a Nun moſt pure, 
I now am alter d quite-a 3 
A Cloyſter I'll no more endure, 
Nor ſay my Pray*rs i'th* Night-: 
In warmer Work the Hours I'll ſpend, 
Nor to a Prieſt give Ear-a; 
| Tho? to Religion ſome pretend, 
A young Galant is dear-a. 

My Clothes were once of Linnen clean, 
But now they re Silk moſt gay-a ; 
For ſince the courtly Dames I've ſeen, 

F'I be as fine as they-a. 
Old Father Girards I'll deſpiſe, 
Nor to their Rules incline-a ; 


I'll love but thoſe, who ſay, my Eyes 


The riſing Sun out-ſhine-2. 


To Church, alas! I'll never go, 
Nor at Conſeſſion kneel-a; 


ZBut at the Play I'll hear ſome Beau 


His tender Paſſion tell-a. 


Since Maids ſuch Pleaſures here partake, 


Who would be then confin'd-a ? 
J do not doubt but Time will make 
| Each Veſtal, of my Mind-a. 


AVIARY. 


S 0 N G 1018. 


HO" over all Mankind befides, 
My conquering Beauty g „„ 


Beauty, 2 conquering Beauty reign; 
My conquering Beauty reign ; 
From him I love, from him 1 love, when 1 
meet Diſdain, 
A killing = killing Damp comes. o'er 
my | 
I'm fair and roll; I'm fair.and young, | 
I'm fair and young in vain. 
I'm fair and — , I'm fair and young, 


I'm fair and young in vain. - 

No, no, no; let him wander where he will, 

Let him wander, Yet him wander, 

Let him wander, yet him wander where he 
will, 


I ſhall have Youth and Beauty, Youth and 
Beauty,- Youth and Beauty, 

I 8 uth and Beauty, Youth and 

ut 

I ſhall have N 

Can charm a Jove, and no Fault, 

No, no, no, no, no, no, no, NO, no, no, NJ 
Fault, no, no, no Fault, 

But conſtant Love ; 

From my Arms then let him fly, fly, fly, 

From my Arms then let him fly, 

Shall I languiſh, pine, and die ? 


7 


no not 1. A 


SONG 1019. 


T'Hou rifing Sun, whoſe gladſome Ray 
Invites my Fair to rural Play, 
Diſpel the Miſt, and clear the Skies, 
And bring my Orra to my Eyes. 


0 were I ſure my Dear to view, 

I'd climb the Pine-Tree's topmoſt Bough, 
Aloft in Air that quivering plays, ö 

And round and round for ever gaze. 
My Otra Moor, where art thou laid? 

What Woods conceal my ſleeping Maid ? 
dy by the Roots, enrag'd I'lt tear 

The Trees that hide my promis'd Fair. 
0h! cou'd I ride on Clouds and Skies, 

Or on the Raven's Pinion's riſe ; 
* ye Swans, 2 Moment ſtay, 

And waft a Lover on his Way. 


My Bliſs, too long, my Bride denies, 
Apace the waſting Summer flies; 
r yet the wintry Blaſts 1 fear, 
Not Storms, or Nights ſhall keep me here. 
ſhat may for Strength with Steel compare ? 
Oh! Love has Fetters ſtronger far; 
Bolts of Steel are Limbs confin'd, 
But cruel Love enchains the Mind. 


\ 
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Fo, vo, na ne, ne, no, no, no, no, no, no, No longer then perplex thy Breaſt, 


When Thoughts torment, the firſt are beſt. 
'Tis mad to go, tis Death to ſtay, 
Away to Orra, haſte away. 


SONG 1020. 


TR little blind Deceiver, go, 
And tell thy beauteous Mother, 

A ſtrong Reſentment I will ſhew, 
Sinee ſhe does love another. 7 

Altho' her Face and Shape's divine, 
Yet I can ſtill withſtand her: 

I'll make the ſporting Youth repine, 
And ſhew him I'm Commander, 


And if true Love has no Effect, , 
. On that delightful Treaſure, 

The Pow'r I have I'll not neglect, 
But ſeize her at my Pleaſure. 


SONG 1021. 
CUPID, 


FT Hou Bane to my Empire, thou Spring of 
Conteſt, 
Thou Source of all Diſord, thou Period to Reſt; 
Inftrut me what Wretches | in Bondage can fee, 
That the Aim of their Life is ſtill pointed to 


thee, 
. HYMEN. 
Inſtruct me, thou little impertinert God, 


512 


a 7000 of 2 Change, to whatever it be? 


And I'll tell thee why thoſe would be bound, 
_ who are free. 


CHORUS. 
For Change, we're for Change, to to whatever 
it be, 
We are neither contented with Freedom, nor 
Thee. 


Conſtancy*s an empty Sound, 

Heaven, and Earth, and all go round, 

All the Works of Nature move, 

And the Joys of Life and Love 

Are in Variety, 
CUPID, 

Were Love the Reward of a pains-taking Life 3 
Had a Huſband the Art to be fond of his Wife ; 
Were Virtue ſo plenty a Wife could afford 
'Theſe very hard Times to be true to her Lord ; 


Some ſpecious Account might be given of thoſe 


Who are ty*d by the Tail ; 
Noſe. 


But ſince tis the Fate of a Man and his Wife, 
To 23 4 all their Days in Contention and 
| trife : 
Since whatever the Bounty of Heav'n may 
create her, 
He's morally ſure he ſhall heartily hate her, 


9 by the 
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er, e IR REIN I think 'twere much wiſer to ramble at large; 


paſt 
By marrying of People to make em 2 


And the Volleys of Love on the Herd tg 
- diſcharge, * | 


HY MEN. 


Some Colour of Reaſon thy Counſel might 
bear, 

Could a Man have no more than his Wie to 
his Share : 

Or were I a Monarch ſo cruelly juſt, - 

To oblige a poor Wife to be true to he 

Truſt: 
But I _ not pretended, for many Yean 


chaſte. \ 

I therefore adviſe thee to let me go on, 
Thou'lt find I'm the Strength and Support 

thy Throne; 
For hadſt thou but Eyes, thou wouldf qu 

- perceive it, 

How ſmooth the Dart 

Slips into the Heart 

Of a Woman's that's wed, 

Whilſt the ſhivering Maid 
Stands trembling and wiſhing, but wa 

receive it. ; 


Chorus, For Change, &cz e 


rge, $ ONO 1022: 


Oh, the Pairis that we endure ! 
troken Faith, unkind forſaking, 
Ever doubting, "never ſure. 
Hopes deceiving, vain Eadeavours, 
What a Race has Love to run ! 
Falſe Proteſting, fleeting Favours, 
Ev'ry, ev'ry Way undone. 
ſill complaining, and defending, 
Both to Tove, yet not agree ; 


On] the Pangs of Jealouſy ! 

m ſuch painful Ways of living, 

An how ſweet could Love be free 
Kill preſenting, Mill receiving, 

Fierce immortal Ecſtaſy. 


SONG" 1023. 


Hree merry Lads met at the Roſe, 

To ſpeak in the Praiſes of the Noſe : 
e Noſe that ſtands in the middle Place, 
ts out the Beauty of the Face: 
he Noſe with which we have begun, 

ill ſerve to make our Verſes run: 

Invention oſten barren grows, 

Yet ſtyl there's Matter in the Noſe. 
Noſe his End's ſo high a Prize, 
Nat Men preſer”t before their Eyes; 


The AV 


T Hovghtful Nights, and reſtleſs Waking, 


ear tormenting, Paſſion rending, C 


— mw * 
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And ne Man takes him for his Friend, 
That boldly takes his Noſe by th' End: 
The Noſe that like Eurypus flows, 9 
The Sea that did the wife Man poſe. 

Invention often, SS. 
The Noſe is of as many Kinds, 2 
As Mariners can reckon Winds; 1 
The long, the ſhort, the Noſe diſplay*d, 
The great Noſe which did fright the Maid 3 
The Noſe thro* which the Brotherhood | 
Do parly for their Siſters Good. 

Invention often, &c. 4 


The Flat, the Sharp, the Roman Snbut, 

The Hawk's Noſe circled round about: 

The crooked Noſe that ſtands awry'y 

The Ruby Noſe of Scarlet Dye: 

The Brazen Noſe, without a Face, 

That doth the learned College grace- 
Invention often, &c. $®, 


The long Noſe when the Teeth appear, 
Shews what's o'Clock,, if Day be tlear g © * 
Thie broad Noſe ſtands in Buckler's Place, 
And takes the Blows from all the Face: 
The Noſe being plain without a Ridge, 


Will ferve ſometimes to make a Bridge, 


Invention often, &. 


| * 
The ſhort Noſe is the Lover's Blifs, 
Becauſe it hinders not a Kils 3 


＋ 1 


FE . 
* I 
MH * 1 0 


il 


That's he that did the Bottle bring: 
And he that hrought the Bottle hither, 


Will drink (O monſtrous ) out of Meaſure, 


Invention often, &c. 


The fiery Noſe in Lanthorn's ftead, 

May light his Maſter home to Bed ; 

And whoſoe'er this Treaſure owes, 

Grows poor in Purſe, tho” rich in Noſe : 

Thy Manon Noſe that's o'er the Gate, 

Maintains full many a Latin Pate, 
Invention often, c. 

If any Noſe take this in Snuff, 

And think it is more than enough ; 

We anſwer them, we did not fear, 

Nor think ſuch Noſes had been here; 

But if there be, we need not care, 

A Noſe of Wax our Statutes are. 
Invention now is barren grown, 
The Matter*s out, the Noſe is blown. 


SONG 1024. 

T Hree Nymphs contended for my Heart, 
With different Charms and Grace; 

The firſt ſold Puddings, Pies and Tarts, 
The ſecond Pins and Lace; 
The third employ d herſelf to cry 
The News three times a Week, 
+ Fefides each Night *twas her Delight 
Tory, Hot bak d Ox-cheek. 


fe AVIA R T. 


Thus tooting Noſe, O monſt'rous Thing ! 


Look, Gods, from your celeſtial Bo, 


And guide me to the beſt 


And may my Faculties and Pow'rs 


Of Heart and Mind be bleſt. 

Whilſt thus I cry*d, the Gods reply'd, 
Thy Fate can't be revers'd ; 

The Nymph we've choſen for thy Bride 


Sifts Cinders from the Duſt, _—_— 


SON G 102 5. 
'T Hree children ſliding on the Ice, 


All on a Summer's Day; 
It fo fell out they all fell in, 
The reſt they ran away. 


But had theſe Children been at Church, 


Or ſliding on dry Ground, 

J durſt to wage a hundred Mark 
They had not then been drown'd. 

You Parents that have Children dear, 
And eke you that have none, 

If you would have them ſafe abroad, 
Pray keep them fafe at home. 


SONG 1026. 


Tce happy Lizzy, blooming Maid, 


By no ſalſe Arts of Life betray' d, 
Bleſs d Tenant of the rural Scene, 


ſhoſe Joys unmix'd with pining Care, 
Which prey upon | the modjſh Fair, | 
en Evening comes,” with artleſs Smile, 
Joes all her pleafing Toils beguile, 
With tripping o'er th* enamell'd Green, 
inda fair, in Jewels dreſs' d, 
he Pride of Theatres confeſs'd, 
Still ſhines with irreſiſtleſs Mien: : 
o Muſick, Actions, Words conſpire 
To wakes her Squl to ſoft Defire ; 
light like this will quickly cloy, 
Lizzy take more perſect Joy 
In tripping, &c. 
wen Lindamira, in the Dance, 
ba prightly Air does ſwift advance, "4 
And graceful moves like Beauty's Queen 3 
0 Croyds of Beaux admiring gaze, 
Nor ſick ning Prudes refuſe her Praiſe, 
The flatter d Belle's not half ſo bleſt, 
And Lizzy's of more Joy poſſeſs d, 

* tripping, &c. 

When Coquetilla Cards invite 

To while away the ſocial Night, 
And baniſh far corroding Spleen; 
Tho“ Chance, indulgent to her Will, 
Conveys, each circling Deal, Spadille ; 
The Sweets of -Gain are leſs refin'd, 
And ſofter Tranſports ſooth the Mind 

Of Lizzy, when ſhe trips the Green. 
Lt 2 
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Hail bliſsful Liſe which lire) leads! 
Midſt bubbling Springs and painted Meads, 
Juſt Emblem of the golden Mean; 


A by with faireſt Virtue grac'd, 


— 


Whoſe ebbing Moments ſweetly waſte * 

Made doubly joyous, chearful, gay, 

When Lizzy crowns th'indulgent Day, 
With tripping o'er th*enamell'd Green. 


SONG 1027. An old Henan 
chathed in Grey. 


Hro? all the Conditions of Life, 


We each of us plunder each other x 
The Huſband he plunders his Wife, 
The Siſter ſhe plunders her Brother : 


The Guardian he plunders his Ward, 
The Lawyer his Client the ſame ; 

The Thief plunders all, till a Cord 
Puts an End to his Rapine and Shame. 


SONG 1028. An old Woman 
cloathed in Grey. 


T Hrough all the Briploynients/of Life 


Each Neighbour abuſes his Brother; 
Whore and Rogue they call Huſbandand Wife: 
All Profeſſions be-rogue one another. 
The Prieſt calls the Lawyer a Cheat, 
The Lawyer be-knaves the Divine; 3 
And the Stateſman, becauſe he's ſo great, 
Thinks his Trade as honeſt as mine. 


4 - 
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SONG 1029. 


Tan! in the Morn the nineteenth of May, 
n for ever the famous Ninety- 


Brave Ruſſel d did difcern by Dawn of Day, 
The lofty Sails of France adyancing now : 
All Hands aloft, aloft, let Engliſh Valour 


ſhine 
Let fly a Culverin, the Signal for the Line ; 
every Hand ſupply his Gun, 
Follow me, and you'll ſee 
That the Battle will be ſoon begun. 


'Tourville on the Main triumphant rowl'd, 
To meet the gallant Ruſſel in Combat on 
the ; 
He led a noble Train of Heroes bold, 
To fink the Engliſh Admiral at his Feet. 
Now every valiant Mind to Victory doth 
aſpire, 
The bloody Fight's begun, the Sea itſelf on 
Fire; 
And mighty Fate ſtood looking on, 
hilt a Flood all of Blood, 
Fill'd the Scuppers of the Riſing Sun. 


- Sulphur, Smoke and Fire, diſturbing the Air, 


With Thunder and Wonder affright the And different Beauties fubdue him by Turns 


| Gallick Shore ; 
Their regulated Bands ſtood trembling near, - 
To ſee the lofty Streamers naw no more ; 
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To give a ſecond Blow, the fatal Overthroy 

Now Death and Horror equal reign, 
Now they cry, Run or die, 

Britiſh Colours ride the vanquiſh'd Main, 


See they fly amaz'd thro' Rocks and Sant 
One Danger they graſp at nn the great 
Fate; 
In vain they cry for Aid to weeping Lands, 
The Kut s and Sea-Gods mourn their l 
te ; 

For evermore adieu thou dazling Riſing a 
From thy dex rage End thy Maſter's F 


Enough 4 mighty God of War! 
Now we fing, bleſs the King, 


Let us drink to every Engliſh Tar. 


SONG 1030. Lumps of Puddin 
T Hus I ſtand like a Turk with his Dom 
all round, 

From all Sides their Glances his Paſſion ce 
found ; 

For Black, Brown, and Fair, his Inconſtan 
burns, 


Ne: 
U 
1 
0: 


Each calls to her Charms, to provoke 
Defires ; 


Tho' willing to all, hut with one he teur 


| think of this Maxim, and put off all 


Sorrow, 


ung e Wretched to Day may de happy To- 
morrow. | 
8 -.SONG 1031. 
Hus Kitty, beautiful and young, 
reats And wild as Colt untam'd, 
poke the Fair from whom ſhe ſprung, 
With little Rage inflam' d. 


fam'd with Rage at ſad Reſtraint, 
Which wife Mamma ordain'd ; 

id ſorely vex'd to play the Saint, 
Whilſt. Wit and Beauty reign d. 
dall I thumb holy Books, confin'd 
With Abigaiis forſaken ? 

litty's for other things deſign' d, 

Or I am much miſtaken. . 

Mult Lady Jenny friſk about, 

And vifit with her Couſins ? 

Balls muſt ſhe make all the Rout, 
And bring home Hearts by dozens ? 


What has ſhe better, pray, than I ? 
What hidden Charms to boaſt, 

hat Il Mankind for her ſhould die, 
nM Whilſt I am ſcarce a Toaſt ? 

e rereſt Mamma, for once let me, 
Unchain'd, my Fortune try; 


[ll have my Earl, as well as 
Or know the Reaſon why , 
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I'll ſoon with Jenny's Pride quit ſcore, 
Make all her Lovers fall: 1 2 
They'll grieve I was not loos'd before, © 
She, I was loos d at all. » 
Fondneſs prevail'd, Mamma gave way * 


Kitty, at Heart's Deſire ky wo” 
Obtain'd the Chariot for a Day, 

And fet the World on fire. | 1 
SONG 1032 


Hus Damon knock'd at Czlia's ie 

The Sign was ſo: 

She anſwered, No, 

No, no, no. 8 
Again he figh'd, again he pray d; 
No, Damon, no, I am afraid ; 
Conſider, Damon, I'm a — -£ 

Conficer, | EV 


At laſt, his Sighs and Tears made ways | 
She roſe, and foftly furn'd the Key: 
Come in, ſaid ſhe, but do not ſtay; 

I may conclude 

You will be.rude, 
But if you are, you ny . 
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. SONG 1033. 


T Hus mighty Eaftern Kings, and ſome 
Of Abr'am's Race, and Monarchs good, 
Of Egypt, Syria, Greece, and Rome, 
Tree Architecture underſtood. 
No Wonder then if Maſons join 
To celebrate thoſe Maſon Kings, 
With ſolemn Note,” and flowing Wine, 
Whilſt ev'ry Brother jointly fings. 
CHORUS. 
"Who can unfold the Royal Art, 
Or fing its Secrets in a Song? 
They're ſafely kept in Maſons Heart, 
And to the ancient Lodge belong. 


8 ON 6: 1034. x 
'E Hus all our Lives long we re frolick and 


And i inſtead of Court Revels we merrily play 
At Trap, and Kertles, and Barley-break run, 
At Cuff, and at Stool-ball; and when we 
have done 
Theſe innocent Sports, , W 4 and lie do 
And to each pretty Laſs we we give a gt 
Gown. _ 

We teach our little Dogs to ſet and to carry; 
Tue Patridge , Hare, the Pheaſant our Quarry, 


"Ty 
1 


rie Av IAR x. 


pay, 
Vnto the gay Lad, and bright Lady o' th May 


The nimble Squirrels, with Conn 
And the ale pretty Lark 
Glaſs : 
And when we have done, we * and 
down, 
And to each pretty Laſs we give a green Ge 
About the May-pole we dance all around, 
And with Garlands of Pinks and Roſes 8 
crown'd ; 
Our little kind Tribute we merrily 


And when we have done, &c. 
With our delicate Nymphs we kiſs and we tt 
What others but dream of, we daily enjoy; 
With our Sweet-hearts we dally ſo long 

we find 
Their — Eyes ſay their Hearts are gri 


And when we have done, &c. 


80NG 10934, 
1 Hyrſis, inconſtant, apt to rove, 
Seated in a ſhady Grove, 

Thus beſought the God of Love: 


Son of Venus, powerful Boy, 
Author of our Grief and Joy, 
Hear an ardent Lover's Pray'r, 
And bring me my Clarinda here, 


Cupid his Petition heard ; 


Fir Clarinda ſoon appear d; 


uth and Beauty round her ſhining, 
outh and Innocence combining, 


Fith gen'rous Fires inflam'd his Breaſt, 
while thus the Swain their Power confeſt : 
Our ſpacious Souls immenſe Defires, 


Lovely Nymph, no more I'll range; 
Thyrſis, now, no more will change; 
All that may give Delight I ſee, 
All thy beautequs Sex in thee: , _ 
Love, join'd with Virtue chaſte and true, 
Will always make Clarinda new. 
SON G 1036. Tibby Fowler, &c. 
tbby has a Store of Charms, 

Her genty Shape our Fancy warms ; 
ow ſtrangly can her ſma' white Arms 
Fetter the Lad who looks but at her? 
er Ancle to her ſlender Waiſt t, 
Theſe Sweets conceal'd invite to dawt her; 
« roly Cheek, and riſing Breaſt, __ 
Gar ane's Mouth guſh bowt fu'o* Water 
Nelly's gawſy, ſaſt and gay, 
reſh as the lucken Flowers in May; 
x ans that ſees | or, cries, Ah hey 
She's bonny ! O I wonder at her, 
The Dimples of her Chin and Cheek, 


Lips ſae ſweet, and Skin ſae fleek,, -_ 
Gar mony Mouths beſide mine Water. 
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And Limbs ſae plump, invite to dawt her ; 


\ 
\ 


(A 


Now ſtrike my Finger in a Bore, = 
My Wyſon with the Maiden Shore, 
Gin I can tell whilk Tam for, © . 
When theſe twa Stars appear thegither, .  * 
O Love ! why doſt thou gie thy Fires 
Sae large, while we're obleig*d to neither 
And ay be in a hankerin Swither, 2 
Tibby's Shape and Airs are fine, 
And Nelly's Beauties are divine: 
But fince they canna baith be mine, 
Ye Gods, give ear to my Petition: 
Provide a good Lad for the tane, 
But let it be with this Proviſion, 
I get the other to my lane, 


In Proſpedt plano and Futon. 
SONG 1037. In Pyrrbus. 7 
* Is not your Wealth, my Dear, . 


Nor Wit, nor Shape, nor Air, 


Nor Beauty paſt compare, = 


Makes me a Lover: N , 
Your ſweet complying Mind, 
Your Pride in being kind, 3 
Without the teazing Way 3 
Of piſh, nay fie,” nay pray, — 
Has brought me over. | 


bas l —— 
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SONG 1038. The Kirk wa; led, Ge. 


T* I have ſeven brew new Gowns, 
Aud Ither ſeven better do mak, 
And yet for a'my new Gowns, 
My Wooer has turn'd his Back, 
Beũdes I have ſeven Milk-ky, 
And Sandy he has but three; 
And yet for a' my good Ky, 
The Laddie winna ha'e me. 
My Dady's a Delver of Dikes, 
My Mither can card and ſpin, 
And I ama fine fodgel Laſs, 
And the Siller comes linkin in: 
The Siller comes linkin in, 
And it is Tou fair to ſee, 
And fifty times wow! O wow! 
What ails the-Lad at me ? 
Whenever our Baty does bark, 
Then faſt to the Door I rin, 
To ſee gin any young Spark 
Will light and venture but jng 
But never a ane will come in, 
Tho' mony a ane gaes by, 
Syne far bende Houſe Irin; 
And a weary Wight am I. 


When 1 was at my firſt Prayers, 
I pray but anes i the Year, 
F with'd for a handſome young Lad, 


abc 3; alla 
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When 1 was at my nieſt Prayers, 
I pray'd but now and than, 


I faſh'd na my Head about Gear, 


If I got a handſome young Man. 


Now when I'm at my laſt Prayers, 


I pray on baith Night and Day, 


And O! if a Beggar wad come, 


With that ſame Beggar 1'd gae. 
And Ol and what'll come o'me ? 
And O! what'llTdo? 


That fic a braw Laffie as I 


Shou'd dic for a Woer I trow. 
SONG 1039. 


2T Is Maſonry unites Mankind, 


To gen'rous Actions forms the Soul; 
In friendly Converſe all conjoin'd, 
One Spirit animates the Whole. 
Where'er aſpiring Domes ariſe, 
Whatever ſacred Altars ſtand, 
Thoſe Altars blaze unto the Skies, 
Thoſe Domes proclaim the Maſon's Hand, 


As Paſſion rough the Soul diſguiſe, 


Till Science cultivates the Mind ; 


So the rude Stone unſhapen lyes, 


Till by the Maſon's Art refin'd. 


'Tho? ſtill our chief Concern and Care 


Be to deſerve a Brother's Name: 
Yet ever mindful of the Fair, 


Their kindeſt Influence we claim. 


/ 


let Wretches at our Manhood rail; 


But they who once our Order prove, 
Will own, that we who build fo well, 


With equal Energy can love. 
Sing Brethren then, the Craft divine 


SONG 1040. 
”"E Is thee I love, 
I'll conſtant prove; 
You are the Charmer of my Heart ; 
Deareſt believe me, 
ll ne'er deceive thee, 
from Chloe bright I ne'er can part. 
Be kind as fair, 
Oh ! be not ſevere, 


You'll ne'er repent it, 
No-ne'er relent it, 


Pain, 


S ONG 1041. 


N Is now ſince I ſat down before 
That fooliſh Fort a Heart, 


And ſtill 1 did my Part: 
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(Beſt Band of ſocial Joy and Mirth) 
With choral Sound, and chearful Wine, 
Proclaim its Virtues o'er the Earth 


But ſhew Compaſſion on your Swain; 


Dear Creature, dear Creature, now eaſe my 


(Time ſtrangely ſpent) a Year and more, 


Made my Approaches, from her Hand 
Unto her Lip did riſe ; | 
And did already underſtand 
The Language of her Eyes. 


Proceeded on with no leſs Art, 
My Tongue was Engineer; 

I thought to undermine the Heart 
By whiſp'ring in the Ear. 

When this did nothing, I brought down 
Great Cannon Oaths, and ſhot 
A thouſand thouſand to the Town, 

And ſtill it yielded not. 
I then reſolv'd to ſtarve the Place, 
By cutting off all Kiſſes, 
Praiſing and gazing on her Face, 
And all ſuch little Bliſſes. 


To draw her out, and from her Strength, 


I drew all Batteries in, 
And brought myſelf to lie at length, 
As if no Siege had been. 
When I had done what Man could do, 
And thought the Place mine own, 
The Enemy lay quiet too, | 
And ſmil'd at all was done, 
I ſent to know from whence, 
Theſe Hopes, and this Relief: 
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A Spy inform'd, Honour was there, 


And did command in Chief. 
| Li's "i 
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March, march, (quoth I,) the Word ä And yet he thities as bright as you, 
If Brightneſs could our Souls ſubdue, 


"Tis not the pretty Things you ſay, 


Nor thoſe you write, 


give 

Let's loſe no Time, but leave her ; 
That Giant upon Air will live, 

And hold it out for ever. 


To ſuch a Place our Camp remove, 
As will no Siege abide ; 

1 hate a Fool, that ſtarves her Love, 
Only to feed her Pride. | 


SONG 1042. The bonny grey-ey d 
Morn, c. 
Is Woman that ſeduces all Mankind, 
By her we firſt were taught the wheed- 
ling Arts: 
Her very Eyes can cheat; when moſt ſhe's 
kind 

She tricks us of our Money with our Hearts. 

For her, like Wolves by Night, we roam for 


Prey, 
And practiſe ev'ry Fraud to bribe her Charms z 


For Suits of Love, like Law, are won by Pay, 
And Beauty muſt be fee d into our Arms. 


SO N G 1043. 
' Tu, not — Beauty can engage 
My wary Heart; 
The Sun, in all his Pride, and Rage, 
Has not that Art: 


Which can make Thyrſis* Heart your Prey: 


For that Delight, 
The Graces of a well-taught Mind, 


In ſome of our own Sex 


we find. 


No, Flavia; *tis your Love I fear 
Love's ſureſt Darts, 


Thoſe which do ſeldom 


fail him, are 


Headed with Hearts : 
Their very Shadows make us yield; 
Difſemble well, and win the Field, 


$ONG 


1044. 


9 IS not a Kiſs, or gentle Squeeze, 
A Compliment or ſmiling Eye, 
That can my — Boſom eaſe, 


Or quell the Flame that ſoars ſo high ; 6 


Each welcome Favour, giving Hope, 
Dear Czlia, ſwell'd my Joys at firſt ; 
But ſtinted is but like a Drop 


That's given to one that dies with Thirſt. 


Fool'd Tantalus, in Da 


ys of old, 


Had greateſt Torment for his Sin 
Doom'd not to taſte, ye 
The Fruit was bobb 


at itt behold 
5 at his Chin : 
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duch luſcious Plumbs and Grapes I view, 
' Whilſt all by me are highly priz d; 
Can you a Gueſt, invited too, 

Think fit they ſhould be tantaliz d? 


Who. let's his Friend but only fip 
His Wine, is niggard of his Store; 
$ tho* I taſte your roſie Lip, 

Tis nothing, if you grant no more, 
With Fragments ſome the Stomach pleaſe, 
And ſmall Repaſt the Humour fits ; 

But Love's a Lord of noble Race, 
And cannot dine on Scraps and Bits, 


SONG 1045. The merry Felloau. 


1 S Wine makes us love, and Love makes 
us drink, 
And each does the other improve; 
All Mortals muſt know, who feel or can 
No Pleaſure's like Drinking and Love: 
Then join em, my Boys, make the Bleſſings 
divine, 
For Men muſt be Gods, when they've Wo- 
men and Wine. 
Then bring us of both, and double each Joy, 
I hate to be languid and cold; 
Th think myſelf Jove, while theſe T enjoy, 
Nor own myſelf Mortal till old, 
Cho. Then join em, Kc. 
When old I am grown, and toying is paſt, 
In Wine I T muſt place al my Joy; 
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And tho" I'm unfit for Love to the laſt, 
Vet ſtill I can drink till 1 die. 


Cho, Then Join 'em, &c. ; 7 


SONG 1046. 


Obacco's but an Indian Weed, 
Grows green at Morn, cut down at Fre 8 
It ſhews our Decay, we are but Clay. 
Think on this when you ſmoak Tobacces 


The Pipe that is ſo Lily-white, 

Wherein ſo many take Delight, 
Is broke with a Touch: Man's Life is ſuchs 
Think on this when you ſmoak Tobaccos 


The Pipe that is ſo foul within, 
Shews how Man's Soul is ſtain'd with Sin, 
It does require to be purg'd with Fire. 


Think on this when you ſmoak Tobacco. | 


The Aſhes that are left behind, 

Do ſerve to put us all in Mind, 
That unto Duſt we muſt return. : 
Think on this when you ſmoak Tobacco. 


The Smoke that does ſo high aſcend, 


Shews that Man's Life muſt have an End ; 
The Vapour's gone, Man's Life is done, 
Think on this when you ſmoak Tobacco. 


SONG 1047. * 
To; Swill 
Has ne er his Fill, 
Tho? he drinks from Night to Day 


W 


- - 
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But ſoon as ser | And yet I would give all the World he dig 
T eck*ning's call d now it. 
Then Toby ſneaks Au : But oh! how I figh, when I think, ſhould he 

Toby laugh woo me, 

And puns, = quaffs, I cannot deny what, I know, would undome, 
Until a Bill is call'd ; SONG 1049 

That ſtrikes him dumb ; 49. 

——8 Araca, - 7 his poor Cell a Satyr led 


A Traveller with Cold half dead, 


And all his Mirth is pall'd. And with great Kindneſs treated, 


+ but his Shot, | A Fire Noſe-high he made him trait, 
* is all forgot, Shew'd him his Elbow-chair of State, 
ain is gay : And near the Chimney ſeated. 
He Il ſtand in Rub 0 be 
| Of a whole Club, His tingling Hands the Stranger blows ; 
To drink , | At which the Satyr wond' ring roſe 
7 and not to pay And bluntly aſk'd the Realcr.. 5 | 
SONG 1048. Sir, quoth the Man, I mean no Harm, 


O little or no Purpoſe I ſpent many Days > atm . 
In ranging the Park, Rochas: oa In this cold froſty Seafon. 
the Plays; | | The Satyr gave him from the Pot 
For ne er in my Rambles, till now, did I prove, A Meſs of Porridge piping hot: 
So lucky to meet with the Man I could love. The Man blow'd ober his Gruel. : 
Ob ! how I am pleaſed when 1 think on this What's that for, Friend ? the Satyr cry d, 
: Man, To cool my Broth, his Gueſt reply d, 
That I find I muſt love, let me do what I can. And Truth, Sir, is a Jewel. 
That I find, &c. ; Hew, quoth the Hoſt then, is it ſo? 
How long I ſhall love him , Icannomoretell, And can you Contradictions blow ? 49 
Than had 1 a Fever, when I ſhould be well. Turn out and leave my Cottage. 
My Paſſion ſhall kill me, before I will ſhow This honeſt Manfion'ne'er ſhall hold 


did 


zoch Raſcals as blow hot and cold; 
The De'il muſt find you Pottage. 


SONG 10go. 


T O all you Ladies now at Land 
We Men at Sea indite ; 
But firſt would have you underſtand 
How hard it is to write; 
The Muſes now, and Neptune too 


We muſt implore to write to you, 
With a fal, la, la, Ia, 


For tho* the Muſes ſhould prove kind, 
And fill our empty Brain, 

Yet if rough Neptune rouze the Wind, 
To wave the azure Main, 

Our Paper, Pen, and Ink, and we 

Roul up and down our Ships at Sea. 


Then if we write not by each Poſt, 
Think not we are unkind, 
Nor yet conclude our Ships are loſt 
By Dutchmen, or by Wind ; 
Our Tears we'll ſend a ſpeedier Way, 
The Tide ſhall bring them twice a Day, 


The King, with Wonder and Surprize, 
Will ſwear the Seas grow bold, 
Becauſe the Tides will higher riſe, 
Than e'er they did of old; 
But let him know, it is our Tears 
bring F. ocds of Grief to Whitehall. Stairs, 
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Shou'd foggy Opdam chance to know 


Our ſad and diſmal Story; 
The Dutch would ſcorn ſo weak a Foe, 
And quit their Fort at Goree ; 
For what Reſiſtance can they find 
From Men who' ve left their Hearts behind 7, 


Let Wind and Weather do its worſt, 
Be you to us but kind; — 
Let Dutchmen vapour, Spaniards curſe, .. 
No Sorrow we ſhall find; 
"Tis then no matter how things go, 
Or who's our Friend, or who's our Foe. 


To paſs our tedious Hours away, 
We throw a merry Main; 

Or elſe at ſerious Ombre play: 
But why ſhould we in vain 

Each other's Ruin thus purſue ? 

We were undone when we left you 


But now our Fears tempeſtuous grow, 
And caſt our Hopes away, 


** 


Whilſt you, regardleſs of our Woe, 


Sit careleſs at a Play; 
Perhaps permit ſome happier Man 
To kiſs your Hand, or flirt your Fan. 


When any mournful Tune you hear, 

That dies in ev'ry Note, 
As if it ſigh'd with each Man's Care, 

For being ſo remote ; 
Think then how often Love we've made 
To you, when all thoſe Tunes were play'd. 
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In Juſtice you cannot refuſe 
o think of our Diſtreſs, 
When we for Hopes of Honour loſe 
Our certain Happineſs ; 
All thoſe Deſigns are but to prove 
' Ourſelves more worthy of your Love. 


And now we've told you all our Loves, 
And likewiſe all our Fears; 
In hopes this Declaration moves 
Some Pity for our Tears; 
Let's hear of no Inconſtancy, 
We have too much of that at Sea. 


| SONG 1051. 
W. T O me you made a Thouſand Vows, 
5 tender Things you've 
3 
1 gave you all that Love allows, 
The Pleaſures of the nuptial Bed: 
But now my Eyes have loſt their Charms, 
Or you abate in your Defire ; 
You wiſh another in your Arms, 
And burn with an unhallow*d Fire. 
H. That charming Celia I admire - 
I muſt with Pleaſure own is true; 
But had I ten times the Defire, 
How would the Paſſion injure you ? 
W. Love is a ſacred Tree of Life, 
That up to Heav'n its Branckes rears ; 
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But Admiration's but the Leaf, 


Enjoyment is the Fruit it bears. 

H. Thus, while you raiſe a vain Diſpute, 
Your Paſſion but itſelf deceives 

While you yourſelf have all the Fruit, 
Why need you envy me the Leaves ? 
Both, Away then all Fondneſs, I find 'tis 

in vain | 
For Wives, when neglected, to ſigh and com- 


| plain ; 
We raiſe the looſe Wiſhes we ſtrive to reſtrain, 
*Tis a Folly to whine, to languith and grieve, 
Let us rather endeavour ourſelves to deceive; a 
hands” to be true, Love bids us be- 
Time, Reaſon, or Change, at laſt willrelieve; A 
"Tis a Folly to whine; to languiſh and grieve, 


SONG i1ogz. 
T O love and to languiſh, 
To figh and complain, 
How killing's the Anguiſh, 
How tormenting the Pain! 
- Suing, 
Purſuing, 
Flying, 
F Denying, 
O the Curſe of Diſdain, 
Flow tormenting the Pain! 
To love, &e. 


SONG 1053. 
T Friend, and to Foe, 
And to all that I know, 
That to Marriage-State do prepare; 
Remember your Days, 
In their ſeveral Ways, 
Are Trouble, with Sorrow and Care. 
For he that doth look 
In the marry*d Man's Book, 
And reads but the Items all over, 
Shall find them to come 
At length to a Sum, © 
dall empty Purſe, Pocket, and Coffer. 
be- In the Paſtimes of Love, 

When their Labour doth prove, 
ve; Ind the Kinchen beginneth to kick; 
eve. For this, and for that, 

| And I know not for what, 
The Woman muſt have, or be ſick. 


There's Item fat down, 
For a looſe-body*d, Gown 

d her longing you muſt not deceive her : 
For. a Bodkin, a Ring, 
And the other fine Thing, 


vor a Cornet and Lace to be braver. 
Deliver'd and well, 
Who is it can tell? 
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But while the Child lies at the Nipple, 
There's Item for Wine, | 
Mongſt Goſſips ſo fine, 1 
And Sugar to ſweeten their Tipple. 
There's Item, I hope, 
For Starch, and for Soap, e 
There's Item for Fire and Candle; 
For better, for worſe, 
There's Item for Nurſe, 
The Baby to dreſs, and to dandle, 


When ſwaddled in Lap, 
There's Item for Pap, 
And Item for Pot, Pan, and Ladle 
A Coral with Belts, | 
Which Cuſtom compels, 
And Item, a Crown for a Cradle. 


With twenty odd Knacks, 
Which the Little one lacks ; 
And thus doth thy Pleaſure betray thee : 
Yet this is the Sport 
In Country and Court, | 
Then let not the Charges diſmay thee. 


1 O love, is to be doom'd on Earth to feel, 
What after Death the Tortur d meet in Hell: 
The Vulture dipping in Prometheus? Side 


His bloody Beak, with his torn Liver dy d, , 
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Is Love: The Stone that labours up the Hill, 
Mocking the Lab' rer's Toil, returning ſtill, 
Is Love: Thoſe Streams where Tantalus is 


To ſit, and never drink, with endleſs Thirſt; 
Thoſe loaden Boughs that with their Burthen 


bend 


To court his Taſte, and yet eſcape his Hand; 


All this is Love, that to diſſembled Joys 
Invites vain Men, with real Grief deſtroys. 


SONG nogss. 
* O keep my gently Beſſy, 
What Labour would ſeem hard? 

Each toilſome Taſk how eaſy ! | 

Her Love the ſweet Reward. 
The Bee thus uncomplaining 

Eſteems no Toil ſevere, 
The ſweet Reward obtaining, 

Of Honey all the Year. 


SONG 1056. 


T O all ye Ladies now at Bath, 

| And eke, ye Beaus, to you, 

With aching Heart, and wat'ry Eyes, 
I bid my laſt Adieu. 

Farewe!, ye Nymphs, who Water ſip, 
Hot recking from the Pumps, 

While Muſick lends her friendly Aid, 

To chear you frum the Dumps. 
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Farewel, ye Nymphs, who prating ſtand, 
And criticize. the Fair, 

Yourſelves the Joke of Men of Senſe, ' 
Who hate a Coxcomb's Air. 

Farewel to Deard's, and all her Toys, 
Which glitter in the Shop, 

Deluding Traps to Girls and Boys, 
The Warehouſe of the Fop. 


Lindſay's and Hayes's both farewel, 
Where in the ſpacious Hall, 

With bounding Steps and ſprightly Air, 
I've ted up many a Ball. 


Where Somerville, of courteous Mien, 
Was Partner in the Dance, 

With ſwimming Haws, and Brownlow blithe, 
And Britton „Pink of France. 


Poor Naſh, farewel ; may Fortune TR 
Thy drooping Soul revive ; 

My Heart is full, I can no more------ 
Joan, bid the Coachman drive. 


SONG 1057. 
To meet her Mars, the Queen of Love 
Comes here adorn'd with all her Charms; 
The Warrior beſt the Fair can move, 
And crowns his Teils in Beauty's Arms: 
The Warrior beſt the Fair can move, 
And crowns his Toils in Beauty's Arms. 


TMs; 
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SONG 1os8s. 


T0 Horſe, brave Boys of Newmarket, to 


Horſe, 
You'll loſe the Match by longer delaying 
The Gelding juſt now was led over the ©, 
I think the Devil's in you for ſtaying : 


Run, and endeavour all to bubble the Sporters, 


Betts may recover all loſt at the Groom-Por- 
ters 3 


follow, follow, follow, follow, come down 


to the Ditch, 
Take the Odds, and then you'll be rich, 
For I'll have the brown Bay, if the blue Bon- 
net ride, 181 | 
And hold a thouſand Pounds of his Side, Sir; 


Dragon would ſcow*r it, but Dragon grows 


old g 26 . 218 
le cannot endure it, he cannot, he wonnot 
now run it, . 
As lately he could: | 
Ie, Age, does hinder his Speed, Sir. 
Now, now, now. they come on, and ſee, 
dee the Horſe lead the Way till ; 
Three Lengths before at the turning the Lands, 
Five aundred Pounds upon the brown Bay 
ſtill : . 
lex on the Devil, I fear we have loſt, 
For the Dog, the blue Bonnet, has run it, 
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A Plague light upon it, © 9 
The wrong Side the Poſt; 8 
Odſzounds, was ever ſuch Fortune! 


SONG ogg. 
T O charming Czlia's Arms I fle. r, 
And there all Night I feaſted ; 
No God ſuch Tranſports ever knew, 
Nor Mortal ever taſted. , 


Loft in the ſweet tumultuous Joy, rl 
And pleas'd beyond. ing; f 

How can your Slave, my Fair, ſaid I, 
Reward ſo great a Bleffing ? 


The whole Creation's Wealth ſurvey 3 +__ 
Thro* both the Indies wander; 

Aſk what brib*d Senates give away, 
And fighting Monarchs ſquander. 

The richeſt Spoils of Earth and Air; 
The rifled Ocean's Treaſure : | 

*Tis all too poor a Bribe by far PE 
To purchaſe ſo much Pleaſure. | I, 

She bluſhing cry*d--- My Life, my Dear, 
Since Czlia thus you fancy, 

Give her, but tis too much, I fear, 
A Rundlet of right Nantzy. 


SONG 1060. 


TO heal the Wound a Bee had made 
Upon my Kitty's Face, Mm 


590. 
Honey upon her Cheek ſhe. laid, 
Pleas' d I obey'd, and from the Wouud 
Imbib'd both Sweet and Smart; 

The Honey on my Lips I found, 
The Sting within my Heart. 


— SQ N G , 1061. 

12 hug yourſelf in perſect Eaſe, 
=. What would you wiſhfor more than theſe? 
A healthy, clean, paternal Seat, 
Well ſhaded from Summer's Heat. 
A little Parlour Stove, to hold 

A conſtant Fire from Winter's Cold, 
Where you may fit, and think, and fing, 
Far off from Court, God bleſs the King ! 
SBaſe from the Harpies of the Law, 

From Party-Rage, and Great-Man's Paw; 
Have few choice Friends of your own Caft ; 
A Wife agreeable and chaſte. Hs | 

An open, but yet cautious Mind, 
Where guilty Cares no Entrance find; 

Nor Miſer's Fears, nor Envy's Spight, 
To break the Sabbath of the Night. 

Plain Equipage, and temp'rate Meals, 
Few Taylors, and no Doctor's Bills; 
Content to take, as Heav'n ſhall pleaſe, 

A Jonger or a ſhorter Leaſe. 
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The Nymph 
Some Tyrant has poſſeſs d; 


With a grateful Spirit will I raiſe, 


* 


SONG ro62, 
'T ©. thee, O gentle Sleep, alone 


* 1 Is owing all our Peace 3 
y thee our Joys are heighten'd ſhown 
By thee our Sorrows ceaſe. 4 


whoſe Hand, by Fraud or Force, 


By thee obtaining a Divorce, 
In her own Choice is bleſt. 
Oh! ſtay, Arpaſia bids thee Na 
The ſadly weeping Fir 
Conjures thee not to loſe in Day 
The Obje& of her Care, | 
To graſp whoſe pleaſing Form ſhe ſought 
That Motion chas'd der Sleep; 
Thus by ourſelves are oftneſt wrought 
The Griefs for which we Weep. 


8 ON G 1063, 
O the God of Wine 
My Song and my Deſign 


Tis my Heart's Delight 
To give him ev'ry Night, 
* . Were his Praiſe. 
Monarch Bacchus 
Free to = oe young 3 
. And relieve us, | | 
When the World goes wrong. 


N 
* 


. 
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And the Waters ſhall riſt to the 8 


mx Woe: 
All reſtleſs 2 my Celia now lies 


Sound his Name, 
Raiſe it high, 
Sing his Fame 
To the Sky, 
Uthe wiſe World join in our Song. 


Shou'd a Mortal dare 
His merry Subjects ſneer, 
Lt him dread the Fate decreed, 
A new Law well weigh'd 
The drinking Court has made, 
[rd to Juſtice thus they ll proceed, 
S&t the Rebel to the Bar, 
That the Traitor, 
- Bound in Fetter, 


8 
be drown d in Rot- gut Small-beer. 


SONG 1064. 


0 the Brook, and the Willow, that heard 
him complain, 

A willow ! willow ! 

lug Words to be ſung between each 

2 6 
bor Collin . weeping, and told them his 
Pain; | 

et Stream, he cy d, _ I'll teach thee 
to flow, 


And counts the ſad Moments of Time as itflies 3 

To the Nymph, my Heart" . Love, ye 
Slumbers 

Spread your downy Wings o*er her, and me 
her your Care ; 

Let me be left reſtleſs, my Eyes never cio, 

So the Sleep that I loſe give my Dear one. 
Repoſe ; 

Dear Stream if you chance by her Pillow ta 


Creep, 
Perhaps your ſoft Murmurs may lull her ts 
8 
But if I ae bee 
mg dhe Fates bare 


Believe me, thou fair one, thou dear one, 
believe, 
Few Sighs to c Loſs, and few Tears willt 


give 

One Fate to thy Collin and thee ſhall bete; 

And ſoon lay thy Shepherd cold down by thy 
Side: 

Then glide gentle Brook, and to ſloſs thyſelf 
haſte, 

Bear this to my Willow; this Verſe is my laft. 

Ah Willow.! Willow! ah Willow! Willow ; 


en 
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T O Sylvia's Charms a Captive made, 


I ſought the wanton Cupid's Aid, 
_ © Begging he'd try ſome powerful Dart, 


To ſoften her relentleſs Heart. 

But all in vain ; for, in her Eyes 

All his Artill'ry planted lies. 

His Darts can only from her fly : 

I'm fated to deſpair and die. 

And yet twas but this ſmall Requeſt, 
Which granted, would have made me bleſt. 
Oh! let my Flames melt her into Deſire, 

Or elſe her Coldneſs quite put out my Fire. 


'SONG 1066. 


T oM and Will were Shepherd Swains, 
That liv*d and lov'd together, 
When fair Paſtora croſs'd their Plains, 
Alas! why came ſhe thither ? 
For tho? they fed two ſev*'ral Flocks, 
They felt but one Deſire; | 
Paſtora's Eyes, and Amber Locks, 
Set both their Hearts on fire. 
Tom came of a genteel Race, 
By Father and by Mother: 
Will was noble, but alas 
He was a younger Brother. 
Tom was icrlorn, Will was ſad, 
No Huntſman non no Fowler; 


VIARY. 


Tom was young, but ſomething bold, 


Tom was held the properer Lad, 
But Will the better Bowler. 


It ſeem'd no Imperſection; 

Will wag grey, but yet not old, 
And browner of Complexion : 

The ſcorching Flames their Breaſts did bear, 
They could no longer ſmother ; 

For tho* they knew they Rivals were, 


They ſtill lov'd one another. 0 
Tom would drink her Health, and ſwear 
His very Ghoſt ſnould haunt her. } 
Will would take her by the Ear, 
And with his Voice inchant her. - 
Tom always kept within her Sight, 
And ne er forgot his Duty: p 
But Will was witty, and could write 
Sweet Sonnets on her Beauty. U 
Paſtora was a lovely Laſs, 
And of a gentle Nature, 1 
Divinely good and fair ſne was, 
And kind to ev'ry Creature: 7 
Of Favours ſhe was provident, 
But yet not over ſparing ; y 
She gave no logſe Encouragement, 
Vet kept Men from deſpairing. 5 


Which of theſe two ſhe loved moſt, 


Or whether ſhe lov'd either, v 
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"is thought they Ul find it to their Coſt, . 


. 


That ſhe indeed low d neither: | SONG. 1067: 

o charming and ſo ſweet was ſhe, | Too long, thou Tyrant, Love, 
So pleaſing of Behaviour, I've borne Belinda's unrelenting 

That Tom thought he, and Will thought he, Who boaſts her guarded Breaſt. - 
Was chiefeft in her Favour. Oh! level now thy keeneſt Dart. 

Thus did ſhe handle Tom and Will, That, in her cold obdurate Heart 

, Who both did doat upon her; Thy Pow'r may be confeſs'd. % 

for graciouſly ſhe us d them ſtill, Thy Pray'r's too juſt to be deny d, 1* 
Yet ſtill preferv*d her Honour. | Behold, tis done, the God reply'd : 

the dealt her Favours equally; The Shaft has pierc*d her home: — 

f They both were well contented, Thy Pain now feeling in her own, "4 
| And kept them ſtill from Jealouſy, She ſighing cries, in piteous Moan; 

Not eaſily prevented. | Come, Philander, come. f 

Till tattling Fame had made Report 
Of tair Paſiofa' s Beauty ; SONG 1068, | 

paſtora's ſent for to the Court, | Too Pa 4 rn Youth, theſe . 
There to perform her Duty, 

Unto the Court Paſtora's gone, My Heart _ ir own declard ; 1 
There were no Court without her; But, for Heaven's ſake, let it ſuffice, 

The Queen amongſt her Train had none You reign triumphant there. 
Was half ſo fair about her, | Forbear your utmoſt Pow'r to try, | 

Tom hang*d his Dog, and caſt away Nor farther urge your Sway; 1 "+ 
His Shepherd's Hook and Wallet. Preſs not for what I muſt deny, 

Will broke his Pipe, and 2 the Day For fear I ſhou'd obey. . of 
That e' er he made a Balla 5 , —cefafol | | 

Their Nine-pins and their Bowls they break, * - your undo, : e if 7 
Their Sports were turn'd to Tears; hole greateſt Failing is her 

'Tis Time for me an End to make, And that her Love for you 2 
Let chem go ſhake their Fass. ? 
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© Pp you uſe that very Pow'r 


Lou from her Fondneſs claim, 


To ruin in one fatal Hour 


A Life of ſpotleſs Fame ? 


n to do an Ill, 


Becauſe perhaps you may; 


But rather try your utmoſt Skill 


To ſave me, than betray. 


le you yeurſot my Virtue's Guard, 


Defend, and not purſue, 
Since *tis a Taſk for me too. hard 
To ſtrive with Love and you. 


\'$ONG 1069. 


Tuansform din Female Shape, both old and 


The God Vertumnus to Pomona came; 


Not as when the Goddeſs ſaw all his Charms 


diſplay' d, 


es he thus addrefs'd the liſt' ning 


aid. 
Lovely Goddeſs ſo divine, 
Guardian of this fruitful Tree, 
A While thy darling Joys decline, 
And lend an Ear to Love and me: 
Blooming Beauties ſhould be kind, 


taſte of Pleaſure while they may; 
For Death is ſure, and Love is blind, 


* AndPaſfivn cools at Life's Decay. 


"The A VIA RV. a 


While he appeatr'd thus odious in her u 
The Goddeſs did his Strains deſpiſe ; 
5 when wo rae br $a Pow'r divine, 
ertumnus did wi ooming Beauty 
Then ſat Pomona all. amaz'd, 1 = 
While on her youthful Swain thefondly zul 
Succeſsful happy Charmer, 
Tis you alone can warm her 
Who never lov'd before: 
Be bleſs'd as I can make you, 
I never will forſake you, 
But love you more and more, 


 $O.NG 1070. 
T* Ranſported with Pleaſure, 
I gaze on my Treaſure, 

And raviſh my Sight; 

While ſhe gaily ſmiling, 
My Anguiſh beguiling, 

Augments my Delight. 
How bleft is the Lover 
Whoſe Torments are over, 

His Fears and his Pains : 
When Beauty relenting 
Repays with conſenting 

Her Scorn and Diſdain. 


l 


TROY had a Breed Ge brave ſtout Men; 
Yet Greece made ſhiſt to rout het, 
*Cauſe each Man drank as much as Ten, 


5 And thence grew ten times ſtouter: 
Tho! Hector was a Trojan true 
As ever piſt *gainſt Wall, Sir, 


For he drank more than all, Sir. 


let Bacchus be our God of War, 
We ſhall fear nothing then, Boys 3 
We'll drink all dead, and lay * em 0 Be 
And if they wake not conquered, . 
We'll drink em dead again, Boys: 
Nor were the Grecians only fam'd 
For Drinking and for'F ighting : : 
For he that drank, and wa'n't aſham'd, 
Was ne er aſham d 0's Writing. 


He that will be a Soldier then, 
Or Wit, muſt drin good Liquor; 
It makes baſe Cowards fight like Men, 
And roving Theughts fly quicker : 
Let Bacchus be God of War, | 
And God df Wit, and then, Boys, 
We'll drink and fight, and drink and write, 
And if the Sun ſet with his Li A 
We'll drink him up again, 


SONG 1072. 


"WAS when the Seas were roaring 
With hoRow Blaſts of Wind, 


13 A Damſel lay deploring | 
4 All on a Rock rechn d 8 
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A---chilles bang d him black and blue, 


Wide o'er the foaming Billows 
She caſt a wiſhful Look; 
Her Head was crown d with 

That trembled o'er the Brook. 


Twelve Months are gone and over, 


And nine long tedious Days; 
Why didſt thou, vent rous Lover, 
Why didſt thou "truſt the Seas ? 
Ceaſe, ceafe then, cruel Ocean, 
And let my Lover reſt : 
Ah! what's thy troubled Motion 
To that within my Breaſt ? 


The Merohant robb'd of Treaſure, ' 


Views Tempeſts in Deſpair ; 
But what's the Lofs of Treaſure, 
To lofing of my Dear 


Shou'd you ſome Coaſt be laid on, 
Where Gold and Di*monds grow, 


You'd find a richer Maiden, 
But none that loves you o. 


n 
Hath nothing made in vain? 
Why then beneath the Water 
Do hideous Rocks remain ?  - 


No Eyes thoſe Rocks diſcover, - | ' 


That lurk beneath the Deep, 


To wreck the wand ring Lo, 


And leave the Maid © 
All melancholly lying, 
Thus wail'd ſhe foy her Dear, 
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225 u ee a Tear, : | | 
When o wide Waves ſtooping, 

His — Corps ſhe ſpy d; x 
Then, like a Lily drooping, 

She bow'd her Head, and 47d. 


8 ON G 1073. 
Ta on a River's verdant Side, 
About the Cloſe of Day, 

A dying Swan with Muſick try'd 
To chaſe her Cares away. 


And tho* ſhe ne'er had ftrain'd her Throat, 
Or tun'd her Voice before, 

Death, raviſh'd with fo ſweet a Note, 
A while the Stroke forbore. 

Farewel, ſhe ry d, ye filver Streams, 
Ye purling Waves adieu, | 

Where Phoebus us'd to dart his Beams, 
And bleſs both me and you. 

Farewel, ye tender whiftling Reeds, 
Soft Scenes of happy Love ; 

_ Farewel, ye bright enamell'd Meads, 

Where I was wont to rove. 1 


: With you I muſt no more converſe ; ; 


Look, yonder ſetting Sun 
Waits, while I theſe laſt Notes rehearſe, 
And then he pare 10 * ö 
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Moury not, my kind and conſtant Mute} 1 
We'll meet again below : | 
It is the kind Decree of Fate, | 8 
And I with Pleafure go. SLY 
While thus ſhe ſung, upon a Tres | 
Within th* adjacent Wood. 
To hear her mournful Melody 
A Stork attentive ſtood. 


From whence thus to the Swan the foes: 
What means this Song of Joy ? 
Is it, fond Fool, ſo kind a Stroke 
That does thy Life deſtroy ? 
Turn back, deluding Bird; and try 
To keep thy fleeting Breath : 
It is a diſmal Thing to die, 
And Pleaſure ends in Death. © © f 
Baſe Stork, the Swan reply d, give" 0 er, 
Thy Arguments are vain ; 
If after Death we are no more, 
Yet we are free from Pain. 


/ 

þ 

| | 

But there are ſoft Elyſian Shades, WC 
B 

A 


And Bow'rs of kind Repoſe, ty 
Where never any Storm invades, 
Nor Tempeſt ever blows.” 
There in cool Streams, and ſhady Woods, L 
I'l-fport the Time away 3 
Or, ſwimming down the ryſtal Floods, | 
Among young. Halcyons . ä 


4 
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| Then pr* ythee ceaſe, or tell me Why SONG. 1076. Mary Scot. + 
[ have ſuch Cauſe to grieve, 6 2 TW. Summer, and the Day was fair, 
Since tis a Happineſs to die, | Reſoly*d a while to fly from Care, 
And it's a Pain to live. Beguiling Thought, forgetting Sorrow, = 
I wander'd o'er the Braces of Yarrow z 
8 ON G | 1074. : . © Till then deſpifing Beauty's Power, 
Was Fancy firſt made Celia fair, I kept my Heart, my oven ſecure : 
"Twas Fancy gave her Shape and Air; But Cupid's. Art did there deceive me, 
mL tobb' d the 23 vt pag And Mary's Charms do now enſlave me, 
| OfBeauties, to beſtow on her; Will cruel Love no Bribe receive? 
Andwhen it. had the Goddeſs made, No Ranſom take for Mary's Slave? * $4 
Down it fell, and worſhipped, Her Frowns of Reſt and Hope deprive me, 
Creavr firſt, and then a Creature; Her lovely Smiles, like Light, revive mes + 
Naraffus, and a Pail of Water. No Bondage may with mine compare, 
SIT Hh = Since firſt I ſaw this charming Fair : l 
S Oo N G. * 975. This beauteous Flower, this Roſe of Varro, 
T Was forth in A Morning, a Morning of In Nature's Gardens has no Marrow. ON 
M . Had I of Heav'n but one Requeſt, _ 


ay, | 1 

ASollier and his Miſtreſs were walking aſtray; „ . in Mary's Breaſt ; * 

And pw down by yon Meadow Brow, W CON 4 ＋ . with Pleaſure, 2 

H E Nor ſpare this World one Moment's Leiſure ; 

O hac I ta'en Counſel of Father or Mother, Deſpiſing Kings and all that's Great, 

Or hal I ta'en Counſel of Siſter or Brother! 1 · mile at Courts and Coutiers Fate: 

But I vas a young Thing, and eaſy to wooe, My Joy complete in ſuch a Marrow, 

And ny Belly bears up my Apron now. Id dwell with her, and live on Yarrow» 
Thy Apron, Deary, I muſt confeſ, hut tho“ ſuch Bliſs I n&'er ſhould gain, 
s foncthing the ſhorter, tho naithing the Cs ſill I' wear my Chain, 


AM 1 


| n 8 In hopes my faithful Heart may move her; 
. . ̃—ÜVX5 
A yet you cry out, My Apron now ! Mm 5 

. "4 | 4 | 2 


4. aw, + ©. 


3 AH TR AV ORE 

What Doubts diſtract a Lover's Mind? Nou let thy Pity hear the Maid, © n 
That Breaſt, all Soſtneſs, ge prove kind; Thy Love refus d / to ſave. 1 
And ſhe ſhall yet become my Marrow, = This i is the dumb and dreary Hour, #13, 
The lovely beauteous Roſe of Yarrow. | When injur'd Ghoſts complain; | th 


2... G their 
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5 7 Was at the filent midnight _ 0 — I Rethink thee, William, of thy Pak” 
When all were faſt Chak Thy Pledge, and broken Oath ; 
In glided Marg'ret's grimly G oft, | And give me back my maiden Vow, 
And ſtood at William's Feet. And give me back my Troth. 


Her Face was like an April Morn, | Fw Why did you promiſe Love to me, _ 
Clad in a wint'ry Cloud ; Torr And not that Promife keep ? | 
And Clay-cold was her Lily Hand. Why did you ſwear my Eyes were bright, 
That held her fable Shroud. | FI Yet leave thoſe Eyes to.weep ? 
So ſhall the faireſt Face appear, Ho could you ſay my Lace wee fe, 
When Youth and Years are gown : And X at Face forſake ? | 
# _ Such is the Robe that Kings muſt wear, How could, you win my Virgin Heart, 
When Death has reft their Crown. poet feavy that Heart to break ? „0 
4 Her Bloom was like the ſpringing Flow” To, Why did you oy 7 my Lips were ſweet, . 
F  _ That fips the filver Dew; | And made Scarlet p ale? | | 
| The Roſe was budded in her Cheek, And why'did I, young witleſs Maid, 
Juſt op ning to the View. Believe the att ting Tale? 


But Love had, like the Canter - worm, | * That Face, alas! no more is fair, iy 
Conſum'd her early Prime: Thoſe Lips no longer red ; 


— 


The Roſe grew pale, aach left b& Chek: | Dark are my Eyes, 3 
She dy d before her Time. p 7 "And evry Charms fi te vol 

Awake, ſhe cry'd, thy True - love calle, The hungry Worm my Siſter is GE 
Come from her midnight Graves This Wining bon I wear; 


- 
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And cold and dreary laſts our Night, | + aug, thay I come Kiſs thee nor, 
Till that laſt Morn, appear, Sing, ah (hall I come, ſhall I come Kiſs thee 
But hark | the Cock bas warn'd me hence ! now.? 
A long and laſt Go | I long, Sweet - heart, to Bed thee, 
Come ſee, falfe Man, how low ſhe lies, And merrily Buckle to, * 
x That dy*d for Love, of you. With Hey Piſh, Hey Cock, Hey, and hey for 
| The Lark ſung loud, the Morning ſmil*d, a Boy 3 
And rais'd her glitt'ring Head : Sing; ſhall 1 come Kiſs thee now, 
pale William quak' d in ev 'ry Limb, | Sing ah! ſhall I come, ſhall I come 'Kiſxthes 
And raving left his Bed. f now ? 
He hy*d-him to the fatal Place, Doll ſeem's not to regard him, N 
Where Marg' ret's Body lay; As if ſhe did not care; _ 
x And ſtretchꝰd him on the green Graſs Turf, yet ſimper d when ſhe heard him 
, That wrapt her breathleſs Clay, A any =. : _ | 
And thrice he call'd on Marg'ret's Name, :cunningly to prove him, 
And thrice he wept full fore of 2 her Maidenhead, fa . 
Then laid his Cheek to the cold Grave, oy — nay piſh, nay fie, and prithes f 
Wenn . For I am too young to Wed; 
8 O N G 10 8. | 5 ne ſald, ſhe ne er could love him z | 
"T Was wheh the 81 225 ing, Nor any Man cloſe in Bed; 
And under the Barley-Mow ;- Then 1 piſh, fie, nay piſh, nay prithes flan® 
Dick gave to Doll a Farin 7 | +. 
che had milk „ AT Fox 1.9 top young rats Pi 
the il And tho* I connot Wooe, is 1 Dickie to der her talk 
re Hopes to get 1 * 
18 Hey and deer "Tn ad Reors id bales * 
T3” i * e r 9M 2 * 1 12 2 | 
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At laſt be ſwore, grown bolder, A Shepherd heard her tuneful Tale, A 
He d hire ſome common Shrew; And ſtrait appear d; the Nymph grew pale, 
For hey piſh, hey fie, hey for a Boy $ -When he appear'd the Nymph grew pale, * 
Sing, ſhall I come Kiſs thee now? ? He flew in to her Aid: 
| In Loving Arms would fold her, He caught the fair one in his Arm, / 
Fre ſneak, and cringe, and cry; | He gaz d, and ſwore by all her Charms, 
With hey piſh, hey fie, hey for a Boy ; He gaz'd,. and ſwore by all her Charm, 
Sing, ſhall I come Kiſs thee now? She ſhould not die a Maid. | 
- Convine'd of her coy Folly, She rudely puſh'd the Swain away, 
And ſtubborn Female Will; { While with her Eyes ſhe bid him ſtay ; 
Poor Doll-grew melancholy, While with her Eyes ſhe bid him ſtay; 
The Griſt went by her Mill : WM Thoſe Eyes her Heart betray'd. 
I hope, ſhe cry'd, you're wiſer The Shepherd all her Scorn defies, 
Than credit what I have ſaid; | He ſees it written in her Eyes, 
The? I do cry, nae fie, and piſh, and prithee He fees it written in her Eyes, * 
ſtand by, She will not die a Maid. ; 
That I am too young to Wed; In vain ſhe ſighs, and ſobs, and cries, | } 
| Bring you the Church Adviſer, And ſtrives unwillingly to riſe, | 
And dreſs up the Bridal Bed ; The Shepherd to upbraid. 
Then try, tho“ I cry, fie, and piſn, and  prithee That was, -alas ! the fatal Plai 
d by, And he the happy, happy wah; ( 
I Lam too young to Wed. Then ſince he was the happy Swain, t 
SONG 1079. How could ſhe die a Maid? .H: 
"7 * when the Sun began to ſhine, 5 * l : | 
ymph as Phoebus ſelf divine, 282 a — dl ang _ To 1 6 dg A 
A Nymph as > Phoebus ſelf divine, on Fd than — Charms. aif Rent 2 ] 
And Me d leg. "And when ths felt Love's pleaſing Dart, | 4 
| of I'm glad, faid 9 with all my — 
This was the Burthen of her Song, - 1 ſhall not 
She would not die a Maid. * 
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Thus clafp'd within the fair one's Arms, 
He rifled all her Store of Charms, 
He rifled all her Store of Charms, 

As ſome have boldly ſaid: 


_ 


a But this I humbly do conceive, 
And this I hope you will believe, 
$ And this I hope you will believe, 
0 She did not die a Maid. 
SONG 1080. Of a noble Race was 
Shenkin. 
T Was in the Land of Cyder, 
At a Place call'd Brampton-Bryon, 
Such a Prank was play'd | 
Twixt a Man and Maid, 
That all the Saints cry*d fie on. 
For gentle John and Suſan 
Were oft at Recreation; 
To tell the Truth, 
This vig'rous Youth 
Caus'd a dreadful Conflagration. 
Both Morning, Noon, and Night, Sir, 
Briſk john was at her Crupper; 
He got in her Geers 
Five times before Pray'rs, 
And tix times after Supper. 
john being well provided, 
do Cloſely did ſolace her, 


V. 
That Suſan's Waiſt, 
So ſlackly lac'd, 
Shew'd Signs of Babe of Grace, Sir. 
But when the Knight perceived 
That Suſan had been ſinning, 
And that his Laſs, | 
For Want of Grace, 
Lov'd Kiſſing more than Spinning ; 
To cleanſe the Houſe from Scandal, 
And filthy Fornication ; | 
Of all ſuch Crimes 
To ſhew the Times 
His utter Deteſtation : = 


He took both Bed and Bolſter, 

Nay, Blankets, Sheets, and Pillows ; 
With Johnny*s Frock, 
And Suſan's Smock, 

And burnt them in the Kiln-houſe. 


And every vile Utenſil 
On. which they had been wicked ; 
As Chairs, Joint-ſtools, - 
Old Trunks, Clcſe-ſtools, . 
And eke the three-legg'd Cricket. 
But had each Thing defiled 
Been burnt at Brampton-Bryon, 
We all muſt grant 
The Knight would want 
Himſelf a Bed to lis on. | 
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SONG r | $ONG 1685, | 
„ and young Roger had Leave T Bacchus und 
from the Squire 0 
Tocher ede Bock torecrvi his Wiſt's- The _ fam'd in Muſick, the other in 
ine, 


8 wh every Blow, from his Stomach 


there broke - 


A Hem, or a Hah, near as loud as the Stroke. 


His Wife ſtanding by, and demanding the 
Reaſon, 


Hodge, theſe Emiſſions in ann. 


eaſe one: 


f | For while Voice and Members at once thus: 
. I'm young, plump, and jolly, free from Me- 


employ'd are, 
J drive the Wedge further, and make the Slit 
wider. 


Attentive Joan heard, and was filent till 


- Night, | 
When Roger performing the conjugal Rite, 
In the midſt of the rapturous, amorous Game, 
She pinch'd him, and pull'd him, and bid 
him cry Hem.. 
Hodge knew what ſhe meant, but unable 
to give 


A Comfort fo pay as his Spouſe could receive : 


Ile cry'd, My Dear Jewel, I can Hem no 
more in; 

There's Odds you muſt know between cleaving 
ard Boring. 


. 
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In Heaven were raving, diſputing; and braving, 
Whoſe Theme was the nobleſt, and Trade 
moſt divine: | 
Your Muſick, ſays Bacchus, would ſtun us 
and rack _— 
Did Claret not ſoften the Diſcord you make: 
Songs are not inviting, nor Verſes delighting, 
Till Poets of my great Influence partake. 


lanchol 
Whoever fat by the Sound of a String? 
n to a Gibbet do often contri- 
ute, 
To purchaſe a Bottle before they do ſwing. 
In Love I am noted, by Old and Young 
courted ; 


A Girl, whes inſpir*d by me, is ſoon Won; 


So great are the Motions cf one of my Potions, 


The Fav. tho* - Maids, I could whore 


ev'ry one. 
When Mortals are fretted, perplex d, or in- 
debted, 
To me, as a Father, for Sutcour they cry 3 


iT A Bottle revives the Votary. help loving, 
| Then leave off your Tooting, your Fidling And Wine has compleated what Muſick | 
4 and Fluting, n. 
Afide lay your Harp, and bow down to The Gods, aruck with Wonder, declar d by 
n the FIST Jove's Thunder, 


My Joys they are riper than Songs from a 
Pi 


iper, 
„ is. ſweeter than ſounding a 
? 


ys Phoebus, This Fellow is drunk ſure, or 
mellow, 

To prize Muſick leſs. 1 5 Wineand October 

„5 thoſe who love Drinking, are void of Rall 

Thinking, 

And want ſo much Senfe as to keep them- 

ſelves ſober. 

us while they were wrangling, difputing 
and Jangling, . 

Came buxom bright Venus to ond the Dif- 

pute: 

5575 he, Now: 10 cafe yen Mars beſt of all. 
pleas*d me, 

When arm' d with" A Bottle, and charm'd 
with a Flute. 

our Muſick has charmꝰd me, your Wine has 
alatm'd me, 

Wien I have ſerm'd;coy and bard to be 
"OY " 


The” AVAIA RY 
In their ſad Condition, I hear their Petition, When both have been moving, I could not 


Never Scot had ſuch a loyal Wife: 


343 


They d mutally join in fupplying Lawn 
Se each, in his Function, 


junctibn, 
To melt; with ſoft Pleaſure the amorous 
SONG 10833. 
Aliant's Jockie's march'd away, 


To fight the Foe with brave Mackay >. 
Leaving me, poor Soul, forlorn, | 
To curſe the Hour when 1 was born ; 
But, I've ſworn lie follow too, 

And deareſt Jockie!s Fate purſue: 
Near him be to guard his precious Life, 


Sword Iſe wear, 
Ve cut my Hair, 
Tan my Cheeks, that once were thought : 
fair ; | 
In Soldier's Weed, 


' | To him I'll speed, 
Never fic a Trooper crofs* Ethe Tweed. . 


„ 07 


7 


mov d on in Con- * 


eren 


e 


= As The 
| Trumpet ſound to Victory, 
Ife kill (my ſelf) the next Dundee; 


Love, and Fate, and Rage, do all agree, 


To do ſome glorious Deed by me : 
Great Bellona, take my Part, 
Fame and Glory, charm my Heart; 


That for Love, and bonny Scotland's Good, 
Some brave Action may deſerve my Blood. 


7 Nought ſhall appear 
Of Female Fear, 


Fighting by his Side I love ſo dear; 
All the North ſhall own, 
There ne*er was known 


Such a ſprightly Laſs, this thouſand Year, 


* 2 SON G 1084. 

YV Ain , Belinda, are your Wiles, 
Vain are all your artful Smiles, 

While, like a Bully, you invite, 

And then decline th approaching Fight. 

Various are the little Arts 

Which you uſe to conquer Hearts: 

By empty Threats he would affright, 

And you by empty Hopes invite. 

Cowards may by him he brav'd, 

Fops may be by you enflav*'d : 

Then, would he vanquiſh, or you bind, 

He muſt be brave, and you be kind. 


AVIARY. 


SONG 1085. 
V Enus, take my votive Glaſs, 
Since I am not what I was ; 
What from this Day I ſhall be, 
Venus, let me never ſee, 


SONG 1086. 
V Iew my Eyes, my lovely Charmer, 
Conſtancy has now the Day; 
Tell me not my Heart was warmer, 
When it us'd to go aſtray. 
Love in Youth does fiercely blaze, 
But ſo ſtrong it never ſtays. 


11 I followed every Creature, 


Sure the Fault may be forgiven, 
"Tis the Frailty of our Nature, 


Who can\change the Will of Heaven? 


Tho' the Obje& might be new, 
Yet to Love I ſtill was true, 
Cupid, Guardian of my Heart, 
Letit looſe to range a while 3 
In each Eye it found a Dart, 
And engag'd by every Smile. 
Thus it was for you defign'd, 
Form'd by Practice to his 
Cupid, to me ever Kind, . 
Kept the Pureſt of the Fire; 
Droſs conſum'd my Heart refin'd, 
Made it Flame with ſoft Deftre. 


i 


— ww 
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&ch.a Flame as will, be true, 
Such the God reſery*d for you, 


SONG. 1087. 


Virgin ſo fair, at length may it prove 


Your Deſtiny to be in Love; 
pray grant me ſuch à Fate! 
May Prudence always be my Guide, 
With a little, little Decengy and Pride, 
My Actions to regulate, | 
When firſt in Love I do commence, 
May it be with a-Man' of Senſe, | * 
And learned Education; 
May all his Courtſhip be to me 
Neither too formal nor too free, 
But wiſely ſhow' his Paſſion. 


May his Eſtate agree with mine, 
That it may look like no/Defign 

To bring us both to Sorrow 2. 
Grant me this that I have ſaid, 

And willingly I'd live a Maid 

No longer than to Morrow. 

When we are wed, may we agree 
And neither of us angry be, 

But live free from all Sorrow = 
N one be croſs, may the other ſay, 
My Dear, we wont fall out to Day, 

Whate'er we do to Morrow. 
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The God of Wine the Victory 


SONG 1088. hat fall 1 4 ts 


ed, | 
| V inns re tus ts ur Powe 8 


Which in the Garden enamels the Gon. 
Near it the Bees in Play flutter and cluſter 
And gaudy Butterflies frolick around. 


But, when once pluck'd, tis no longer 44 
luring, 
To Covent-Garden *tis ſent, (as yet ſweet) 
There fades, and ſhrinks, and grows paſt all 
enduring, 
=— ſtinks, -and dies, and is trod * 
eet. 


Wo S oN G 1080. N 

Urbraid me not, capricious Fair, 
With drinking to Exceſs ; 

I ſhould not want to drown Ups | 
Were your Indiff rence leſs. 

Love me, my Dear, and you ſhall find, 
When that Excuſe is gone, 

That all my Bliſs, when Chloe's kind, 
Is fix'd on her alone. 


=- 


To Beauty yields with Joy; 
For Bacchus only drinks like. me, 
When Ariadne's coy. = | 
n 


þ 3 
» 


5 5 — 
9 


, SONG. 1090. 


U Pon Clarinda's panting Breaſt 
The happy Strephon lay, 
With Love and Beauty jointly preft 
To paſs the Time away. 


| Freth Raptures of tranſporting Love 


Struck all his Senſes dumb; 

He envy d not the Pow'rs above, 
Nor all the Joys to come. 

As Bees around the Garden rove, 
To fetch their Treafures home, 


Zo Strephon trac'd the Fields of Love, 


To fill her Honey-Comb : 


Her ruby Lips he kiſs d and preſt, 


From whence all Joys derive ; 
Then humming round her ſnowy Breaft, 
Strait crept into her Hive. 


SONG 1091. The Black Bird. 


LJ Pon a fair Morning for ſoft Recreation, 
I _ a fair Lady was making her 
oan, 
With Sighing and Sobing, and ſad Lamen- 
tation, 

* Saying, My Black Bird moſt royal is flown. 
My Thoughts they deceive me, 
Reflection does grieve me, 

Ard I am . 
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vet if Death ſhould blind me, 
As true Love inclines me, Fr 
My Black-Bird I'll ſeek out, wherever he be, 


Quce in tle England my Black-Bird did flou 


He was the chief Flower that in it did fpring; 
Prime 1 Honour his Perſon did nous 
r 
Becauſe he was the true Son of a King 1 
But fince that falſe Fortune, | 
Which ſtill is uncertain, 
Has cauſed this Parting between him and me, 
His Name I'll advance 
In Spain and in France, 
And ſeek out my Black-Bird wherever he be, 


The Birds of the Foreſt all met together, 
hs le has choſen to dwell with the 
V 
And I am ble d in foul or fair Weather, 
Once in the Spring to ſeek out my Love, 
He's all my Heart's Treaſure, 
My Joy and my Pleaſure ; 

And juſtly (my Love) my Heart follows thee, 
Who art conſtant and kind, 
And courageous of Mind : 

All Bliſs on my Black-Bird wherever he be! 


In 1 
Where wig ſill noble, and generous 0 


» 


The 


Fr thither, 
be, Alas | he was fore'd ſoon thence to depart, 
ou. In Scotland he's deem d 

And highly eſteem'd; 


u England he ſeemeth a Stranger to be; 
Yet his Fame ſhall remain i 
In France and in Spain ; 

All Bliſs to my Black-Bird, wherever he be! 


ſhat if the Fowler my Black-Bird has taken, 
Then Sighing and Sobbing will be all my 
Tu 


ne; 
Jit if he is Cafe, I'll not be forſaken, 
And hope yet to ſee him in May or in June. 
For him thro' the Fire, 
Thro' Mud, and thro' Mire, 
Plgo; for I love him to ſuch a Degree, 
Who is conſtant and kind, 
And noble of Mind, | 
eerving all Bleſſings wherever he be. 


| is not the Ocean can fright me with Danger, 
Nor tho? like a Pilgrim I wander forlorn ; 

| may meet with Friendſhip of one is a 

Stranger, 

More than of one that in Britain is born. 

I pray Heaven fo ſpacious, 

*y- Britain be gracious, 

Tho” ſome there be odious to both him and 

me, 


Nun 2 


AVIARY. 
4h! woe to the Time that firſt he went 
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Yet Joy and Renown, 7 
And Lawrels ſhall crown 
My Black-Bird with Honour wherever he be, 


To Windſor's ſhady, kind Retreat, 

Where ſylvan Scenes, wide-f Trees, 
Repel the raging Bog - ſtar s Heat : 

Where tufted Graſs, and moſſy Beds, 
Afford a rural calm Repoſe 3 

Where Woodbines hang their dewy Heads, 
And fragrant Sweets around diſcloſe, 


Old oozy Thames that flows faſt by, 
Along the ſmiling Valley plays ; 
His glaſſy Surface chears the Eye, 
And thro' the flow'ry Meadow ftrays, 
His fertile Banks, with H green, 
His Vales with ſmiling Plenty ſwell ; 
Where'er his purer Stream is ſeen, 
The Gods of Health and Pleaſurs dwell. 
Let me thy clear, thy yielding Wave 
With naked Arm once more divide; 


In thee my glowing Boſom lave, 


And ſtem thy gently-rolling Tide. 
Lay me with Damaſk Roſes crown 

Beneath ſome Ofier's duſky Shade; 
Where Water Lilies paint the Ground, 

And bubling Springs refreſh the Glade, 


548 The 
Let chaſte Clarinda too be there, 
With azure Mantle lightly dreſt; 
Fe Nymphs, bind up her filken Hair, 
Ye Zephyrs, fan her panting Breaſt, 
0 haſte away, fair Maid, and bring 
The Muſe, the kindly Friend to Love 3. 


To thee alone the Muſe ſhall ſing, 
And warble thro" .he vocal Grove, 


pd 
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W Anton Cupid, ceaſe to hover 
' Thus around the ſmiling Fair ; 
You exclude a faithful Lover 
With your too officious Care. 
Whiſp' ring Breezes, haſte, begone 
To ſome remoter ſilent Grove, 
And leave Alexis here alone 
To tell a thouſand Pales of Love. 
How - I'm charm'd with ev'ry Feature, 
That adorns her lovely Face ! 
How ſhe's ev*ry Thing that Nature 
Can e' er give with ev*ry Grace. 
If ſhe liſtens to my Story, 
And for me hath equal Love; 
TI not envy human Glory, 
But be bleſt as thoſe above. 


SONG 1094. 


Arn'd, and made wiſe by others Flame, And make me more than ATED 


I fted from whenge ſuch Miſchiefs came; 


AVIARY. 
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W 


| W AS it a Dream, or did I hear 


Shunning the Sex that kills at Sight, 
I ſought my Safety in my Flight. 
But ah in vain from Fate we fly, 
For firſt, or laſt, as all muſt die ; 
So *tis as much decreed above, 
That firſt, or laſt, we all muſt love, * 


My Heart which ſtood ſo long the Shock 
Of. Winds and Waves, like ſome firm Rock 
By one bright Spark from Myra thrown, 
Is into Flame, like Powder, blown. 


| SONG 


1095. 
AS ever Nymph like Roſamond, 
So fair, ſo faithful, and ſo fond ? 
Adorn'd with ev'ry Charm and Grace ; ; 
.\ Pmall Defire, 

My Heart's on Fire, 
And leaps and ſprings to her as > 


SONG 1096. 


| The Goddeſs, at whoſe Feet I lie, 
With moſt tranſporting Words declare, 

She would not have her Lover die? 
If a kind Thought my Life to fave, 

Can gain Admittance to your 
Improve it for your faithful Slave, 


SS - UW 


/ 
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tou cannot think, nor can I ſpeak, Thus in State I lead the Van, 7 


What” Agonies in Doubt ariſe Fall in your Place by your right-band Mang 
als you mean my Heart to break, Beat Drum ! now March“ Dub-a- dub, tag 
Show ine more Favour in your Eyes. dan, | | 
Under Suſpence I cannot live, - He's a Whig that will not follow wp. 9 
In Pity let me know my Fate: ; "oi 
Love for Love you will not give, 8 O NG 1098. n 
Be kind, and kill me with your Hate. W E all to conquꝰ ring Beauty bow. 
Its pleaſing Pow'r admireñ 
SON G 1097. But I ne'er knew a Face till now.. 
Walch breeds Care, Love, Hope and Fear; That like yours, cou infpire. 9220 
What makes Love our Buſineſs here? Now I may fay, I met wün one . * 
While Bacchus merry does appear, Amazes all Mankind? n 
, Fight on and fear no Sinking; And, like Men gazing on the Sun. 
|? WH Charge it briſkly to the Brim, With too much Lili am blind. 
; Till the flying Top-fails ſwim, Soft as the tender moving Sighs,* * ©» 
We owe the great Diſcovery to him When longing Lovers meet; b 1 N | 
Of this new World of Drinking. Like the divining Prophets wiſe, 
Crave Cabals that States refine And like blown, Roſes fweet x m 
Mingle their Debates with Wine; Modeſt, yet Gay; Reterv'd, = Fres 1 
Ceres and tie God o'th* Vine Tach happy Night a Bride ' 
Make every great Commander. A Mien like awful Majeſty, + ; 
Let ſober Sots Small- beer ſubdue, , And yet no Spark of Pride. 
The Wiſe and Valiant Wine does woe; The Patriarch to gain a Wife, 
The Stagyrite had the Honour to Chaſte, beautiful and younn n: 
Be drunk with Alexander. . Serv*d fourteen. Years a painful * | 
Stand to your Arms, and now advance And never thought em Jong. by 
A Health to the Englith King of France; Ah! were youto reward ſuch 
On to the next a bon Eſperance, And Life ſo long could flayz ke 


By Bacchus and Apollo, Na 3 1 


: 2 
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* 


Not fourteen, but four hundred Years 
Would ſeem but as one Day, 


SONG 1099. 


E 
W To * but merry Place, 
Where no Bailiff, Dunn, nor Setter, 
Dare to ſhew his frightful Face; 
But, kind Sir, as you're a Stranger, 
Down your Garniſh you muſt lay 
Or your Coat will be in Danger, 
Fou maſt either trip or pay. 
Ne'er repine at your Confinement, 
From your Children or your Wife ; 
Wiſdom lies in true Refignment, 
*  Thro' the various Scenes of Life. 
Scorn to ſhew the leaſt Reſentment, 
Tho? beneath the Frowns of Fate; 
Knaves and Beggars find Contentment, 
Feags and Cares attend the Great. 
Tho? our Creditors are ſpiteful, 
And reſtrain our Bodies here, 
Uſe will make a Goal delightful, 
Since there's nothing elſe to fear. 
Ev'ry Ifland*s but a Priſon, 
raed guarded by the Sea ; 
Kings and Princes, for that Reaſon, 
Pris' ners are as well as we. 
What was it made Alexander 


Weep at his unfriendly Fate ? 


lcome, welcome, Brother Debtor, 


Wu drink, and we'll never have done, 
Put the Glaſs then around with the Sun, Boys; 


"Twas becauſe he could not wander 
Beyond the World's ſtrong Priſon Gate, 
For the World is alſo bounded, 
By the Heav*ns and Stars above; 
Why ſhould we then be confounded, 
Since there's nothing free but Love ? 


SONG 1n1oo. 
Boys, 


Let Apollo's Example invite us, 

For he's drunk ev*'ry Night, 

That makes him ſo bright, 

That he's able next Morning to light us. 

Drinking's a Chriſtian Diverſion, 

Unknown'to the Turk and the Perſian: 
Let Mahometan Fools 
Live by heatheniſh Rules, 

And dream o'er their Tea-pots and Coffee; 
While the brave Britons ſing, 
And drink Healths to their King, 

And a Fig for the Sultan and Sophy. 


$SONG 1101. 


Ell I agree, ye'r ſure of me; 
Next to my Father gae. 
Make him content to give Conſent, 
He'll hardly ſay you nay : 


te, 


for you have what he wad be at, 
And will commend you well, 
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Since Parents auld think Love grows cauld, 


Where Bairns want Milk and Meal. 

Shou'd he deny, I care na by, 
He'd contradi@ in vain. | 

Tho' a' my Kin had ſaid and ſworn, 
But thee I will have nane, 

Then never range, or learn to change, 
Like thoſe in high Degree: 

And if you prove faithful in Love, 
You'll find nae Fault in me. 
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W Fep all ye Nymphs, your Floods unbind, 


For Strephon's now no more; 
Your Treſſes ſpread before the Wind, 
And leave the hated Shore: 
zee, ſee, upon the craggy Rocks 
Each Goddeſs ſtript appears; 


They beat their Breaſts, 1 


And ſwell the Sea with Tears. 


The God of Love, that fatal Hour, 
When this your Vouth was born, 

Had ſworn by Styx to ſhew his Po- r, 
He'd kill a Man e' er Morn ; 

For Strephon's Breaſt he aim'd his Dart, 
And watch'd him as he came; 

He cry*d, and ſhot him thro' the Heart, 
Thy Blood ſhall quench my Flame, 


* 


N 
On Stella's Lap he laid his Head, - 
And looking in her Eyes z' - * 
 Hecry'd, — wh rm wad, 
That I deſerv'd the Prize: 
Then down his Tears like Nies un; 
He figh'd, You love, tis true s KEE Is 
You love perhaps a better Man. 
But ah ! he loves not . E 
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Wine 


And in my Arms embrac'd my Laſs, | 
Warm amidft eternal Froft, . 
Too ſoon the half Year's Nicht would Lo 


Were I ſold on Indian Soil, 
Soon as the burning Day was clos'd, 
I would mock the ſultry Toil, = 
When on my Charmer's Breaſt repos'd.y | 
1 would love you all the Day, 
Ev'ry Night we'd kiſs and play, 5 
If with me you'd fondly ſtray | L 
Over the Hills and far away. TT” 


SONG 11044. 
Wie I to chuſs the greateſt Bliſs , 
That e'er in Love was known, ev 
Twould be the higheſt of my Wiſh, 
T*enjoy her Heart alone! 
Kings might paſſes thi Kingdom . 
And Crawns unenwy d Wear, 


— 


rr 
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Hear Cynthia, hear, the gentle Air 
But whiſper out my Love, 


My Sorrow you'll remove. 


Cynthia, Oh! let us happy be, 9 


Unite our Hearts in Love, 
I'd change not fuch Felicity 
For all the Joys above. 


80 NGC. no. 
| ng b. * 2425 "JENNY. | | 
Ere I aſſur d you'd conſtant prove, 
| Mou ſhould nae mair complain; 
The eaſy Maid beſet with Love, © | 
Few Words will quickly gain; 
For I muſt on, now fince you're free, 
This too fond Heart of mine = 
Has lang, a Back-ſole true to thee, 


Wiſh'd to be pair'd with thine. 30 


8 — GER. - 
now, ah ! let my Head 
5 1 Breaſt recline * Oe 
'The Pleaſure ſtrixkeg me near-hand dead; 
Is Jenny then ſae kind? | 
| O let m- briſs thee to my Heart ! 
, And round my Arms entwine: 
Delightful Thought; we'll never part! 
Come preſs thy Mouth to mine. 


* 


1 


* * oe fat 
— T N VIA RYE 
They mould no Riyal have of me 10 80 
Mint I reign Monarch ther. 
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WW HAT. a Racket is here hes 
About Six Men of War! * 
About Honour and Nonſenſe retr.ev'd! 
About Glory and Guns 
Brought away from the Dons, 
And our Factors from Priſon reliev'd ? | 


To attack Porto-Bell, 
Bee ſo good as to tell, | 
Did I your mad Valour importune ? 
To deſert your poor Wife, 
Riſk your Limbs and your Life, 
Zounds! was this for a Man of your Fortunes 
Then the Town left unplunder d, 
And the Dollars all ſquander d, 
What romantick ridiculous Farce! 
You're a Puppy, a Spartan, 
Whom a- wiſe Man would fart on : 
But twas Virtue, you ſay---Kiſs my Ae. 
You ſeek nought but the Good | 
Of your Country---Odsblood ! 
How I laugh at theſe Rhodomontades ” 
There's not one, but-whoſe Price 
I could name in a Trice, : ; af 
Among all theſe fine Patriot, Blades. 
Then again we are told 
| That Trelawney the bold "BA 
Would equip you, if Soldiers he had, 


£ 
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To attempt Carthagene; 
Why, e' en conquer all Spain: 

By the Lord, you are both raving madd 
'Twas mere Malice to me | 
Made you venture to Sea, 

To confound all my Meaſures outright : 
'Twas to prove me a Lyar, 

That you made your damn'd Fire ; 
Anc you ſtorm'd Porto Bell out of Spight. 


How did Spain's Gracious Queen 
Doat on me and Don Keen | 
[ was priz'd by the Cardinal too: 
At Verſailles and th* Eſcurial ! 
They are now in a Fury all: 
And for this I'm beholden to you, 
You have now gain'd your Point, 
My whole Scheme's out of Foint ; 
No Convention Reprieve can obtain : 
And my wiſe Brother H---ce 
Will now paſs for a poor Aſs 
Over England, France, Holland and Spain. 


SONG 1107. 
Hat Cato adviſes 
Moſt certainly wiſe is, 


Not always to labour, but ſometimes to play; 3 


To mingle ſweet Pleaſure 
With Search after Treafure, 
Indulging at Night for the Toils of the Day. 


- 
And while the dull Miſer - * 5 
Eſteems himſelf wiſer, 


His Bags to inereaſe, he his Health will dean; 


Our Souls we enlighten, 
Qur Fancies we brighten, | 
And paſs the long Evenings in Pleaſure away. 


All chearful and hearty, 
We ſet uide Party, 
With ſome tender Fair each bright Bumper is 
crown'd ; 
Thus Bacchus invites us, 
Thus Venus delights us, » | 
While Care in an Ocean of Claret is drown'd, 


Ser here's our Phyſician, 
We know no Ambition, 
For where there's good Wine and good Com- 
pany found, 
Thus happy together, 
In Spight of all Weather, 
"Tis Sunſhine and Summer with us the Year 
round. 


SONG 1:cs. 
VV at's the Spring-breathing Violet Jen 
Roſe, 
What's the Summer, with all his gay Train, 
Or the Plenty of Autumn to thoſe, 
Who have barter'd their Freedom for Gain? 


Tien let Love of our King's legal Right 
To our Love of our Country ſucceed, 


5¹ 
And let and Honour unite, 
And flouriſh on both Sides the Tweed. 


No Sweet neſs the Senſes can chear, 
That Corru and Bribery bind; 


No Brightneſs the Gloom ever clear; 


For Honour's the Sun of the Mind. 
Then let Love, &c. 


Let Virtve diſtinguiſh the Brave, 
Place Riches in lower Degree, 
Think him pooreſt, who dares be a Slave, 
And him richeſt, who dares to be free. 
Then let Love, &c. 


Let us think how our Anceſtors roſe, 
Let us think how our Anceſtors fell ; 
*Tis the Rights they defended ; tis thoſe, 
They bought with their Blood, that we ſell. 
Then let Love, &Cc- 


SONG 1109. 


WII Torment, ye Pow'rs, I ſuſtain? 
How my Boſom is tortur d with Care? 
In Pity relieve my ſoft Pain, 
Or give me more Co to bear; 
Let me ſwim in an Ocean of Bliſs, 
Or fink in a Torrent of Grief : 
An Heaven of Delight they poſſeſs, 
Who from Hell of Deſpair have Relief. 
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8 ONG 1110. | 
Hat Woman cou'd do, I bars. ws td 
0 be free 3 
Yet do what I can, 
I find I love him, and tho' he flies — 
Still, ſtill he's the Man. 
They tell me, at once, he to twenty will ſwear; 
When Vows are ſo ſweet, who the Falſhood 
can fear? 
So, wherf you have ſaid all you can, 
Still, ——ſtill he's the Man. 


I caught him once making Love to a Maid, 
When to him 1 ' ow 

He turn'd, and he kiſs'd me; then who cou'd 
3 vpbraid | | 
So. civil a Man? 

The next Day I found to a third he was kind, 

I rated him ſoundly, he ſwore I was blind; 
So let me do what I can, 
Still;----till he's the Man. 


All the World bids me beware of his Art; 
I do what I can; 

But he has taken ſuch hold of my Heart, 
I doubt he's the Man! 

So ſweet are his Kiſſes, his Looks are ſo kind, 

He may have his Faults, but if none I can find, 
. 1 


ind, 


The 


8 ON G 1111, 


Hat tho” they call me Country Las, 
I read it plainly in my Glaſs, . 
That for a Ducheſs I might paſs, 
Oh! could I ſee the Day 
Would Fortune but attend my Call, 
At Park, at Play, at Ring, at Ball, 
I'd brave the proudeſt of them all, 
With a Stand by Clear the Way! 


Surrounded by a Crowd of Beaus, 
With ſmart Toupees, and powder*'d CT 
At Rivals I'll turn up my Noſe, 
Oh ! cou'd I-fee the Day 
Til dart ſuch Olances from theſe Eyes, 
Shall make ſome Nobleman my Prize, 
And then, Oh ! how I'll tyrannize 
With a Stand by- Clear the Way! 


O then for Grandeur and Delight, 
For Equipage and Di'monds bright, 
And Flambeaus that outſhine- the Light; 

Oh! could 1 fee the Day! 
Thus ever eaſy, ever gay, 
Qudrille ſhall wear the Night away, 
And Pleaſure crown the growing Day 

With a Stand by !----Clear the Way 


SONG. 1112. 
VV Hake 1 ee Rn OR Bins 
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Joys. | 
I with my Love could be always improving, 
deſtroys. 


335 
How many Millions of Sighs can ſuffice? 
That which wins other Hearts can never move | 


her ; 
Thoſe common Methods of Love en . 
P 
I will love more than e'er lov'd before me, 
Gaze on her all the Day, melt all the Night ; 
Till _ _ own ſake, at laft ſhe'll implors 


To love her lefs, to preſerve our Delight. 
Since Gods themſelves cannot ever be loving, 
Men muſt have breathing Recruits for new 


Tho eager Love more than Sorrow 


In fair Aurelia's Arms leave me expiring, 
To beembalm'g by the Sweets of herBreath z 

To the laſt Moment P11 ſtill be defiring z 
Never had Heroe ſo glorious a Death, 


SONG 1113, 


\ Hat art thou, Love! whence are thoſs 
Charms ! 

That thus thou bear'ſt an univerſal Rule? 

For thee the Soldier quits his Arms, 

The King turns Slave, the wiſe Man Fool, 


In vain we chaſe thee from the Field, 
And with cool Thoughts ret thy Yoke 3 


: 


* * CT »-Y 


6 
Next Tide of Blood, alas! we yield, 
And all thoſe high Reſolves are broke. 
In vain our Nature we accuſe, 10. 
And doat becauſe ſhe ſays we muſt: 


This for a Brute were an Excuſe, 
' Whoſe very Soul and Life is Luſt, 


To get our Likeneſs, what is that ? 
Our Likeneſs is but Miſery : 
Why ſhould I toil to propagate 
Another Thing as vile as I ? 
From Hands divine our Spirit came, 
. And God that made us did inſpire 
Something more noble in our Frame, 
Above the Dregs of earthly Fire. 


SONG 1114. 


Hat care I for Affairs of State? 
Or wha is rich, or who is great? 
How far abroad th' Ambitious roam, 
To bring or Gold or Silver Home ? 
What is't to me, if France or Spain 
Conſent to Peace, or War maintain ? 


Epay my Taxes, Peace or War, 

And wiſh all well at Gibraltar; 

But mind a Cardinal no more 

Than any other ſcarlet Whore : 

Grant me, ye Pow'rs but Health and Reſt, 
And let who will the World conteſt. 


Near ſome ſmooth Stream, oh, let me keep 
My Liberty and feed my Sheep ; 


The AVIARY. 


A Garden, with a Range of Bees; 


A ſhady Walk well lin'd with Trees, 


An Orchard which good Apples bears, 
Where Spring along green Mantle wears, 
Where Winters never are ſevere ; 


Good Barley-Land to make good Beer; 


With Entertainment for a Friend, | 


To ſpend in Peace my latter End, 


In honeſt Eaſe and home-ſpun Grey; 
And let the Evening crown the Day. 


SONG 1115. 


7 Hat a\Pother of late 
Have they kept in the State, 


About ſetting our Conſciences free ? 


A Bottle 
Diſpenſati 


s more 
s in Store 


Than the King and the State can decree, 


When my Head's full of Wine, 
I o'erflow- with Deſign, . 


And know no penal Laws that can curb me; 


Whateꝰer I adviſe 

Seems good in my Eyes, 
And Religion ne er dares to diſturb me, 
No ſaucy Remorſe 

Intrudes in my Courſe, 


Nor impertinent Notions of Evil; 


So there's Claret in Store, ; 
In Peace I've-my Whore, * 
And in Peace I jog on to the Devil. 


i 
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8 ON G 1106. Sally, &c. 
Hat tho* I am a Country Laſs, 
I lofty Mind I bear-a, 
And think myſelf as good as thoſe 
Who gay Apparel wear-a. | 
What tho* my Clothes are home-ſpun Grey, 
My Skin it is as ſoft-a, 
As thoſe that in their Cypreſs Veils 
Carry their Heads aloft-a. 


What tho' I keep my Father's Sheep, 
It is what muſt be done-a : 

A Garland of the ſweeteſt Flow'rs 
Shall ſhade me from the Sun-a. 


And when I ſee they feeding be, 
Where Graſs and Flow'rs do * 
Beſide a purling Cryſtal Stream 
I'll ſet me down and ſing-a. 
My Leathern-Bottle, ſtuſt with Sage, 
Is Drink that's very thin-a : | 
No Wine did e'er my Brains engage, 
Or tempt me for to ſin-a. 
My Country Curds, and wooden Spoon, 
. Methinks are very fine-a: | 
When on a' ſhady Bank at Noon, 
I ſet me-down and dine- a. 


What tho' my Portion won't allow 
Of Bags of ſhining Gold-a '- 


— 


Forgive the Youth who boldly ſtorms. 


We love to how far Men , 
He ET 


A Farmer's Daughter now a-days, 
Like Swine is bought and ſold-a. , 


My Body's fair, I'll keep it ſound, 


And an honeſt Mind within-a ; 

But for an, hundred thouſand Pound 
I value't not a pin-a. : | 

No Jewels wear I in my Ears, . 
Or Pearls about my Neck-a; 


No coſtly Rings do I e' er uſe, 


My Fingers for to deck-a. 
But for the Man who e' er he be, 
Whom I ſhall chance to wed a ; 
T'll keep a Jewel worth them all, 
I mean my Maiden-head-a. 


SONG 117. 
Hat ! put off with one Denial ? 
And not make a ſecond Trial 1 
You might ſee my Eyes conſenting, - 
All about me was relenting + 
Women, oblig*'d to dwell in Forms, 


Lovers, when you figh and languiſh, 
When you tell us of your Anguiſh ; 

To the Nymph you'll be more leafing, 
When thoſe Sorrows'you are caſing 2 


l - 


And never wiſh the Foe 


© 
. 
p 
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ww Hat Beauties does Flora diſcloſe ? 
How ſweet are her Smiles upon 

Yet Mary's, till fweeter than thoſe, 

Both Nature and Fancy exceed. 

Nor Daifie, nor ſweet bluſhing Roſe, - 
Nor all the gay Flow'rs of the Field, 

Nor Tweed gliding gently thro* thoſe, 
Such Beauty and Pleaſure does yield. 


The Warblers are heard in the Grove, 
The Linnet, the Lark, and the Thruſh, 
The Black-bird, and ſweet cooing Dove, 
With Muſick enchant ev'ry Buſh, 
Come, let us go forth to the Mead, 
Let us fee how the Primroſes ſpring ; 
"We'll lodge in ſome Village on Tweed, 
And love where the feather'd Folks fing. 
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Say, Charmer, where do thy Flocks ſtray ? 
h ! tell me at Noon where they feed ; 
Shall I ſeek them at ſweet-winding Tay, 

Or the pleaſanter Banks of the Tweed. 


SONG nn. 
AJ Hat's the Worth of Health or Living, 
If we ſtint ourſelves of Bliſs ? 
Grief is but a ſelf-deceiving, 


Chuſing may-be for what is. 

Dos'd all Night, and daily weeping, 
Zealots think to Heav*n to climb ; 
Thus with Canting and with Sleeping, 
The poor Sots loſe all their Time. 


Give me Love, and give me Wine too, 


For Life's Care to make Amends ; 
Wit and P divine too, 

And a chatming Female Friend : 
In a moral honeſt Station, 

To apo in Peace I'll go; 
Let the Bug Predeſtination 
Fright the Fools no better know. 


 $ONG 1120. 
Wy Boe Mani ne Wis had not. rather 


poor, 
Than for Lucre his Freedom to give ? 


Ever buſy the Means of his Life to ſecure, 


And ſo ever neglecting to live, 
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luvironꝰd from Morning to Night in a Croud, 
Not a Moment unbent, or alone; | 
Conſtrain'd to be the, tho* never ſo proud, 
And at ev'ry one's Call but his own. 
Still —_— and longing for Quiet each 
our 
vet ſtudiouſly Aying it Rill ; 
With the Means of enjoying his Wiſh in his 
Power | 
But accurſt with his wanting the Will. 
For a Year muſt be paſt, or a Day muſt be 


come 
Before he has Leiſure to ret: 
He muſt add to his Store this or that pretty 
Sum "8 
And then he'll have Time to be bleſt. 
But his Gains more bewitching the more they 
increaſe, | 
Only ſwell the Defire of his Eye: | 
Such a Wretch let mine Enemy live, if he 
pleaſe, . | | 
But let not mine Enemy die. 


SONG 1121. 
W Hat, tho“ I am a London Dame, 
And lofty Looks I bear- a? 
carry ſure as good a Name, 
As thoſe who Ruffet wear-a. 
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What, tho* my Cloaths are rich Brocades, 
My Skin it is more white-a, 
Than any of the Maids, 
That in the Fields delight-a. 
What, tho* I to Aſſemblies go, 
And at the ſhine-a ? 
It is a Thing all Girls muſt do, 

That will be Ladies fine-a. | 
And while I hear Fauflina fing x 
— — King and 2, | 

Y Eyes are upon the Wi 

To fre if Iam Bam. 
My Pekoe and Imperial Tea, 

Are brought me in the Morn-a ; 

At Noon, and rich T ow” 

My Tables do adorn-a, 

The Ev*ning then does me invite 

To play at dear Quadrille-2 ; 
And ſure in this there's more Delight 

Then in a purling Rill-a. 

Then fince my Fortune does allow, 

I'll live juſt as I pleaſe-a; 

I'll never milk my Father's Cow, 
Nor preſs his coming Cheeſe-a ; -- 
But take my Swing both Night and Day, 
I'm ſure it is no Sin-a ;; 
And as for what the Grave - ones ſay, 

I. value not a Pin-. 


222 
——- 
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SONG. 1122. 


VV Hat beauteous Scenes enchant my Sight 
How cloſely yonder Vine 
Does round that Elm's ſupporting Height, 
Her wanton Ringlets twine 
That Elm, no more a barren Shade, 
But with her Cluſters crown'd ; 

Or that fair Vine without his Aid, 
_ Had crept along the Ground. 

Let this, my fair One, move thy Heart, 
Connubial Joys to prove 
Yet mark what Age and Care impart, 
Nor thoughtleſs ruth on Love : 
Know thy own Bliſs and Joy to hear, 
Vertumnus loves thy Charms; 
The youthful God who rules the Year, 
Shall keep thy Groves from harm. 

While ſome with ſhort-liv'd Paſſion glow, 
His Love remains the ſame, 

On him alone thy Heart beſtow, 
And crown bis conftant Flame ; 
So ſhail no Froſt's untimely Power, 
'Deform the blooming Springs 
So ſhall thy Trees, from Blaſts ſecure, 
Their wanton Tributes bring. 


SONG. 1123. 


« YH: Creature's that with his ſhort Hairs, 
His little Band, and huge long Ears, 
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That this new Faith hath founded ? 
The Saints themſelves were never ſuch, 
The Prelates ne'er rul'd half ſo much. 

O ſuch a Rogue's a Round-head. 


What's he that doth the Biſhops hate, | 


And counts their Calling Reprobate, 
*Cauſe by the Pope propounded ; 
And think a zealous — 4 — | 
Than Uſher learn'd in ev 'ry Letter? 

O ſuch, c. 


What's he that doth High-Treaſon ay, | 


As often as hisYea and Nay, 

And wiſh the King confounded ; 
And dares maintain that Mr, Pim 
Is fitter for the Crown than him ? 

0 ſuch, &C. 


What's he; that if he chance to hear 

A little Piece of Common-Prayer, 
Doth think his Conſcience wounded ; 

Will go five Miles to preach and pray, 

And meet a Siſter by the Way ? 
Oman e. 


What's he that met a holy Siſter, 


And in a  Hay-cock gently kiſs d her * 
© then his Zeal abounded ; 
Twas underneath a ſhady Willow, 
Her Bible ſerv'd her for a Pillow, 
And there he got a Rouna-had, 
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| By a negligent Rage " Maxim 
SONG 1124. 7 _ der Og. * 
Hat's Beauty? Bright Favonia, tell: She dropt her Eye and broke it. 
The Miſtreſs of it knows it well, 
1 — Colour, tis 44 . SONG 1127. 

y ion, nor g ature: ; - wi * 
Good Teeth and Hair, a ſmiling Grace, _ great ny wa OP 
Can't give Perfection to à Face : When in his full Swing of all Pleaſure he 
Not yielding Lips, or wiſhing Eyes: takes ? 

But ſhe'is haridfome who denies. At Noon he gets up for a Whet and to dine, 
8 0 N G | And wings the ſwift Hours with Mirth, Mu- 

| 7; 1125 ſick, and Wine; 7 

Wa. Beauty is, let Strephon tell: Then jogs to the Play-houſe and chats with 
Who oft has try*d it, knows it well. the Maſques, 

Not all the Wonders of -a Face, And thence to the Roſe, where he takes his 
Where Nature triumphs in each Grace; three Flaſks. f 
Not ſnowy Breaſts, thro" which is ſeen There great as a Cæſar he revels when drunk, 
The purple Blood that boils within 5 And ſcours all he meets as he reels, as he 
Not Lips, when Wit with Eaſe beguiles, reels to his Punk, © | | 
Whilſt playſome Cupids dance in Smiles And finds the dear Girl in his Arms when he 
Not Youths, not Shape, not Air, not Eyes; wakes ; 
She only charms me who complies. What Life can compare to the jolly Town- 


4 Rake's, the jolly Town-Rake's.- 
S ©, NG 1126. | He like the Great Turk has his favourite She, 
W Hat a frail Thing is Beauty, ſays Baron But the Town's his Seraglio, and till be hives 
Le Cras | free ; | X 
Perceiving his Miſtreſs had one Eye of Claſs: Sometimes ſhe's a Lady; but as he muſt range, 
And ſcarcely had he ſpoke it, | Black Betty, or Oyſter Moll ſerve fer a Change: 
When the more confus'd, as more angry ſhe As he varies his Sports his whole Life is a Feat, 


grew, O o | 
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He * him that is ſob*reſt is moſt like a 


At Honſes of Flues, breaks Windows and 


Doors, 
Kicks Bullics and Cullies, then lies with their 
Whores: 
Rare Work for the Surgeon and Midwife he 
makes; 
What Life can compare with the jolly 1 
Rake' s? 
Thus in Covent-Garden he makes his —4 
a ig ns, 
no Coffee · Houſe haunts but to ſettle his 
Brains; 
He laughs at dry Mortals, and never does 
think, 


Unleſs tis to get the beſt Wenches and Drink : 


He dwells in a Tavern, and lives ev'ry where, 
And improving w Hour, lives an Age in a 
Year : 
For as Life is ancertain he loves to make 
haſte, 

And thus he lives l , becauſe he lives faſt : 
Then leaps in the Dark, and his Exit he makes ; 
What 1 can compare with the jolly Town - 
| e's? 


SONG 1128. ® 


WH can aſſuage the Pain Man feels, 
| When buſy Cares diſturb his Breaſt ; 
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And modeſt Senſe his Want conceals, 
With thouſand Thoughts that bar his Reft ? 


Can Wine one gloomy Thought remove ? 


Can Titles, Wealth, or Mirth give Eaſe? + 


Can Women's Charms, or Thoughts of Love 
Recal his Soul, or Mind to Peace ? 
No, no, they're trifling Pleaſures all, 
The Rich enjoy them but a Day ; 
Within their Breaſt they deign to call, 
Ne'er reſt, but vaniſh ſoen away. 
Content alone can make us fing, 
When wanton Fortune is unkind ; 


That ſets a, Wretch above a King, 


And quiets ev'ry ruffled Mind, 


ON G 1129. 
Hat di Misfortune hath befel 
Each quiv'ring Beau and tuneful Belle? 

Soft Farinelli's killing Note, 
For Spain has caught him by the Throat, 
Far, far away he's forc'd to ſtay, 

Killing, thrilling, 

Thrilling, killing » 


? Ruin'd, loſt, and quite undone, 


Charming F arinelli's gone. 


Our Tears had ſcarcely ceas'd to flow., 
That Seneſino needs wou'd go, 

V hen ſtrait a heavier Loſs we know, 
Dear Farinelli's kidnapt too. 


i .Y(YU : << ww ww 


Farinelli, Senefino, 
Senefino, Farinelli, 
Ruin'd, loft, and quite undone, 
Both the Warblers, both axe flown. 
0 cruel Spain ! will nought ſuffice, 
Will nought redeem the lovely Prize ? 
Take all our Ships, take all our Men, 
$ we enjoy but him again. 
0 ſend him ſtraight; our Nobles wait! 
0 ſend him quick, we all are fick! 
duin'd! Lords and Commons all, 
from St James's to Guildhall, 


$ON G : 4 
WHat Rapture does Soul, 
When Muſic has the Ear? 
le; WH! can the Flames of Love controul ; 
Then who need Cupid fear ? 
And let the Deity of Wine, 
His utmoſt Art employ, 
Apollo is the God divine, 
That gives ys trueſt Joy. 
Orpheus tun'd his Lyre ſo well, 
The Harmony was ſuch, 
That all the furious F zends of Hell, 
Him had no Power to touch : 
doch heav*nly Notes, and melting Strains, 
From ev'ry String did flow, 
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They eas'd the great tormenting Paitis 
Of tortur*d Souls below. 
If of this tranſitory Ball, 
There is a Form of Bliſs; 
Or What we Ha _—_—_ may call, 
In Mufic's Charms it is: 
Tt fills our Souls with Ecſtaſy, 
While our glad Thoughts do rove 
To the celeſtial Seats on high, , 
The Place of Joy and Love. 


SONG 1131, 

W Hat means this Niceneſs now of late, 
Since Time that Truth does prove? 
Such Diftance may confiſt with Stato, 

But never will with Love. 
T either Cunning or Diſdain 

That does ſuch Ways allow ; 
The firſt is baſe, the laſt is vain ; 

May neither happen you, 


For if it be to draw me on 
You over. act your Part: 

And if it be to have me gone, 
You need not half that Art: 

For if you chance a Look to caſt, 
That ſcems to be a Frown, 

I'll give you all the Love that's paſt, 
Ihe reſt ſhall be my own, 


O O 2 
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| SONG 11732. 
Hat Numbers ſhall the Muſe repeat ? 
What Verſe be found to praiſe my 
| ' Annie? | 
On her ten thouſand Graces wait, 
Each Swain admires, and owns ſhe's bonny. 
Since firſt ſhe trod the happy Plain, V 
She ſet each youthful Heart on Fire : 
Each Nymph does to her Swain complain, 
That Annie kindles new Defire. 
This lovely darling deareſt Care, 
This new Delight, this charming Annie, 
Like Summer's Dawn, ſhe's freſh and fair, 
When Flora's fragrant Breezes fag ye. 
All Day the am*rous Youths conveen, 
oyous they ſport and play before her ; 
Night, when ſhe no more is ſeen, 
In bliſsſul Dreams they ſtill adore her. 
Among the Crowd Amyntor came, 
Fe look'd, he Jov'd, he bow'd to Annie; 
His rifing Sighs expreſs* his Flame : 
His Words were few, his Wiſhes many. 
With Smiles the lovely Maid reply'd, 
Kind Shepherd, why ſhould I deceive ye ? 
Alas! your Love muſt be deny'd, | 
This deſtin'd Breaſt can ne er relieve ye. 


Young Damon came with Cupid's Art, 
His Wiles, his Smits, his Charms beguiling, 


A. 
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He ſtole away my Virgin Heart; 
Ceaſe, poor Amyntor, ceaſe bewailing, 
Some brighter Beauty you may find, 
On yonder Midi the N'yrophe are many: 
Then chuſe ſome Mart that's unconfin'd, 
And leave to Damon his own Annie. 


SONG 1133. In Love anda Bitth, 
W Hen Cupid from his Mother fle 
| He N his Shape, 
Thus made his Eſcape, 

His Mother thought him dead. 

Some did him a Kindneſs, 

And cur'd him of Blin 
And thus difguis'd like me, 
The little God could fee. 


He enters into Hearts of Men, 


And there does ſpy ; 
(Juſt ſo do I) 
That Falſhood lurks within ; 
That Sighing and Dying 0 
Is Swearing and Lying; 
All this, diſguis'd like me, gt 
The little God could ſee. b 
| 
SONG 1134. 
W Hen the Kine had giv'n a Pail full, by 
And the Sheep came bleating home; - 


Doll, who knew it would be healthful, © 
Went a walking with young Tom: 


ne; 


Hand in Hand, Sir, 
O'er the Land, Sir, 
As they walked to and fro z 
Tom made jolly Love to Dolly 'Y 
But was anſwer*d, No, no, no, no, &. 
Fair, ſays Tom, the Time is fitting, 
We ſhall never get the like; 
You can never get from Knitting, 
Whilſt 'm digging in the Dike : 
Now we're gone too, 
And alone too, 
No one by to ſee or know ; 
Come, come, Dolly, prithee ſhall 1? 
Still ſhe anſwer' d, No, no, no, no, &c. 


Fie upon you Men, quoth Dolly, 
In waat Snares you'd make us fall ; 
You'll get nothing but the Folly, 
But I ſhall get the Devil and all: 
Tom with Sobs, 
And ſome dry Bobs, 
Cry'd, you're a Fool to argue ſo | 
Come, come, Dolly, ſhall I ? I? 
Still ſhe anſwer*d, No, no, no, no, &c. 
To the Tavern then he took her, 
Wine to Love's a Friend confeft ; 
By the Hand he often ſhook her, 


And drank Brimmers to the beſt, &. 
= warm, 
ught no Harm 3 
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Till after a briſe Pint of two, 
To what he ſaid, the filly Mald 


Could hardly bring out, No, no, no, ad, at. 


She ſwore he was the prettieſt Fellow 
In the Country or the Town, 
And began to grow ſo mellow, 
On the Couch he laid her down ; ' 
Tom came to her, 
For to woe her, 


Thinking this the Time to try: 
* paſt ſo Kind at laſt, 


Her No was chang'd®o I, 1, I, 1. de. 


Cloſely then they join'd their Faces, 
Lovers you know what I mean; 
Nor could ſhe hinder his Embraces, 
Love was now too far got in 
Both now lying, 
Panting, dying, 
Calms ſucceed the ſtormy Joy; 
Tom would fain renew t 
And ſhe conſents with I, I, I, 1, Ke. 


SG NG 1135. 


Wr and the Vo- 


lets blow, 


When the Birds ſing 'us Love-fongs on evety 


Bough ; 


When Cowſlips, and Daifes, and Baan. 
ſpread, 


853 
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'Apd adorn and perfume the green flow'ry If you the Stubborn wou'd defeat, 
When, without 2 


Let drop a Golden Show'r. 
fat Oxen do low, This Method try*d enamour'd Jove, 


The Lads and the Laſſes a Sheep-ſheering go; Before he could obtain 
The cleanly Milk-pail The cold, regardleſs Danae's Love, 

| Is fill'd with brown Ale, . Or conquer her Diſdain. 

Our Table, our Table's the Graſs; By Cupid's Self I ha g been told, 
Where we kiſs and we fing, lle never wounds a Heart 
And we dance in a Ring, So deep, as when he tips with Gold 

And ev'ry Lad, ev'ry Lad has his Lafs. '. The fatal piercing Dart. 

The Shepherd he ſheers his jolly Fleece, 

How much richer than that which they ſay SONG 1137. 
- was in Greece wW Hen Chloe fair begins her Song, 
"Tis our Cloth and our Food, In Raptures motionleſs I gaze ; 
And our politick Blood. Thus cou'd I ſtand, thus all Day long 

»Tis 2 Seat, tis the Seat, which our Nobles Loſt in a giddy, ſweet Amaze. 

do fit on ; x : So when th' inchanting Syrens fing, 
"Tis a Mine above Ground, | Th' allured — is wreck d: 
Where our Treaſuxe is ſound, Thus whirling Gulphs Attention bring, 


*Tis the Gold, tis the Gold and the Silver of And overwhelm what they attract. 


oſe very Sounds, that ſweetly flow, 


8 ON 1 36. That ſoft, that lovely tender Breath, 


Do Pity, Joy, Compaſſion ſhow ; 


When Love and Youth net make And who cou'd e er believe it? Death! 


Way, 


. 


Nor with the Fair avail 3 1 
To bend to Cupid's gentle Sway, SONG 113 ? 


Hen charming Chloe gently walks, - 
„ W., Keef fnites, orgaily talks} . 
Ful tell you, Strephon, a Receipt F No Goddeſs can with her compare, | 
Of a molt ſor reiʒn Pow 'r: | So ſweetther Look, ſo ſoft her Air, 


4 { K 


— — 


In whom ſo many Charms are plac'd, 
Is with a Mind as nobly grac'd d: 
With ſparkling Wit, and ſolid Senſe, 
And ſoft perſuaſive Eloquence. 

In framing her divinely fair, 

Nature employ*d her utmoſt Care, 


That 


we in Chloets Form ſhould find 


A Venus with Minerva's Mind: 


W 


SONG 1139. 


Hen I ſee my Strephon languiſh, 
With Lucinda's Charms oppreſt ; 


When I ſee his Pain and Anguiſh, 
Pity moves my tender Breaſt : 


Sighs 


ſo ſoft, and Tears ſo moving, 


Who can ſee and hold from loving ? 
Sighs ſo ſoft, cc. 
Strephon's plain and humble Nature 
Mov*d me firſt to hear his Tale: 
Strephon's Truth, by ey*ry Creature, 
Is proclaim'd through all the Vale: 


There's not a Nymph that would not chuſe 


Why 


him, | 
ſhould I alone refuſe him? 


There's not 3 &c, 


SONG 1140. Carle and the © 


W 


Kingcome. 


Hen We meet again, Phely, 
When we meet again, Phely ; 


* 
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__.. = 
And Loſs reſult in Gain, Phely. * 
Long the Sport of Fortune driv n, 
To Deſpair our Thoughts were giv*n; 
Our Odds will all be ev'n, Phely; 
When we meet again, Phely, &c. 
Now in dreary diſtant Groves, 
Tho' we moan like Turtle-doves, 
Suffering beſt our Virtue proves, 
And will enhance our Loves, Phely, 
When we meet again, Phely, &c. 
NR Surprize, © 7 
ill its happy Hour ariſe ; 
Temper well your Love-fick Sigha, 
For Hope becomes the Wiſe, Phely. 
When we meet again, Phely, 
When we meet again, Phely, © 
Raptures will reward our Pain, | 


And Loſs reſult in Gain, Phely. 


8 GN G 1141. | My Dady forbad. 


XJ Hen I think on my Lad, 

| 1 ſigh and am fad, _ 

Fox now he is far frae me. 1 
My Dady was harſh, | 

My Minny was warſe, 

That gart him gae yont the Sea, 
| Without an Eſtate, > 
That made him look blate, ; 
| Oo 4 


. 


. 
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And yet a brave Lad is he. Vet then Pl not grieve, 
Gin ſafe he come hame, Or without their Leave 
In ſpite of my Dame, Gi'e my Hand as a Wife to thee : 
He'll ever be welcome to me. —_— with a Heart, 
Love ſpeers nae Advice t can never deſert, 
| Of Parents o'er wiſe, Till they ceaſe to oppoſe, or be. 
That have but ae Bairn like me, My Parents may prove 
That looks upon Caſh, Yet Friends to our Love, 
As naithing but. Traſh, When our firm Reſolves they ſee : 
That ſhackles what ſhould be free, Then _ Pleaſure 
And tho* my dear Lad Will yield up my Treaſure, 
M Nae ane Penny had, And a* that Love orders, to thee. 
Since Qualities better has he; 
Albert I'm an Heireſs, SONG 1142. 


I think it but fair is, 
To love him, fince he loves me. 
Then, my dear Jamie, 
» To thy kind Jeanie, 
Haſte, haſte thee in o'er the Sea, 
To her wha can find 
Nae Eaſe in her Mind, 
Without a blyth Sight of thee. 


Tho* my Daddy forbad, 


And my Minny forbad, 


Forbidden I will not be; 
For ſince thou alone 
My Favour haſt won, 
| Nane elſe ſhall e er get it for me. 


U 


' PF 
T 


But my lov' d Song is then the Broom 


Sing their ſucceſsful Loves; 
Around the Ews and Lambkins feed, 
And Muſick fills the Groves. 


So fair on Cowdon-knows z 
For ſure fo ſweet, ſo ſoft a Bloom 
Elſewhere there never grows. 
There Colin tun'd his oaten Reed, ' 
And won my yielding Heart ; 
No Shepherd e er that dwelt on Tweed 
Could play with half ſuch Art. 


He ſung of Tay, of Forth, and Clyde, 
The Hills and Dales all round, | 


The AVIARY. bh, 569 * 
0f Leader-haughs and Leader - ſide, sy ne if that her Tippony chance to be ſma*, 


Oh! how I bleſs' d the Sound. We'll tak a good Scour 0't, and ca't awa”., 
Yet more delightful is the Broom Todlen hame, todlen hame, 
So fair on Cowdon-knows ; As round as a Neep come todlen hame. 
For ſure ſo freſh, ſo bright a Bloom My Kimmer and I lay down to ſleep, 
Elſewhere there never grows. And twa Bint-ſtoups at our Bed's-feet ; 
Not Teviot Braes ſo green and gay And ay when we waken'd, we drank them 
May with this Broom compare, dry: 8 
Not Yarrow Banks in flowry May, What think ye of my wee Kimmer and I ? 
Nor the Buſh aboon Traquair. Todlen butt, and todlen ben, | 
More pleaſing far are Cowdon-knows, Sac round as my Love comes todlen ams 
My peaceful happy Home, * Leer me on Liquor, my todlen DoW. 
Where I was. wont to milk my Ews Ye're ay ſae good-humour'd when w 
At Even among the Broom. uh your om ; u fight with a Flee 
tha , en r our, ye t with a Flee, 
itt too, addy Plains That tis a blyth Sight to the Bairns and me, 
Convey me to the beſt of Swains, When todlen hame, todlen hame, 
And my lov'd Cowdon-knows, When round as a Neep ye come 


SONG 1143. 
n SONG 1144. Stay, Shepherd, 


Then I get Oredvit in ilka Town; fray, Ce. | 
But ay when I'm poor they bid me gang by; wW Hen Molly ſmiles beneath her Cow, 
O! Poverty parts good Company. I feel my Heart I can't tell how 


Todlen hame, todlen hame, When Molly is on Sunday dreſt, — 
Coudna my Love come tadlen hame · On Sundays I can take no Reſt. 
Fair-fa* the Goodwife, and ſend her good What <p I do on Working-days ? 
Sale I leave y Work on her to gaze 3 


$he gi'es us white Bannocks ty drink her Ale, Oos * 


4 N 
. + AE 
3 N 
8h. dowd 4 * — 1 


5 
What ſhall I ay? At Sermons 1 
Forget the Text, when Molly's by. 
Good Maſter Curate, teach me how 


To mind-your Preaching and my Plough 1 7 


And if for this youll raiſe a Spell, 
A good fat Gooſe ſhall thank you well. 


sor d 4. 


W Hen Phcebus bright the azure Skies 


| With golden Rays enlight*neth, 
4 He makes all Nature's Beauties riſe, 


Herbs, Trecs and Flow'rs he quick'neth : 


4Amongit all thoſe he makes his Choice, 
And with Delights goes thorow, 


With radiant Beams and Silver Streams, : 


_ O'er Leader Haughs and Yarrow. 
When Aries the Day and Night 
In equal Length divideth, 
Auld froſty Saturn takes his Flight, 
Nae langer he abideth : 
Then Flora Queen, with Mantle green, 
Caſts aff her former Sorrow, 
And vows to dwell with Ceres ſell, 
In Leader Havghs and Yarrow, 


in playing on his aiten Reed, 

2 And Shepherds him attending, 
Do here reſort their Flocks to feed 

| The Hills and Haughs commending 3 
With Cur and Kent pon the Bent, 
# Sing to the Sun, good Morrow, 


% 
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The Linthwite loud and Progne proud, 


And ſwear nae Fields mair Pleaſures yield, 
Than Leader Haughs and Yarrow, 


An Houſe there ſtands on Leader ſide, r 
Surmougting my deſcriving, [ 
With Rooms ſac rare, and Windows fair, | 
Like Dedalus* contriving : ; 


Men paſſing by, do often cry, 
In ſooth it hath nae Marrow; 

It ſtands as ſweet on Leader Side, 
As Newark does on Yarrow, 


A Mile below wha liſts to ride, 
They'ill hear the Mavis ſinging ; 

Into St Leonard's Banks ſhe*l] bide, 
Sweet Birks her Head o' er-hinging: 


With tuneful Throats and narrow, 
Into St. Leonard's Banks they fing, 
As ſweetly as in Yarrow. 


The Lapwing lilteth o'er the Lee, 
With nimble Wing ſhe.ſporteth, 

But vows ſhe'll flee far frac the Tree 
Where Philomel reforeth : 

By Break of Day, the Lark can ſay, 
I'll bid you a good Morrow, 

Tl ftreek my Wing, and mounting ſing 
O'er Leader Haughs and Yarrow. 

Park, Wanton-waws, and Woden-cleugh, 
The Eaſt and Weſtern Mainſes 

The Wood of Lauder's fair — "uh 
The Corn are good in Blainſhes, 


( 


Where Aits are fine, and ſaid be kind, 
That if ye ſearch all thorow 

Mearns, Buchan, Mar, nane better are 
Than Leader Haughe and Yarrow. 


In Burn Mill-bog, and Whitſlade Shaws, 
The fearful Hare ſhe haunteth; 

Brig-haugh*and Braidwoodſheil ſhe knaws, 
And Chapel-wood ſrequenteth : 

Ye: waen ſhe irks to Kaidfly Birks, 
She rins, and ſighs for Sorrow, 

That the ſhou'd leave ſweet Leader Haughs, 
And cannot win to Yarrow. ; 


What ſweeter Muſic wad ye hear, 
Than Hounds and Beagles'crying ? 
The ſtarted Hare rins hard with Fear, 
Upon her Speed relying g. 

But yet her Strength, it fails at length, 
Nae beilding can ſhe borrow 

In Sorrel's Fields, Cleckman or Hag 8, 
And ſighs to be in Varrow. 


For Rochwood, Ringwood, Spoty, * 3 
With Sight and Scent purſue her, 2 
Till an! her Pith begins to flag, 
ae Cunning can reſcue her: 
O'er Dub and Dike, o'er Seugh and Syke, 
She'll rin the Fields all thorow, 
'Till fail'd ſhe fa's in Leader Haughs, 
And bids farewel to Yarrow. 
Sing Erſliigton, and Cowden-kttows, 
Where Homes had anes commanding z 


The Bird that flees throw Reedpath Trees, 2 


ut Minſtrel Burn cannot aſſuage 


* 
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And Drygrave with the MillcwhitsEws, —— 


Twixt Tweed and Leader ſtanding: 3 


And Gledſwood Banks ilk'Morrow, + 


May chant and ſing, _—_— um 9 
And bonny Howms N 
*r 


His Grief, while Life endureth, 
To ſee the Changes of this Age, | 
That fleeting Time procureth 3 1 4 
For mony a Place ſtands in hard Caſe, 
Where blyth Fowk hend nae Sorrow, &* : 
With Homes that dwelt on Leader Side, 
And Scots, that dwelt o Marrow. 
SONG 1146. Dying Swan. ** 
W Hen Cynthia ſaw Bathſheba's Charme 4 
In wanton Colours dreſt, * 
Thoſe Lips, thoſe kill ache ie F 
I dare not name "gh! 8 
The bluſhing, envious, angry Maid, 
Obſerv'd with various Paſſions toſt, ES 
To ev'ry vulgar Eye betray d 
The Beauties ſhe alone could boaſt. - a 
A fatal Weapon forth ſhe drew, 
To check the curious PRE Pride, 
To veil thoſe Charms ſhe only xn. 
Thoſe Beauties only ſhe could hide: ** 
0 ** 


. 
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is well, enamour d Damon cry d, Nature reviving, all looks gay, | 
EL“ en let the 128 Copy fall, And welcomes the returning Light! - 
By you the Loſs is well-fſupply'd, Oh would my Charmer make me bleft ! "+ 

In you we find th Original. And yield to eaſe her Lover's Pain, | 


Ve TY My Fears all gone, my Soul at reſt, * 
N. N G 1147. Eterick Banks. Then ems Joy ſhould ever reign 3 
W Hen 1 blooming Charms 1 Each gentle Hour, with freſh Delight, 
5 | 


2 | Wou'd paſs away in mutual Love, 
That ſmiling play oh Annie's Face In Peace we'd ſpend the Day and Night, 
| mw wy * affected Er. | And emulate the Bleſt above | 2 
er e, Mien, and Grace Fs pI 
Heaft and every Pulſe beat fal. : SONG 1148. Lowe inviting Xe-a/on- 
In Hurry Au my Spirits mov'd, W Hen innocent Paſtime our Pleaſure did 
J felt new Motions in my Breaſt, crown, 
The more I gaz'd, the more I lov'e! Upon a green Meadow, or under a Tree; 
But when her Mirth, and lively Senſe Ere Annie became a fine Lady in Town, 
With Pleaſure I attentive heard, How lovely and loving and bony was ſhe? 
Her chearful Wit and ce, Rouze up thy Reaſon, my beautifu* Annie, 
In &very Thought Wd Word appear d Let ne'er a new Whim ding thy Fancy 
Thoſe lovely Beauties der Mind : - @-jee. . 
A noble laſting Joy impart, O Has thou art bony be faithfu* and canny, 
Excite a Paſſion more refin'd, Abd favour thy Jamie wha doats upon thee, 
And doubly captivate my Heart. Does the Death of a Lintwhite give Annie the 
When Annie's Preſence I enjoy, Spleen ? 
Wpleafing Warmth within me glows, Can tyning of Trifles be uneaſy to thee ? 
No cloudy Cares my Bliſs annoy, Can Lap-dogs and Monkies draw Tears fra 
My Soul with Love and Joy o'erflows ? theſe Een, | , 
So when the glorious God of Day = That look with IndifF'rence on ger dying 
'  Vilpels thegloomy of Night, _ me? * 


. 
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Rouſe up thy Reaſon, my beautifu* Annie, 
And dinna prefer a Pat oquet to me; 
0! as thou art bony, be prudent and canny, 


Ab] ſhou'd a new Manteau, or Flanders-lace 
Or yet a wee Cottie, tho* never ſae fine, 
Gar thee grow fogetfu*', and let his Heart 


bleed, 
That anes had ſome Hope of purchaſing 
thine ? 
Rouze up, &c. 
Shall a Paris Edition of new-fangl'd Sawny, 
Tho? gilt o'er wi” and Fringes he be, 
By adoring himſelf, ir'd by fair Annie, 


And aim at theſe Beniſons promis'd tg me? 
Rouze up thy Reaſon, my beautifu* Annie, 
And never prefer a light Dancer to me ; 
O! as thou art bony be conſtant and canny, 
Love only thy Jamie wha doats upon thee, 


O! think, my dear Charmer, on ilka fweet 
Hour, 
That ſlade away ſaftly between thee and 


me; 


kre Squirrels, or Beaus, or Fopp'ry had 


Power 
To rival my Love, and impoſe upon thee. 
Rouze up t iy Reaſon, my beautifu*' Annie, 
And let thy Defires de a center'd in me 


·˖ 533 E 


3 


ARY, 
O! as thou art bonny ® faithfy* fd canny, 
And love him wha's langing to center n 


» © * 4 5 


SON G's 149. 
Hen firſt Procreatiia began, 
Ere Forms interrupted the Þ 8 
h Woman might love any Man 
Each Man any Woman might kifs. © 
The Vouth who beheld a plump Laſs, 
Declar*d'in few Words his Requeſt ; 
Nor whin'd like an amorous Aſs, Fe 
Nor ever departed unbleſt. + 


The Girl, who was ripe for the Game, 
Look'd out for a ſizeable Lad; * 
Then ſrankly diſcover' d her Flame, 
And what ſhe demanded, ſhe had. 
But while they thus revell'd at large, 
And Bantlings incredy'd in their Kind, 
The Mother ſtill bog all the Charge :--- 
The Father what Mortal could find ? 
So when great Semiramis reign'd, 
And Women repin'd at their Lot, 
The Queen Matrimony ordain d. 
That each might maintain what he bor. 
While under this Petticoat Rule, 
The Men were oblig'd to ſubmit: 
The Wife went abroad, and the Fo 
Still own'd all that came to his Na- 


Py 


— | 


P 
| s uy 574 . 8 o 2 | 
The Men on this Sy refin'd : 
They granted the Union for Life; 
Z3ut made (their chaſigS$pouſes to bind) 
The Huſband. i Head of the Wife. 
Tradition eſtabliſh d the Cheat: 


' * (Tradition makes all Things divine!) 
It aꝗ] dull Crowd; but the Great 
P could ever confine ? 


The ſacred Law-givers of yore, 
And all the old Sages of Greece, 

Could ſlyly diſpenſe with a Score; 
XTho? others had but one a-piece. 


was thought for. the Good of Mankind; 


So into the Canons it paſs'd: 

The Mob will for ever be blind; 
And therefore tis likely to laſt, 
Still may the Decrees of the State 

Impoſe on an ignorant Realm: 
Let us our own Charter create, 

And do as they do at the Helm. 
When one has the Beauty to charm, 

And Yother the Manhood to pleaſe, 
In Love can there be any Harm, 


| * Motives like theſe ? 
„ 8 O NG 1150. 


Hen Poets laviſh all their Store, 
=& To paint a Miſtreſs gay; 


” 
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And, while to Beauty Fancy bows, 
Their Souls a Breath purſue, _ 
Me no fuch vain Ambition moves--- 


* 


They prove not how their Souls adore, ; * 


But what their Muſe can ſay. 4 
7 great Object of their Vows,®. 
By Mious Names they woa; A bi 


Ye Bards, enjoy your Fame 
My Heart can ſimply ſay it loves, 
And heave Montelia's Name. 
Montelia's Charms fo far excel, 
They make my Soul their Slave ; 
She's more, at leaſt, than I can tell; 
And all I wiſh to have 


ONG n 51. 

Hen here, Lucinda, firſt we came, 
Where Arno rolls his filver Stream, 
How briſk the Nymphs, the Swains how gay? 

Content inſpir'd each rural Lay, 

The Birds in livelier Concert ſung, 
The Grapes in thicker Cluſters hung; 
All look'd as Joy, could never fail, 
Among the Sweets of Arno's Vale. 


But now, ſince good Palemon dy'd, 
The chief of Shepherds, and the Pride; 
Now Arno's Sons muſt all give Place, 
To Northern Swains, an Iron Race: 
The Taſte of Pleaſure now is oe'r, 
Thy Notes, Lucinda, pleaſe no more; 


6 


be Muſes droop, the Goths prevail, 
jeu! the Sweets of Arno's Vale. 


SONG 1152. 


Wien blen with Belinda, what Blifs did 
abound ? 

| Nature look4d lovely, and ſmiling around; 

he Fields, Trees, and Hedges, look d chear- 
ful and gay, 

d Ilook'd as briſk and as chearſul as they; 

But now ſhe * gone, what a Change do I 

find ! 


: 


kind ; 
ie Fields, Trees, and Hedges, that charm'd 
me befo 
Are hke me fo 
more. 
We often have ſat by the Side of a Spring, 
Where while I pip'd to her, Belinda would 
ſing ; 
ie Woods they would echo the Notes of the 
Fair, 
And the Trees kiſſed each other, becauſe ſhe 
was there ; 
l now is gone, how I paſs the dull 


* 


Ys 
My Pipe I've forſaken, nor know how to 
play: 
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All Nature looks languid, uncouth, and un- 


n, and pleaſe | now 90 | 


Nae Birns: Eriers, or Brecxens, gave rfl” 


To the Woods when I wander and breach: ' 
forth my Pain, 


The Woods all upbraid ge, and blab it WY 


Fly ſwiftly ye Minutes, rum ſaſter ye Hours 
And favour my Wiſhes, ommipotent Powers | / 
Old Time be good humor d, and þ thee | 
away; i 
When oo s return'd, you may. awhols | 
ay. . 


To behold my Belinda, OI bat would © | 4 


give 
To be thus without her, what Torture to live} 
Ye Gods ! if ye e' er took Compaſſion tofave; .. 
Send back my Belinda, or take back her Slave, 


SONG 1153. 
PEGGY. * 
Wa it my dear Laden to jam 


AndIat er PS, © my young Skill, 
To bear the Milk-bowie, ae Pain was to me, 
When I at-the Bughting forgather'd with thee. 
PATIE. 1 
When Corn Riggs wav'd yellow, = 
Heather - beils < 


Bloom'd bonny on Moorlands, and ſweet ri- 
fing Fells, 


to me, 


= 


. 


376 
If I found but the Berries right ripen d for thee, 
PEGGY. 


m 
And came aff the Victor, my Heart was ay fain: 
Thy ika Sport manly gave Pleaſure to me; 
For nane can Put, W „ or Run ſwift as thee. 
: * PATIE. 
Our Jenny ſings ſaſtly the Cowden Broom 


And Rofie liles ſweetly the Milking the Ews; 
There's few [enny Nettles like Nanſy can ſing; 
At Throw the Wood Laddie, Beſs gars our 
Lugs ring: | | 
g dear Peggy ſings with better 
Skill, 
The Boat-mahi, Tweed-fide, or the Laſs 
the Mill, | 
ri mony times ſweeter and pleafing to me; 
For tho' they ſing nicely, they cannot like thee. 
| PEGGY. 
- How eaſy can Laſſes trow what they defire 
And Praiſes ſae kindly encreaſes Love's Fire; 
ive me ſtill this Pleaſure, my Study ſhall be 
To make myſelf better and ſweeter for thee, 


S ON G 1154. Tweed: Side. 


Wen Hope was quite funk in Deſpair, 
W My Heart it was going to break; f 


- 
* 


* 


8 


= ” 


. : 
* 
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My Life appear'd worthleſs my Care, 


Whilſt thou waſt a Shepherd, I pria d 


* Toa 


All 


But now I will ſav's for thy Sake. 
Where'er my Love travels by Dayy N 
Wherever he lodges by Night,” _ 
With me his dear Image ſhall r, 

And my Soul keep him ever in Sight, 
With Patience I'll wait the long Year, 

And ftudy the gentleft Charms ; 
Hope Time away till thou appear, 

To lock thee for ay in thoſe Arms. 


No higher Degree in this Life ; 
But now I'll endeavour to riſe 
Height is becoming thy Wife. 
For Beauty that's only Skin-deep, 
Muſt fade like the Gowans of May 
But inwardly rooted, will keep 
For ever, without a Decay. 
Nor Age, nor the Changes of Life, 
Can' quench the fair Fire of Love, 
If Virtye's ingrain'd in the Wife, 
And the Huſband have Senſe to approve 


'$SONG ts. 


WW Hen thy Beauty appears, | 
In its Graces and Airs, 

ight as an Angel new dropt from the Skyll 1 

At Di I gaze, and am aw'd by ! 


. Fears; 5 
So ſtrangely you dazzle my Eye ! 


. a 


& 
Your kind Thoughts you impart, 
When you Love runs in Bluſhes thro* every 
ein, | | 
When it darts from your Eyes, when it 
pants in your Heart, 
Then I know you're a Woman again. 
There's a Paſſion and Pride 
In our Sex (ſhe reply'd 3) | 
And thus (might I gratify both) I would do: 
Still an Angel appear to each Lover beſide, 
But till be a Woman to you. 


Wen Love is lodg'd within the Heart, 
Poor Virtue to the Outworks flies, 
The Tongue, in Thunder, takes her Part, 
She darts in Lightning from the Eyes. 
From Lips and Eyes with gifted Grace, 
In vain we keep out charming Sin ; 


Tor Love will find ſome weaker Place, 
To let the dear Invader in. | 


SONG 1157. 3 Bell. 


Hen a Lady like me condeſcends to agree 
To let ſuch a Jackanapes taſte her, 
With what Zeal and Care ſhould he worſhip 
Who gre what's Meat for his 
0 gives him---- what's Meat tor 


. 


- 


* 
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* 


His Actions ſhould fill 
Attend on her Will, | 
Sirrah, and take it for Warning, 
To her he ſhould be 
Each Night on his Knee, 
And ſo he ſhould be on each Morning, 


SONG niss. 


SUMMER, 
When Dazies py'd, and Violets blue, 
And Cuckow-buds of yellow Hue, 
And Lady-Smocks all Silver white, 
Do paint the Meadows with Delight ; 
The Cuckow then, on ev'ry Tree, 
Mocks married Men, for thus ſings he; 
Cuckow ! Cuckow I O Wotrt of Fear, 
Unpleaſing to ,a married Ear. 
When Shepherds pipe on Oaten Straws, 
And merry Larks are Plowmens Clocks ; 
When Turtles tread, and Rooks and Davs, 
And Maidens bleach their Summer Smocks: 
The Cuckow then on ev'ry Tree 
Mocks married Men, for thus ſings he; 
Cuckow ! Cuckow ! O Word of Fear, 
Unpleafing to a married Ear. 


WINTER. 
When Iſicles hang by the Wall, 
And Dick the Shepherd blows Is 
Pp * 


Hear, 


* 


LA. 


" 


Nail 


. 19 
And Tom bears Logs into the Hall, At length arriv'd, with pleafing Eyes, 
And Milk comes frozen home in Pail: He views the wiſh'd-for Shore ; 
When Blood is nipt, and Ways be foul, Claſp'd in his Celia's Arms he crics, 
Then nightly fings the ſtaring Owl; My Dear we'll part no more, 
Tu-whit-ty-whoq, Tu-whit-tu-whoo, a mer- * 
ry, merry Note, SONG 1160. 
| While greaſy Joan doth keel the Pot. Wen at my Nymph's devoted Feet, 


- When all aloud the Wind doth blow, 


? 
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. Love bids me all my Woes repeat, 
And Coughing drowns the Parſon's Saw; Love bids me all my Woes repeat; 


With Eaſe to cry Heigh Ho ? 


And Birds fit brooding in the Snow, *  Obedient I the God obey, 
And Marian's Noſe looks red and raw: I figh, I weep, complain, and pray: 
Then roaſted Crabs hiſs in the Bowl, In vain I ſigh, in vain implore, 
And nightly ſings the ſtaring Owl; The teazing Fair ſtill cries Encore, 
Tu-whit-tu-whoo, a merry, merry Note, The teazing Fair ſtill cries Encore. 
White greaſy Joan doth keel the Pot. Oh! Paphian Queen propitious prove, 
N 8 0 N 8 Incline her Heart to me and Love 3 
1159. Then when encircled in her Arm, 
Wen Thirſis leaves his Celia's Arms, Panting L'II rifle all her Charms z Fo 
And fails, -and fails for diſtant Climes ; - May ſhe in melting Sounds implore, | 
In gloomy Grief ſhe veils her Charms, And cry, dear Strephon, Oh! Encore. gi 
And mourning, mourning, ſpends her Time. 2 23 
To Indian Shores her Sighs ſhe ſends, SONG 1161. T 
To fill the flagging Sails; When all our Eyes are drawing Straws, 
And to the Gods her Pray'rs ſhe bends, And every one ſits mute; 1 
ER To give him proſp'rous Gales. Tf an — — = all _ Mouths, 
"Wit Pains oppreſs' igh Ho's t ay to do't. 
. er e ann y Sure if polite Behaviour ſhould 4 
1 The mighty Love that's in his kreaſt With Eaſe and Nature flow; 
PP, 3 . 
$ 7 * Aids Wings to his Return. What can be Nature more than this, 


\ 
+ 


* 
— 
= 
: 
- 


en let us give our Mouths the Way, 
You can't avoid the Plot : 
zping (as Lark with Looking-Glaſs) 
is by its Likeneſs caught. 
he Mouth, we know, is Wiſdom's Shop; 
Then we may juſtly ſay 
Of thoſe, who keep it always ſhut, 
She*s broke and run away. 
dat how engaging tis to gape ! 
Since every one allows, 
hat they muſt entertaining be, 
Whoſe Mouths keep open Houſe : 
Many Diſputes of tHis,---and that, 
In Talking may be found: —-. 
t with one Voice we all agree; 
When once Heigh Ho goes round. 
Tis gaping hinders many a Man 
From ſpeaking Words jp ſpite ; 
For tho he ſhews Hes T&b, they are 
Too far apart to bite. 
'Tis this helps Converſation out, 
And when tis at a ſtand, 
To every Mouth that open is, 
55 'Tis Gaping lends a Hand. | 
Twas nobly with'd, one's Thoughts with 
Eaſe, 
And Readineſs to ſhew : ; 
But what we mean, before we ſpeak, 
B'our Gaping you may Know. 
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When dully wiſe, the Grave diſdain 


| Like them, but-ſway*d by Reaſon's Rule, 6 


5 -  —_— 
But I'd not for Preſerment gape, | 

As many Fools may do: % 
For *tis too much to ſtretch at once 

One's Jaws and Conſcience too. 


But when we are with honeſt Men, 
Fis Gaping gives us Eaſe ; 

For who can keep his Mouth ſhut up, 
In ſuch bad Times as theſe ? | 

Then let us take the Liberty, 
Which no one can deny ; 

And tho* we open all our Mouths, 
Informcrs we'll defy. 


SONG 1162. 


The pleaſing Paſſion Love, 
All Senſe out-grown of Joys and Pain, 
By thoughtleſs Spleen they move: 

Ill Nature fits in Judgment's Place, 
When Love like mine they blame ; 
Who can the glowing Heart but praiſe, 

When Merit makes the Flame ? 


Amaz*d, I view the Weak, 
Who learning Love in Folly's School, 9 - 

Miſtake the Bliſs they fcek ; j | 
Too oft, alas ! the Face that's fair, 

With feign'd good Humour gay, 
Conceals the Soul that's infincere, 

And clouds the pꝛomis d Da. 

Pp 2 


ef 
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- _ To her my Heart its Homage owes, Where Hogarth, pitying Nature, kindly n 
- © - On true Defert intent; Such Lips, ſuch Eyes, as Chloe never &y 
Whoſe Senſe of Nature's Bleſſing goes Ye Gods, ſhe cries, in Extaſy of Heart, | 
No farther than Content : How-near can Nature be expreſs d by Art! 
Such Beauty Time itfelf ſhall fpare, Well, it is wond'rous like !---Nay, let mi 
; Or what that Lofs ſupplies ; dic, 
Virtue ſhalt make her Reaſon's Care, The very pouting Lip---the killing Eye. | F 
And charm the Lover's Eyes. Blunt and ſevere as Manly in the Play, 
Her Face imperfe& Conqueſt made, mag replies-— Like]! Madam, do ya ] 
And could but greatly charm ; ſay 
Her Mind the ſubtile Fire convey' d, The Pierre bears this Likeneſs, it is true, 
With — — — is ＋ 2 3 The Canvaſs painted is, and ſo are you. 
Then guiltleſs, let me ho 
May reach at laſt ſo = SONG 1 165. My Goddeſi Celia, 
To catch the Cauſe from whence it cms heavenly Fair. 
And bleſs a faithful Pair, W Hen Sylvia ſtrikes the trembling Strini 
SONG 1163. She charms with Melody divine; 
: | But if a melting Air ſhe fipgs, 
W tat Jors 4 4 2 — * gain, In Concert all the Muſes join. | 
The Mem'ry of his former Pain The youthful, — little Loves | 
Augments his Happineſs : Around the Beauteous-Charmer fly; | 
T*enjoy the Fair then ſtrait he flies, And ev'ry Way the Virgin moves, 
No Danger can the Youth ſurprize, She makes us love, and bids us die. ; 
With a fal, lal, lal, la, ha, &c. The Graces preſs about the Fair, | 
Till in her Arms he dies. Where Youth and blooming Glories reign; | 
SONG 6 And, while her Voice employs the Ear, | 
1104. Her Eyes provoke an am'rous Pain. 


V Hen Chloe's Picture was to Cloe ſhown, Row ſhall I mitigate my Woes ? ] 


Adern'd with Charms and Beauty not O! where enjoy the wiſh'd Redreſs ? 
her own ; 


* 
* 


A Stranger to all ſoft Repoſe, 
Where Charms and Mufick both e. 


rt! 
et m With her in Symphony we go; 
We ſoar, when ſhrill ſhe riſes high: 
: And to ſoft Cadence ſinking low, 
Intent the Faculties apply. 
> youll Nalian are wont to pleaſe, 


Tho' ſenſeleſs Words join Harmony? 
e, But ev'ry one to this agrees, 
Both Senſe and Muſick meet in thee. 


SONG 1166. There liv'd long ago 
| in a Country Place. 
VW Hen I vifit proud Celia juſt come from 
my Glaſs, 


y 
wn I'm fluſter'd, and look like an 
3 
When I mm of my Flea to put her in 


Mind, 
She bids me "leave Drinking, or ſne II never 
be kind. 


That 19 charmingly handſome I very well 


And ſo is my Bottle, each Brimmer ſo too ; 

And to leave my Soul's Joy; Oh! 'tis Non- 
ſenſe to'aſk, 

let her go to. the Devil; bring bother full 


Pp3 


an; 
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Had ſhe tax'd me with Gaming, and bade 
me fordear, 

"Tis a thouſand to.one I had lent her an Ear. 

Had ſhe found out my Chloris, up three Pair 
of Stairs, 

I had baulk'd her, and gone to St. James's. 
to Pray'rs. 

Hed be Ee ee on 


She perhaps had been humour d with little to 

Y 3 

But a: Night to deny me my Flaſk of dear 
ed 


Let her go to the Devil, there's no more to 
be ſaid. 


SONG 1167. site Ge. 


WW Hen humming Brown Beer was the 
Engliſhman's Taſte, / x 
Our Wives they were merry, our Daughters 
were chaſte ; A 
Their —_ h ſmelt "like Roſes whenever em- 
c'd. 


Oh ! the Brown Beer of Old England, 
And Oh ! the Old Engliſh Brown Beer. 
Ere Coffee and Tea ſound its ay to the Town, 
Our Anceſtors they by their Fires ſat down, 
Their Bread it was White, and their Beer it 
was Brown. * 


Ob! the Brown Beer, æc. 
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Our 3 of old, of whoſe Conqueſts we 


collate a good Meal of 5 Pot and a Toaſt ? 
Oh, did we ſo now, we ſhould ſoon rule the 
Roaſt ! 
Oh ! the Brown Beer, &c. 
When the great Spaniſh Fleet on our Coaſt 
did appear, 
Our Sailors each one drank a Jorum of Beer, 
And ſent them away with a Flea in their Ear. 
Oh ! the Brown Beer, &c. 


Our Clergymen then took a Cup of good Beer, 
Ere * mounted the Roſtrum, their Spirits 
Then preach' —_—_ Vice, tho” Courtiers 


were ner. 
Oh! the Brown Beer, &c. * 


Their Doctrines were then authentick and bold, 
Well n on Scripture, and Fathers of 


But now 1 but what they 


are told. 
Oh! the Brown Beer, &c. 


For fince the Geneva and ſtrong Ratafee, 

They are dwindI'd to — but ſtay---let 
| me ſee ;_.. 

Faith nothing A all but meer Fiddle-de-dee. 

Oh!] the Brown Beer, cc. 
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SONG 1168. Salley in ozr Ally. 


WW Hen Gammer Gurton firſt I knew, p 
Four Teeth in all ſhe reckon'd : F 
Comes a damn'd Cough, and whips out two, 
And t'other two a ſecond, Y 
Courage, old Dame, and never fear \ 
The third, hene er it comes-a; 
Give me but t' other Jugg of Beer, a 
And Ill enſure your Gums-a. 


8 ONG 1169. 


wW Hen firſt to Cambridge we do come, 
Tol, lol, deral, &c. 
From Mamma's dear beloved Home, 
Tol, lol, deral, &. 
Firſt, we muſt have a Cap and Gown, 
And next, the prettieſt Girl in Town. 
Tol, lol, deral, &c. 


The next, a Tutor we muſt have, 
Tol, lol, deral, &c. 

'Tis ten to one he proves a Knave, 
Tol, lol, deral, &c. 

Who minds not what we do all Day, 

So we come home at Night to pray. 
Tol, lol, deral, &. 

Then ftrait he buys us Ariſtotle, 
Tol, lol, deral, &c. 

Which we pawn often for a Bottle 3 
Tol, lol, deral, &c. 


0 FIN" 
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ind Euclid's Elements muſt pack, 
or a better Element, good Sack. 
Tol, lol, deral, &c. 


Then he writes home unto our F riends, 
Tol, lol, deral, &c. 
For Money to ſerve his own Ends, 
Tol, lol, deral, 
Which he keeps ſafe lock' d up in Trunk, 
Whilſt we abroad are ticking drunk. 
Tol, lol, deral, &c. 


There's Item, for Homer, that blind Poet, 
Tol, lol, deral, &c. 

Be ſore your Tutor does not know it: 
Tol, lol, deral. &c. , 

We'll ſmoak, and drink; and merry be, 

Until we are as blind as "be. 
Tol, lol, deral, &c. 


Then hang all ſtudying to no End, 
Tol, lol, deral, &c. 
Enjoy your Bottle and your Friend, 
Tol, lol, deral, &c. 
We'll drink and ſmoak, and take our Fill; 
We may be Parſons if we will. 
Tol, lol, deral, &c. 


SONG 1170. V live to grow old, c. 
WW Hen my Hairs grow hoary and my 
Cheeks look 


When my Forehead has Wrinkles and my Eye- 
fight does fall, 
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Leet my Words both and Actions be free from 
all Harm, 
And may I have my old Huſband to keep my 
Back warm : 
The Pleaſures of Youth are Flowers but of 


May, 

Our = but a Vapour, our Body's but 
Cla 

Oh Het ano live well tho I live but a Day. 


With a 5 on Sundays, and a Bible of 
Pri 
With a Sap the Fire, and good Victuals 


With . Beer and Brandy, both Winter and 
Summer, 
To drink to my Goſſip, and be pledg d by my 
Comer. 
The Pleaſures of Youth, &c. 


With Pigs and with Poultry, with ſome 
Money in Store, f 

To lend to my Neighbour, and to give tothe 
Poor, 

With a Bottle of Canary to drink without 
Sin, 

And to comfort my Daughter when that ſhe 
lies in. | 

The Pleaſures of Youth, &c. 


With a Bed ſoft and eaſy to reſt on the Night» 
With a Maid in the Morning to riſe when tis 


Licht, * 


; *. | 


"To 4b her Work neatly, to obey my Deſire, 
To make the Houſe clean, and to blow up 
„tze Fire. 

The Pleaſures of Youth, c. 


With: Coal. apd with 'Barins, and a good 


warm Chair, 


With a thick Hood and Mantle, when I ride 


on my Mare, 


„„ my -Cupnoncd, and thr 


thy Foes, 


With a pair of Glaſs Eyes to clap on my Noſe. 


The Pleafures of Youth, &c. 

And when I am dead, with a Sigh let them 
r 707 

Our hone old Gammer is laid in the Clay; 

When young ſhe was chearful, no Scold nor 

no re; | 
She helped her Neighbours , and gave to the 
: Poor 


Tho! the Flower of her Youth in her Age 
decay, 2 a 
Tho ther Life was a Vapour that vaniſh'd 


, away, | 
She liv'd well and happy unto her laſt Day. 


SONG 1 171. Sweet are the, fc. 
> Hen gay Philander fell a Prize 
To Am'ret's conqu'ring Eyes; 
He took his Pipe, he ſought the Plain, 
Regardleſs of his growing Pain ; 
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And 
The 


reſolutely bent to wretf? 
bearded Arrow from his Breaſt. 


Come, gentle Gales, the 4, 
Be Cupid and his Bow A rae * 
But as the Gales obſequious flew, 

With flow'ry Scents, and ſpicy Dew, 
He did, unknowingly, repeat, 
The Breath of Amoret is ſweet. 


His Pipe again the Shepherd try'd, 


And 


warbling Nightingales reply d; 


Their Sounds in rival Meaſures move, 


And 


meeting Echo's crown the Grove. 


His Thoughts that rov'd, again repeat, 


The 


Voice of Amoret is ſweet. 


Since ev'ry fair and lovely View 
His Thoughts of Amoret renew, 
From flow'ry Lawn, and ſhady Green, 
To Proſpect gloomy, chang'd the Scene: 
Sad Change for him ! for ſighing there, 
He thought of Lovers in Deſpair. 
Convinc'd, the ſad Philander cries, 
Now, cruel God, aſſert thy Prize, 
For Love its fatal Empire gains: 
Yet grant, in Pity to my Pains, 
Theſe Lines the Nymph may oft repeat, 


And 


W 


own Philander's Lays are ſweet. 


SONG 1072. 


Hen Trees did bud, and Fields were green, 
And Broom bloom d fair to ſee ; 


4 


. : : 1 
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When Mary was compleat Fifteen, 
And Love laugh'd in her Eye ; 


Blythe Davy's Blinks her Heart did move 


To ſpeak her Mind thus free, | 


Gang down the Burn, Davie, my Love, 


And I ſhall follow thee. 


Now Davie did each Lad ſurpaſs, 
That dwelt on this Burn-fide, 

And Mary was the bonnieſt Laſs, 
Juſt meet to be a Bride; 

Her Cheeks were rofie, red and white, 
Her Een were bonny blue; | 

Her Looks were like Aurora bright, 
Her Lips like dropping Dew. - 


As down the Burn they took their Way, 


What tender Tales they faid ! 

His Cheek to hers he aft did lay, 
And with her Boſom play*d ; 

Till baith at length impatient grown, 
To be mair fully bleſt, 


In yonder Vale they lean'd them down ; 


Love only ſaw the reſt. 


What paſs'd, Igueſs, was harmleſs Play, 
And naething ſore unmeet ; 


For, ganging hame, I heard them ſaw, 
They lik*d a. Wa*k ſac ſweet ; 

And that they aften ſhou'd return 
Sic Pleaſure to renew. 


Quoth Mary, Love, I like the Burn, 


And ay 


follow you. 


SONG 1173. 
Wen Wit and Beauty meet in one 
That acts an amorous Part; 
What Nymph its mighty Power can ſhun, 
Or 'ſcape a wounded Heart ? 
Thoſe potent, wond”rous potent Charms, 
Where' er they bleſs a Swain 
He needs not ſleep with empty Arms, 
He needs not fleep with empty Arms, 
Nor dread ſevere Diſdain. 


Aſtrza ſaw the Shepherds bleed, 
Regardlefs of their Pain ; 
Unmov'd ſhe heard their Oaten Reed, 
They danc'd and ſung in vain 
At length Amintor did appear, 
That Miracle of Man; Wc 
He pleas'd her Eyes, and charm'd her Ear, 
He pleas'd her Eyes, and charm'd her Ear, 
She lov'd, and call'd him Pan, 
But he, as tho” deſign'd by Fate, Boy | 
Revenger of the Harms, * 
Which others ſuffer d from her Hate, 
Rifl'd and left her Charms; ; 
Then Nymphs no longer keep in Pain 
A plain well- meaning Heart. 
Leſt you ſhou'd join for ſuch Diſdain, 
Leſt you ſhou d join for ſuch Diſdin, 
In poor Aſtrea's \ 1 
P 
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SONG 174. 


When yielding firſt to Damon's Flame, 


I funk into his Arms ; 
He ſwore he'd ever be the ſame, 
Then rifted all my Charms. 


Dur, fond of what he long der d. 


Too eager of his Prey, 
My Shepherd's Flame, alas ! expir'd, 
Before the Verge of Day. 


My Innocence of Lovers Wars 
'd his Defeat ; 


Confus'd, aſham'd, and bath'd in Tears, 


--x mern d his cold Retreat. 


At length, ah! Shepherdeſs, cry'd he, 
Would you my Fire renew. 
You muff}, alas ! retreat like me, 


Tm loſt if you purſue. | 
SONG 115. 


W Hen love-Gick Mars, the God of Wars, 


Sat ſighing in a Shade, 
The willing, willing Goddeſs bath'd 
Thoſe Wounds herſelf had made. 


All Rapture he, all charming ſhe, 
Gave Kiſs for ev'ry Scar; 


Thus ravidh'd he with the Deity, 
$wore Love was the nobler War. 


The AYIA ARY. 


SONG 1176. 


Hen Delia on the Plain 
Aw'd by a thouſand | tender Fears, 

I would approach, but dare not move ; 

Tell me, my Heart, if this be Love ? 
Whene'er ſhe ſpeaks, my raviſh'd Ear 

No other Voice but her's can bear, 
No other Wit but her's approve ; 

Tell me, my Heart, if this be Love ? 


If ſhe ſome other Swain commend, 

Tho” I was once his fondeſt Friend, 
That Inſtant, Enemy I prove; 

Tell me, my Heart, if this be Love? 
When ſhe is abſent, I no more 

Delight ſa all, that pleas d before, 
The cleareſt Spring, or ſhady Grove ; 

Tell me, my Heart, if this AB 
When arm'd with inſolent Diſdain, 

She ſcem'd to triumph o'er my Pain, 
I ſtrove to hate, but vainly ſtrove ; 

Tell me, my Heart, if this be Love ? 


SONG 1177. 


W Hen Strephon to Chloe made Love his 
Pretence, 

Twas all but a Sham, his chief Aim was her 
Pence, | 

For Twelve Thouſand Pounds the fly Gipſy 
did paſs, | 

And he topp'd as much with an impudent 
Face. | 

And thus for a while they lay both on the 
Catch 

Till at length they conſulted, and ſtruck up a 
Match: 6 

But ſoon to their Lofs, for all their deep Wit, 

He found himſelf trapp'd, and ſhe found her- 
ſelf bit. | ; 

Such th a Banter, the Wiſe make no 

bt 

And thoſe that get in, would be glad to get 
out ; © | 

'Twas ever confeſt, fince the World firſt 
began, 

Your Fortunes are Bites, ſo bite as bite can. 

Soldier and Citizen, Lawyer and Squire, 

Both Sexes for Money each other admire ; 

All ſpread out their Snares, in hopes to tra- 


pan, 
The World's all a Cheat, and fo cheat as cheat 
can. c 
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SONG ins. 
W Hen Sylvia, in Bathing, her Charms 
does expoſe, ' 


The pretty Bouquet dancing under her Noſe ; 
My Heart is juſt ready to part from my 


Soul, 
And leap from the Gallery into the Bowl. 
Each Day I provide too 
A Bribe for her Guide too, 
And give her a Crown), 
To bring me the Water where ſhe ſat down. 
Let crazy Phyſicians think Pumping a Cure, 
That Virtue is doubtful, but Sylvia is ſure, 
The Fiddlers I hire to play ſomething ſu- 
blime, 
And all the while throbbing my Heart beats 
the Time ; 
She enters, they flouriſh, and ceaſe when the - 


goes; | + 
That who tis addreſs'd to ſtrait ev'ry one 
Wou'd I were a Vermin, 
Call'd one of her Chairmen, 
Or ſerv'd as a Guide; 
Tho' I ſhew'd, as they do, a damn'd taway 
Hide, : 
Or elſe like a Pebble at Bottom could lie, 
To ogle her Beauties, how Tape were I. 
P | s 
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SONG 1179. 
Wen lovely Phillis thou art kind, 
- Novught but Raptures fill my Mind; 
*Tis then I think thee ſo divine, 
excel the mighty Pow'r of Wine: 
But yo thou inſult*ſt, and laugh'ſt at my 
Pain, 6 
T waſh thee away with ſparkling Champaign ; 
So bravely contemn both the Boy and his 
| Mother, | 
And drive out one God by the Pow'r of ano- 


When Pity in thy Looks Ifee, 
I freely quit my Friends for thee ; - 

Perſuaſive Love ſo charms me then, 

My Freedom I'd not wiſh again : 
But 8 art cruel, and heed'ft not my 

, 

Then ftrait with a Bumper I baniſh Deſpair ; 
So bravely contemn bath the Boy and his Mo- 


ther, | 
And drive out one God by the Pow'r of ano- 
SONG 1180. Hark how the, c. 
WW Hen firſt I beheld Clarinda's Eyes, 
Love did my trembling Heart furprize : 
Long have I hugg*d my am'rous Chain, 
And 8 mourn d the fair Tyrant'e Diſ- 
> 3 1 
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Still whining and ſighing, 
And pining and d, ing, 


Not once bravely trying Relief to obtain. 


Now ſhall the feeble Boy reſign 


To the gay, bluſhing God of Wine, 


Wine's a Specifick in ev'ry Diſeaſe, 


Drink Wine, and frail Beauty no longer ſhall 


teaze. 4 
Thus whilſt I'm deſtroying 
Th' Exfects of proud Coying, 


I'm daily enjoying, and purchaſing Eaſe. 


Come put the clattering Glaſſes rou 


Hark ! with what Harmony they ſound ! 
Enlarg' d by this Bumper my Freedom I boaſt, 


And thus Irecover the Heart I had 
But whence all this Trembling ! 
A Relapſe\ſo reſembling ! 


In vain is diſfembling---Clarinda's the Toaſt, 


SONG 1181. 


VV Hen firſt 1 fair Celinda knew, 


Her Favour then was great, 


Her Eyes I could with Freedom view, 


And friendly Rays did meet. 


In every Scene we paſt the Time, 
That cou'd to Pleaſure move ; 


She often deign'd to hear me rhime, 


And read my Songs of Love. 


At length my Licence grew too bold 


Preſt by poetic Flame ; 


e 
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And when my Paſſion I had told, Whilſt want of Worth makes Doubes ariſe, 
She loath'd the Poet's Name. That all my trembling Hopes deſtroy. 
Thus I that could her Friendſhip boaſt, Thus while my Thoughts are fix*'d on her, 
. And did her Love purſue, I'm all o'er Traniport and Defire 3 
Am taught Subjection at the Coſt My Pulſe beats high, my Cheeks appear 
Of Love and Friendſhip too. All Roſes, and mine Eyes all Fire. 
When to myſelf I turn my View, : 
zal SONG 118:. My Veins grow chill, my Cheeks look wan; 
Hen abſent from the Nymph I love, Thus whi!ft my Fears my Pains renew, 
I'd fain ſhake off the Chains I wear; I ſcarcely look or move a Man. 
But whil I ſtrĩive theſe to remove, SONG 1183. 
More Fetters I'm oblig'd to bear. | -; | : 
Heese Fancy Day and Night Vo eg oe bs 
rr Than can the Lark. with i LM. 
alt, Belinda form*d for dear Delight, muh S TAS 


Her Notes neglect with drooping Wing. 
But cruel Cauſe of my Complaints. The Morning ſhines, harmonious Birds mount 
All Day I wander thro? the Groves, high ; N | 
| And ſighing hear from ev'ry Tree The dawning Beauty ſmiles, and Poets fly, © 
it. Wl The happy Birds chirping their Lo | 
ee — Young Annie's budding Graces claim | 
Happy, compar'd with lonely me. 


Th'inſpired Thought, and 1 
When gentle Sleep, with balmy Wings, And kindle in the 5a Þ Flame, | 
To Reſt fans ev'ry weary'd Wight, Which muſt be vented in ber Prai 


A th -uſand Fears my Fancy brings, Tell us, ye gentle Shepherds, have you ſeen 


That keep me watching all the Night. E'er one lo like an Apgel tread the Green. 
Sleep flies, while, like the Goddeſs fair, Ye Youth, be watchful of your Hearts ; 


And all the Graces in her Train, | ppears the Alarm: 
With melting Smiles and killing Air, — — — — his Darts, 
Appears the Cauſe of all my Pain. And wings an Arrow from each Charm. 


A-while my Mind delighted flies Around her Eyes and Smiles the Graces tort, 
O'er all her Sweets with thrilling Joy, Ard to her — Neck and Breait retour. 


Such Flames the foppiſh Butterfly ſhou'd ſhun ; 


* 


But vain muſt every Caution prove, 
When fuch enchanting Sweetneſs ſhines ; 
The wounded Swain muſt yield to Love, 
And wonder, tho” he hopeleſs pines. 


The Eagle's only fit to view the Sun. 
She's as the opening Lilly fair, 
Her lovely Features are compleat ; 
Whilft Heav*n indulgent makes her ſhare 
With Angels all that's wiſe and ſweet. 


Theſe Virtues which divinely deck her Mind, 


Exalt each Beauty of th' inferior Kind. 


Whether ſhe love the rural Scenes, 
Or ſparkle in the airy Town; 
O! happy he her Favour gains, 
Unhappy ! if ſhe on him frown. 
The Muſe unwilling quits the lovely Theme, 


Adieu the fings, and thrice repeats her Name. 


$ONG 1184. 
Wen Maids live to Thirty, yet never 
nt A. 
When Eurcpe* 5 at Peace, and all England 


content, 
When Gameſters won't ſwear,” and no Bri- 


bery thrives 

Your; Wives love old Huſbands, young Huſ- 
band old Wives; © 

When Landlords love Taxes, and Soldiers love 


Peace; 3 
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And Lawyers forget a rich Client to fleece: 
When an old Face ſhall pleaſe as well as 2 


new, 
Wives, Huſbands, and Lovers will ever be 
- true. . 
85 
When Bullies leave huffing, and Cowards theit 
Trembling, 
And Courtiers, and Women, ang Prieſts their 
diſſembling; 
When theſe ſhall 40 nothing againſt what 
they teach, 


Pluralities ate, and ve mind what they preach: 


When Vintners leave Brewing to draw the 
Wine pure, 
And — by theirs Medicines kill leſs than 
cure 5 
When an old Face ſhall pleaſe as well as a new, 
Wives, Huſbands and Lovers will ever be true, 


SONG 118g. 
Wang eus went down to the Regions 
ow, 
Which Men are forbidden to ſee ; 
He tun'd up his Lyre, as old Hiſtories ſhew, 
To ſet his Eurydice free, 
— to ſet his Eurydice free. | 
All Hell was a ſtoniſh'd, a Perſon ſo wiſe * 


Should raſhlfendanger his Life, 
Ard venture ſo far; but how v..ſt their Sur- 


prize! 


* 


---how vaſt their Surprize ! when they heard 

that he came for his Wife. 

To find out a Puniſhment due to the Fault, 

Old Pluto had puzzl'd his Brain; 

But Hell had not Torments ſufficient, he 
thought, 

So he gave him his Wife back again, 

---ſo he gave him, &c. 

But Pity ſucceeding ſoon vanquiſh'd his Heart, 

And pleas'd with his playing ſo well, 

He took her again, in Reward of his Art ; 

Such Power had Muſick in Hell. 

— in Reward, .&c. | 


SONG 1186. 


When Orphous went down.to the Regions 
low 
To bring back the Wife that he lov's 
01d Pluto confounded, as Hiſtories ſhow, 
To find that his Mufick ſo mov'd : 


That a Woman ſo good, fo virtuous and fair, 
Shou'd be by a Man thus trapann'd, 

To give up her Freedom for Sorrow and Care; 

He own'd - ſhe. deſerv*d to be damn'd. 


For Paniſhment he never ſtudy'd a whit, 
The Torments of Hell had not Pain 

Sefficient to cvrſe her; fo Pluto thought fit 
H:r Huſbard ſhou'd have her again. 


When they heard that he came for his Wife. But ſoon,-#ie compaſſion'd the Woman's hard 
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Fate, 
And knowing of Mankind ſo we!l, 


He recall'd her again, before twas 1co late, 
And ſaid, ſhe'd be happier in Rell. - - 


SONG 1187. 


v Hen Nymphs are coy, 
And fly trom Joy, 

The Shepherd takes his Reed ; 
He plays a Tune, 
She ſtops as ſoon, 

And ſtraight they are agreed. 
The Battle near, 
When Cowards fear, 

The Drum and Trumpet ſounds ; 
Their Courage warms, 
They ruſh to Arms, 

And brave a thouſand Wounds. 


CHORUS. 
By Harmony our Souls are ſway' d; 


By Harmony the World was made. 


- 
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W Hen Daphne firſt her Shepherd ſaw, 
A ſudden Trembling ſeiz'd her; 
Honour her wond'ring Looks did awe: 
She durſt not view what pleas'd her. 


When at her Feet he ſighing lay, 
She found her Heart complying 3 


The 
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Vet wou'd not to her Love give way, 
To fave her Swain from dying. 
The little God ſtood laughing by, 
- To ſee her dext'rous feigning ; 
He bid the bluſhing Fair comply, 
The Shepherd leave complaining. 


SONG 1189. 


Hen Wit and charming Beauty meet, 
To form an Excellence divine ; 
I own the Conqueſt is compleat, 
And with a willing Joy my Heart refign. 
What Fool ſo mad to hope for Liberty, 
When Chains like yours can make us more 
than free ? 


"Tis true, Eugenia, your fair Eyes 
Had gain'd the Conqueſt long before; 
They made my Heart your Beauty's Prize, 
But now your Tongue has added ſomething 
| more. 
Myſelf your Slave by double Force I find, 
_ You firſt attack'd my Paſſions, now my Mind. 


SONG 1190. 
| Wen mighty Roaſt Beef was the Engliſh- 
| man's Food, 

It ennobled our Veins, and enriched our Blood , 
Our Soldiers were brave, and our Courtiers 

were good, 

Oh l the Roaft Beef of Old England, 
And oh! the Old Engliſh Roaſt Beef. 


* 
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But fince we have learnt from all- conqutim 0 
France, 
To eat their Ragouſts as well as to dance, A 
We are fed up with nothing but vain Com- 
plaiſance, Oh! the Roaſt Beef, t 
Our Fathers of old were robuſt, tout, and 
ſtropg, 
ng, 
Which made their plump Tenants. rejoice i \ 
this Song, | 
Oh ! the Roaſt Beef, &c. 1 
But now we are dwindled to-what ſhall V 
name ? A 
A ſneaking poor Race, half begotten # A 
Who folly choſe Honours that once ſhone! 1 
ame 
Oh the Roaſt Beef, &c. 5 
When good Elizabeth ſat on the Thre H 
Ere Coffee and Tea and ſuch Slip-ſlops we x 
known. w 
The World was in Terror, if e' er ſhe A +. 
frown. 0 
Oh ! the Roaſt Beef, 1 
in thoſe Days, if Fleets did preſume on f 41 
Main, Ht 


They ſeldom or never return'd back again, Ti 
As Witneſs the vaunting Armada of Spain, 
Oh! the Roaſt Beef, &c.  * 


EIS 
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(1 then thy bt mins xt ti 


1 'Wrongs were x 
= themfplves 


But now we re a ae 
Oh the Roaſt Beeß of Old England, 
And oh ! the Old Enylith Roaſt Beek, 


SONG 1191. 

Hen F blooming fair | 
Wr TT 
Caught with her Shapd. abd A, 


1 felt a ſtrange —ů 
Whilſt eagerly 

Admiring ev'ry 1 

And ev* ry Feature 6's, 
She ſtole into my 

In her bewitahing 

Young paar Loves ws; 
There Cup id ing nes, 

His Shafts ark .. there: 


Her blooming Cheeks are dy 4 


With Colour all their own, 


Excelling far the Pride 


Of Roſes newly blown. - 


Her well-turn'd Limbs confeſs 


The lucky Hand of Jove ; 
Her Features all expreſs 


The beauteous | Queen of Love 3 


What Flames my Nerves 
* When © tell he 
Of that too Ibyely Maid, 
: Riſe ſuing to Be pic 
Venus round Pan Win 
| Hath her own Ceſtus bound, 
With Guatdian Cupids grac'd; 
Who ſport the Sele found: 
How happy Will he bs, 

Who ſhall he Toke unlooſe! 
That m to alk ut ms : 
| May Heav'n and the refuſs. 


o 2 M "I 
md \ 
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And there fix'd his won&ring Dyes + - 
Like to Lillies mix d with Roſes, 
Are the Tinctufes of her Face ; 
And her brighter Mind diſeloſes 
Charms we no where elſe aan trod. 


She alone, the Life of Pleaſure, 
Makes the Ball, the Park, the Play.3 


| Scatt*ting tound hey radiant 'Freature, l 
Gives her Slaves a golden Day. 


Yet, whoſe Thoughts are too aſpiring, 
Of her magic Power beware; 
Learn to live by ſtrict admiring; 


Love we tortures with. Naſpair. qt | 


* 


. F 2 
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The Looks of e' ry jolly. Swain, 


8 0 N ea 1193. | That ſtrove Aurelia's Heart to gain, 
When en Chloe we ply, N TOE With Gambols on the Green 7 
We ſwear we ſhall die, 2 Their Sports were innocent and Fey, 
| Her Eyes do our Hearts fo enthrall ; 5 Mint with a manly Air; 
+ But tis for her Pelf, | They*d fing and dance, od pipe and las, | 
And not for herſelf: _ . Each ſtrove to pleaſe ſome diff rent way Ar 
_ *Tis all Artifice, Artifice all. This dear enchanting Fair. | 
The Maidens are coy, + = { Th' ambitious Strife ſhe did admire, | 
They'll piſh, and they I gel And equally approve, 1 Ge 
And ſwear if you're rude they will N : © Till Phaon's tuneful: Voice and Lyre - 
But whiſper, ſo low, | With ſofteſt Muſick did inſpire | | 
By which you may know, Her Soul to gen'rous Love. BY 
*Tis all Artifice, Artifice all. | | Their wonted Sport the reſt declin'd, | 
My Dear, the Wives cry, Their Arts prov'd all in vain; | 
If ever you die, Aurelia's conſtant now they find, Ar 
*To marry again I. ne'er ſhall; The more they languiſh and repine, | 
But leſs than a Year | The more the loves 3 | 
Will make it appear, | « Lo 
*Tis all Artifice, Artifice all, + 8 0 N G 1195. 
In Marri lage of State, * , 8 H e bright God of Day L 
And Party Debate, 5 0 0 = weſtward each Ray, = £6 
For Church and for juſtice we brawl 2 And the Evening was charming and . 
But if you Il attend, 0 4 The Swallows amain 

= f You!ll find in the End, Fg e Nimbly ſkim o' er the Plain, * 
Tis all Artifice, Artifice all. 56 And our Shadows like Giants appear. In 
8 n a ſeſſamine Bow'r, | 
80 N 2 1194. | Wh the Bean was in Flow'r, | H. 


Hen bright Aurelia tript the Plain, ' 
How chearful then was ſcen 4 And Zephyr breath'd Odours around; 


W. 


- 


= 


Lovely Sylvia was fat, - | 
With a Song and Spinnet, 
To charm all the Grove with the Sound. 
Roſie Bowers ſhe ſung, _ / 
Whie the Harmony rung, | 
And the Birds they. all flutt ring ſtrive 3 
Th' induſtrious Bees, 
From the Flowers and Trees, 
Gently hum with the Sweets to their Hive, 


The gay God of Love, 
As he rang'd o' er the Grove, 
By Zephyr conducted along; 
As ſhe touch'd o'er the Strings, 
He beat Time with his Wings, 
And Echo repeated the Song. 
Oh! ye Rovers, beware 
How you venture too near, 
Love is doubly arm'd for to wound; 
Your Fate you can't ſhun, * 
And you're ſurely undone, | 
'If you raſhly approach near the Sound. 


— $ONG 1196. 
W Hen Earth was wrapt in dark Midnight, 
| And all were faſt aſleep, . "7 
In glided Marg'ret's grimly Ghoſt; . 
And ſtood at William's Feet. 
Her Face was like the April Morn, 
Clad in a wint*ry- Cloud, 


+ 
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And Clay-cold was her L he. . ” a 
That held the ſable” rei 
So ſhall. the faireſt ace aprar, won 
When Youth and Vears dre flowa; . 
Such is the Rabe that Kings muſt wear, L 
When Death has reſt her Crown. 


Her Bloom was like the ſpringing Flew'r,c!t 
That ſips the filver Dew 3 bus, 


The Roſe was budded in ber Check, kak 


And op'ning to tlie View.' . 
But Love had, like the Canker worm, 
Conſum' d her early rim e 1 
The Roſe grew pale; and leſt her Cheeky. 
She dy' d before her Time '2 nA 
Awake, ſhe, ery'd, thy true Love call, 
Come from her Midnight Grave: 
Now let chy Pity hear the _— be R 
Thy Love refus d to u, © 1,7 
This is the dark and foartul"Hour,” rad 24 

When injur*d Ghoſts complain; 


Es Now, dreary. Graves gives up their Dead. 


"To haunt the faithleſs Swain. 
Bethink thee, William, of thy Fault, 
Thy Pledge and broken -Qathz .. * 
And give me back my Maiden Vow,” : 16 
And give me hack · my rath .. 
How could you ſay my Face — "A 8 
And nn ſorſa ke! 
Qaz 


s 
How 3 
Vet leave that 


How could EASE: 2 
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And ftretch'd-him o 
That wrapt hes ora 6 x eb Ta 
And thrice he call'd on Marg 's Nuns, 
pe r. ga 

Then laid his Cheek to the cold Earth, 
And Word ſpake never mare. 


SONG 1197. 
WW los d his weary T 
And turn'd his Steeds a — 
Ten Fathoms deep to Neptune s Stream, 
His Thetis lay embracing 5 
The Starz tripp'd in the Firmament, 
Like Milkmaids on a N. 
Or Country Laſſes a Mum 
Or School- Boys on a R pts | 
When a grew on the 'd n 
The B in Fields ws lowing | 


And *mo the Poultry in the Bern 
The Plownan's Co 's Cock oe mes 6 
When Roger en Joys, 


Was — by a 22 out, Sir, 
And Cec' ly told him, he needs muſt riſe, 


For his Juggy was crying out, Sir. 
Not half ſo Amer 


At the T 4 


As Roger wi 
And buttog'd ln Learhern In B jo 
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-Mare he faddl'd with wond'rous Speed, He cries, alzhq' har Fat are fmall, | n 


„Wich Pillion em Burtock right, Sift z They may be bigger eng Day 
And for an old Midwife away he rode, What tho' her Thighs — Lege be dete, 

To bring the young Brat to light, Sir. ok NN = = 
Oh! Mother, I pray get up, on not fear, but in ſixteen — 1 
Maes of ny Labour's now come, | She'll lay them a great deal wider. 4 
And there lies ſtruggling in Juggy's Womb, For then ſhe'l] be a Woman — 
Am cannot get out till you come. Ise hau d five Pound in 


Tu help it, cries the old Hag, ne er doubt, And wi rr Bob One Tales own, * 
Thy Juggy ſhall do well again, Boy ; As Fay my l Honey : 

for Ize warrant thee, I can get the Kid out, Oh theſe will Joyful Days to fee ! 

as well as thou got It it in, Boy. And I'll trive for to advance hes, ' © 
The Mare now mounting. very ſoon, That Juggy may a Granny be, = 2&6 
No Whip P jor Sper wy wanting x Then I fall be a Crandfife, © 
And as ſoon as the old Wife enter the Room, The nappy Ale went * 


Whew ! cries out the Bantling. As brown as any. | | 
A Female Chit ſs ſmall was born, With-which the good Wives being crown'd, | 
You might have put it into a Flaggon ; They al wer 
And it muſt be C 'd that very Morn, When Roger he a over bis Thamb-- 
For fear it ſhould die à Pagan. To ev Neighbour, 1 
There was Roger and Doll, and conſtant Kate, Saying, a Twelve-month hence, 2 
Goſſips to this great Chriſt 'ning ; Once more to my Joxsy” $ Labour, 
And while the good Wives did merrily prate, 


fuggy in Bed lay lit*ping. 
LD ed ef ths ſotne talk'd of that, 
Of Chat they, we not fpating 3 | 
Some (aid it was ſo (mall a Brat, 

'Twas hardly worth the Rearing. 8 
But Roger he ſtrustecl about the Hall, | Quay 
— — | . oe 20 i 4 
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Butet Court like Small ſhot did ſo ply br, 
And ſometimes a Song 
Went whillling along, 
But ſtiſf l was never the nigher. "6 
At length ſhe ſent wort by : a POPs. 
If Tlik'd that Life, | 
She would be my "Wife, 


But ſhe would not be any Man's Strumpet. | 


I told her that Mars would not marry, 
And ſwore by my Scars 
Gat in Combats and 
That I'd Woner dig Stones in x x U 15 
At * ſhe granted the Favour, | 
4 Without the dull Curſe, 
For better, for worſe, 
And ſav'd 1 dull Parſon the Labour. 


wore 
8 O NG 1199. 
n Orpheus ſweetly did complain 

0 n his Lute, with heavy Dy 

How his Eurydice was lain; 3 

| The Trees te hear- 
Obtain' d an Far, 

And after left it 'off Again. 52 

At ev'ry Stroke, at ev'ry Stay, 5 yp 

The s kept time, and nodding lay, 


And'lift'ned bending every way; | 
The Aſhen Tree orgies 

As well as tie . 

Began to mn ate, and learnt to play. 
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If Wood could ſpeak, a Tree migbe hear, 
If Wood can ſound our Grief ſo near, 
A. Tree might -0e; Amber Lears. 
If Wood ſo well 
Could ſound a Knell, 
The Cypreſs might condole the Bier. 


The ſtanding Nobles of the Grove, 
Hearing dead Wood to ſpeak and move, 
The fatal Axe began to love 3 - 

They envy*'d Death. 

That gave ſuch Breath, - 


As Men alive do Saints above. 


* SONG 1200. 


VW Hen wilt thou break, my ſtubborn Heart? 
O Death, how flow to take my Part! 
Whatever rſue, denies, | 
Death, Deat. it. ſelf, like Myra flies. 
Love and Deſpair, | like Twins, poſſeſt 


At the ſame fatal Birth my Breaſt; 
No Hope could be, her Scorn was all 


That to my deſtin'd Lot cou'd. fall. 


I thought, alas |- that Love cou'd dwell 
But in warm Climes, where no Snow fell; 
Like, Plants that kindly Heat require, 

To be maintain'd by conſtant. Fire. 

That, without Hope, twou'd die as ſoon, - 
A little Hope But L have none: 
On Air the poor Camelions thrive; 

* even my Love can live. 


Err 


By, = uy 


4s tougheſt Trees in Storms 266 bred, | 


The more the Tempeſt tears and ſhakes 
My Love, the Hr xs Root it takes. a 
Deſpair, that Aconite does prove, 
And certain Death'to others Love, 


Does nouriſh mine, and turn to Food. 
O! for what Crime is my totn Heart 
Condemn'd to ſuffer deathleſs Smart? 


Like ſad Prometheus, thus to lie 
In endleſs Paln, and never die. 


SONG 1201. 
1 Wnen en firſt, Dorinda, your bright Eyes 
Had made my Heat your OP | 
in vain I ſought for to-diſgaiſe . © * 
The Fortunes that you-gave. . 
Durſt hardly, call my Fate unkind, 
Or to myſelf icomplainy , 
For fear ſyme buſy; liſtening Mind 


Should Tana Bats. 9 6 "£6 


Your Beauty did my-Paſſion awe, 
So great your Virtues were, 

That all around I nothing faw, 
But Proſpect of Deſpair; / ' 

Fond Hgary, I cry d, hide, hide thy, Love, 
Thy too fond: Thought reclaim : - 

But all in vain, alas 1 1 trove e 
To hide's eee % N. A 


1 
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And grow, in $0 of Winds, and ſpread; 


That Poiſon, never yet withſtood, , 


599 
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Wlan! fair Calia's Love, f 
And every Tomb, 
I 1 by all us Gods above 
To be for ever true. 


But long in vain did 1 e 
. | 
« She ſtil] proteſted, vow'd,” and ſwore - 
_  Shene'er wou'd caſe my Pain. oy 
At laſt, o'ercome, the made me bleſt, 75 
3 And yiekded all her eee: n 
And I forfoak her, when Pena, 
And fled to others: ps. © 
Put let not this, dear Calia, now * 
Tui Breaſt to Rage incline ; 
For why, ſince your forgot your Vow, 
en bs I remember Wie e 


f 8 0 N 6. 1203. * 
WW Hen agg in Hand, * N 
It gives us Comand. + 3 

It makes us lov'd' and reſpeded: 
*Tis now, as of yore, 
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Wit and Senſe When 
Are ſcorn'd, oe rin i negledcd, " * 
55 * 15 
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They have Youth, "goodie and Beatty 
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Among all i 

Without it we flad, | 
Nor Love, nor Fayour, nor Duty. : 
SONG 1204, the Faller axd 10 


amorous Tackey. 


W Hen 


To ſeg the bony Lad ſo blith, fo — and gay, 
My Heart did beat, it being alarm'd, 
That I to Jocky nought, nought could ſay. 


At dat took, and Paſſion quits for- 


And told the bony ] his Charms I felt ; 
He then did ſmile, with a pleaſing Look, 
And told me * in his Arms, his Arms 
[ ſhould melt, 
SONG n20g. 
WW Hen I ſurvey Clarinda's Charms, 
Folded within my circling Arms, 
What endleſs Pleaſures move along, 
Serenely ſoft and ſweetly ſtrong : 
Ev*ry Smile invites to Love, 
_ Balmy Kiſſes, 
Am'rous Bliſſes, 25 
Ev'ry riſing Charm improve. 
Immortal Bliſs that ne er will cloy, 
Always attends her Angel Form; 


- Boſtaſt Repoſe blooming 
In he . 4 
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Jockey * 1 ow, my Soul was Who can 


— et 


teops Rleffing, 


* B 
Round the tender Fair One woit. | 
Love on her Breaſt has fix'd his Throne, 
And Cupid revels in her Eyes ; 
Charmer's Power diſown, 
When in each Glance an Arrow flies? 


Yet when woynded, we feel no Pain; 


No, tis Pleafyre, 
Above Meaſure, 
Raptures flow in ev*ry Vein, 


| SONG. 1206. 
WW Henever, Chloe, I begin 


Vour Heart, like mine, to move, 


You tell me of the erying Sin 
Of unchaſſe lawleſs Love. 

How can that Faſien be a Sin, 
Which gave to Chloe Birth ? 

How en fors but by divine, 
Which make a Heav'n on Barth? 


To wed, Mankind the Prieſts trapann'd, - 


By ſome ſly Fallaey, 
And diſobey'd God” Feat Command, 


You fay that Love's a Crime. Content | 


Yet this allow you muſt, 


More Joy's in Heav'n when ons repents, 
nne en - 


Than over 
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zin then, dear Girl, for Heav'n's Sake With Joy yaur Spouſe ſhall ee . 
Repent and be forgiv'n ; | The fading Beauties round her, / 
bleſs me, then by Repentance And ſhe her-ſelf Kill be 
A Holiday in Heav'n. | The ſame that firſt you found her: 
 *8$ONG | ; Happy Dick ! 
| 1207. Oft is che Married State | 
W Hence comes it, Neighbour Dick, With Jealoufies attended: 

"=o my N oc uncommon, And hence, thro” "_ 8 
Have . i is Trick, Are Nuptial 5 uſpended: 3 
And wedded an old Woman ? | af 1 Happy Dick! 
| Happy Dick ! But you, with ſuch a Wie, ) 

Each Belle condemns the Choice No jealous Fears are under; 
Of a Youth ſo gay and ſprightly ; She's yours alone, for Life,  * » 
But we your Friends rejoice, Or much we all ſhall wonder : 
That you have judg'd ſo rightly : . . Happy Dick ! 
| N Happy Dick! Her Death wou' d grieve you ſore, | 
Tho'odd to ſome it ſounds, But let not that tormeſt yo; = 


, If that will but content you: 
we: Yes Dick | ext 
| | , Qn you may rely, 
As dath the ſhort liv'd Flower; She'll ne er in Child-bed die, 7 
Nor can the faireſt Maid | Unleſs the R---I's in ber: | 
Infure her Bloom an Hoyr ; Happy Dick ! 
| Happy Dick ! Some have the Name of Hell 
Then wiſely you reſign, To Matrimony given; 


For Sixty, Charms ſo tranfient 3 

As the Curious value Coin 

The more for being Ancient: 
Happy Dick! 


i, ® 


My Life ! ſhe'll ſee Fourſcare, | 
Happy Digk! 


How falſely, you can tell, 
Who find it ſuch à Heaven: 
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Happy Dick! 
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With you, each aner Asen 
Is crown 'd with Joy and Gladnefs; ," 
While envious Virgins bite 
The hated Sheets for Madneſs : 
Happy Dick 
With Spouſe, long ſhare the Bliſs 
had miſs'd in any other; 
And when you've bury'd this, 
_——. May you have ſuch another: 


: 1 


Obſerving hence, by you, _ 
In Marriage ſuch Decorum, 

Our wiſer Yoyth ſhall do, 
As you have done before m: 
an. Happy Dick ! 
1208.” 
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W Here would coy Aminta run 
; From a deſpairing Lover's Story ? 
When her Eyes have Conqueſt won,, _ 
Why ſhov'd her Ears refuſe the Glory 25 
Shall a Slade whom Racks conſtrain, 
Be forbidden to complain? | 
Let her ſcorn me, let her fly me; 
| Ne'er can my Heart change for Relief, 
. Or my Tongue ceaſe to tell my Grief. b 
F Much to love, ang mueh to pray, ae 
E to Heav'n the only Way. 


EY. 


2 
| * 


r. Dick Ke 


He, Never judge until ye TY 


Tue r 


SONG e. Where fat eur 
Goodman lie. TR” 


. W Here wad bonny Anne lie: 
Alane nae mair ye maun lie? 
Wad ye a Goodman try. l 
Is that the Thing ye re laking ? & 
She. Can a Laſs ſae young as 1 | 
Venture on the bridal Tie, 
Syne down with a Goodman lie? 
I' 'm flee'd/he keep me wauking, 
Mak me your Goodman, I 
Shanna hinder you to lie, 


And ſleep till ye be weary. 


She. When I ſhou'd wauking lie, 


When the Hoboys are gawn by, 
Will ye tent me when I cry, 
My Dear, I'm faint and iry ? 


. 


He, In my Boſom thou ſhall lie, 


When, thou waukrife art or dry, 
Healthy Cordial ſtanding by, 
Shall. preſently revive ther. 


' Ghe. To your Will I then comply, 


jou us, Prieſt, and let me try 
ow' Flt wi” a Goodman RES 


Wha can a Cordial give me. 
"36% is ” - of TV OPS ST 
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SONG 120. 
W Herever I am, and whatever 1 do, 
My Phillis is till in my Mind; 
When angry I mean not to Phillis to go, 


My Feet of themſelves the Way find. / 


Unknown to myſelf I am juſt at her Door, 

And when I wou'd rail, 1 can bring out no 
Than Phillis the fair and unkind. (more 

When Phillis I fee, my Heart bounds. in wy 

Breaſt, 

And the Love I wou'd ſtifle is ſhown ; 

But aſleep, or awake, I am never at reſt, 
When from my Eyes Phillis is gone. 

Sometimes a ſad Dream deludes my ſad Mind; 

But alas ! when I wake, and no Phillis I find, 
How I figh to myſelf all alone ! 

Shou'd a King be my Rival in her I adore, 
He ſhou'd offer his Treaſure in vain : 

O let me alone to be happy, and poor 
And give me my Phillis again. 

Let Phillis be mine, and for ever be kind, 

J cou'd to a Deſart with her be confin'd, - 
And envy no Monarch his Reign. 


Alas ! I diſcover too much of my Love, 
And ſhe too. well knows her own Pow'r ; 
She makes me each Day a Martyrdom prove, 

And makes * N each Hour: 


x 
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bar lee her exch Minute torment my poor 


- Mind, 
I had rather love Phillis bath falſe and unkind, 


an | 


SONG 1211. 
Were a have you been, my lovely Sailer: 


bold ? [cutſed Gold. 


Why will you leave me here for the Sake of 


What tho* my Father he is croſs, my Mother 
ſhe is Kind ; [never mind. 


- Therefore my Father 's Croſſneſs, dear Johnny, ; 
Alas] my deareſt Nanny with Joy I do re- 


- ceive; [me grieve : 
But your Father 's Croſſheſs indeed did"make 


But fince your Mother's kind, your Father I 


don't fear, me here. 
So pray now go and fetch her, ſhe II joy to ſeg 


You are the only Girl, dear Nanny, I adore J. 


But long I cannot ſtay, I ſoon mult quit the 


Shore. . [the Heart, 
Theſe Words,. my deareſt Johnny, do cut me to 


To think that you are going,---ſo ſoon I can- 


not part. 


Why will you ſail the Seas, where ſtormyWinds 


do blow, 


When you may ſtay at bome, 1 Love, in Safety, 


you do know ? 
Qq 6 


A 


Why will you fail the Seas, where ſtormy Winds 
they be, 509 — with me ? 
When you may ſtay at homo in 


you know, - [forto go 
And when that he commands me, I'm f 


down or ſad, Lad. 

For of all other Callings, a Sailor's the beſt 

She (aid, I love a Sailor, they have the beſt of 

Hearts ; | 

keep us from our Enemies, and fail to 

They bring us Wealth' from India, - Apboan 
creaſe our Store z ut 

And were it not for Sailors the wo be 


But yet, my deareſt Johnny, ſo ſoon I cannot 


* [ Hoart. 
To think that you are going cuts me to the 
He ſaid, Since I Ae, chear up, my Nanny, 

dear ; ſure here. 


1 n rifle all the Indies, and bring you Trea- On 


With many pretty Fancies, for to enfich our 
3 * * * 
jent to main us together, Ve, on 
Then kiffing of her coral Lips, young 
took his Leave, 
And left his Sau Nanny his Abſense for to 
krieve. 


He ſaid, . 


Therefore, my deareſt Nanny, be not caſt 


foreign Parts: 
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SONG 1212. 
> While in the Bow' r, with Beauty bleſt, 
The lov'd Amintor lies ; 
While ſinking on Zelinda's Breaſt, | 
He fondly, fondly, kiſs'd her Eyesz 

He fondly, fondly, kid ber Eyes: 

A waking Nightingale, who long 
Had mourn'd within the Shade, 

Sweetly renew*d her plaintive Song. 

And warbled, warbled, thro' the Glade; 

And warbled, warbled, warbled, 2 * 

Glace. 

- Melodious Songftrefs, cry'd the Swain, 
To Shades leſs happy go; 

Or, if with us chou wilt remain, 
Forbear, * thy tuneſul Woe z 
Forbear, forbexr, forbear, thy tuneful Wor, | 

way in Zelinda's Arms 1 lie, 

2 Lam not tree ; 
Bofom while I sch, 
I Difcord, Diſcord, find in thee; 
1 Diſcord, Diſcord, find in thee. 


. B 
Zelinda perfect 
Then Tents tin thy fond LIM at 
Be filent ; Mafick now is Noife, ä 
Variety, Variety, Confufion ;_ | y 
Varie----ty, Confuſion, 


SONG 1213. Luthy Nancy, Ce. 


U Hue Fops in ſoft Itallan Verfe, 


Ilk fair ane's Een and Ereaft rehearſe, 


While Sangs abound and Senſe is ſcarce, 
Theſe Lines I have indited : 
But neither Darts nor Arrows here, 
Venus nor Cupid ſhall appear, 
And yet with theſe fine Sounds I ſwear, 
The Maidens are delighted. 
1] was ay telling you, 
Lucky Nancy, lucky Nancy, 
Auld Springs wad ding the new, 
But ye would never trow me. 


Nor Snaw with Crimfon wilt 1 mix, 
To ſpread upon my Lafſie*s Cheeks ; 
And ſyne th* unmeaning Name prefix, 
Miranda, Cloe, or Phillis. 
Tl fetch nae Simile frae Jove, 
My Height of Extaſy to prove, 
Nor ſighing---thus- preſent my 
With Rofes eck and Lillies. 
I was ay telling you, &c. 


But ſtay, -- had amaiſt forgot 

My Miltreſs and my Sang to boot, - 

And that's an uficoo” Faut I Wat: 
But Nancy, tis nae Matter; 

Ye ſee I clink my Verſe wi Rhime, 

And ken ye, that atenes the Crime; 

Forby, how ſweet my Numbers chime, 
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Love | 


And ſlide away like Water. 
I was ay telling you; &. 
Now ken my reverend ſonſy Fair, 
Thy runkled Cheeks and lyart Hair, 
Thy haſf-ſhut Een and hodling Air, 
Are a'“ my Paſſion's Fewel. - 


Nae ſuyring Gowk, my Dear; can ſee, 
Or Love, or Grace, or Heaven in thee 5 


Yet thou haſt Charms anew for me , 
Then fmile, and be na crucl. 
Leez me on thy ſnawy Pow, 
Lucky Nancy, Lucky Nancy; 
Dryeit Wood will eitheſt low, 
And Nancy face will ye now, 
Troth I have ſung the Sang to you, 
Which ne*er anither Bard wad do; 
Hear then my charitable Vow, X 
Dear venerable Nancy. 7 
But if the World my Paſſion wrang, 
And fay, you only live in Sang, 
Ken I deſpiſe a fland'ring Tongue, 
And ſing to p eaſe my Fancy. 
Lecz me on thy, &c. 


SONG 1216. 


bog 


- | 


While fome for Pleaſure pawn their Health, 


*'T wixt Lais and the Bagnio, 
I'll fave myſelf, and without Stealth 
Kifd and careſs my Nanny-O. 


660 


She bids more fair t engage a Jove 
Than Leda did, or Danae-O : 
Were I to paint the Queen of Love, 
None elſe ſhould fit but Nanny-O. 
How joyſully my Spirits would riſe, 
When dancing ſhe moves finely-O ; 
J guefs what Heaven is by her Eyes, 
Which ſparkle ſo divinely-O. 
Attend my Vow, ye Gods, while I 
Breathe in the bleſt Britannio, 
None's Happineſs I ſhall envy, 
As lang's ye grant me Nanny-O. 
CHORUS. 
My bonny, bonny Nanny-O. - 
My lovely charming Nanny-O ; 
J care not tho* the World know 
How dearly I love Nanny-O. 


SONG 1215. 
WW Hile T, fair Delia, view thy Face, 
And ev'ry Charm admire, 
Thy Eyes a thouſand Raptures raiſe, 
And burn me with Defire. - 
Tranfported thus, thou lovely Maid ! 
With Pleaſure I gaze on, 
"Till, by my heedleſs Look, betray'd, 
I'm unawares undone. | | 
Thus the poor Wretch, whoſe luckleſs Sight 
The fatal Serpent ſpies, 
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Looks on, and gazes with Delight ; . - » 
But, as he gazes, dies. 7 7% vi þ 


SONG 1216. © x 
Wie I liſten to thy Voice, 
Chloris ! I feel my Life decay: Wi 

That powerful Noiſe 
Calls my fleeting Soul away. ' 
Oh ! ſuppreſs that magick Sound, Þ 
Which deſtroys without a Wound, C 
Peace, Chloris, Peace! or ſinging die; F 
That together you and I Wh 


To Heav'n may go: 
For all we know "op 
Of what the Bleſſed do above, 
Is that they ſing, and that they love. 


\ . ” 
SONG. 1217. 
Hile ſilently I lov'd, nor dar'd 
To tell my Crime aloud, 
The Influence of your Smiles I ſhar'd, 
In common with the Croud. 


But when I once my Flame expreſt, 
In Hopes to eaſe my Pain, 
You ſingled me out from the Reſt, 
The Mark of your Diſdain. 

If thus, Corinna, you ſhall frown 
On all that do adore, - 

Then all Mankind muſt be undone, 
Or you muſt ſmile no more, 


7 
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SONG 1218. 
W Hije the Lover is thinking, 3 
With my Friend I'lI be drinking, 
And with Vigour purſue my Delight; 
While the Fool is-deſigning 
His fatal Confining, 


With the God I'll be jolly, - 
Without Madneſs and Folly, 

tickle Woman to marry implore ; 
lzave my Bottle and Friend, 
For ſo fooliſh an End! 

When I do, may I never drink more. 


SON G. 1210. 
VV Hile on thoſe lovely Looks I gaze, 
To ſee a Wretch purſuing, 
In Raptures of a bleſt Amaze, 
His pleaſing happy Ruin. 


Tis not for Pity that I move, 

His Fate is too aſpiring, 

Whoſe Heart, broke with a Load of Love, 
Dies wiſhing and admiring. 

But if this Murder you'd forego, 

Your Slave from Death removing, 

me your Art of Charming know, 

Or leave me mine of Loving. 
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But whether Life or Death betide, 


With Bacchus I'll ſpend the whole Night. 
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In Love tis equal Meaſure ; . 


The Victor lives with empty Pride, 


The Vanquiſh*d die with Pleaſure. 3 
SONG 1220, 


, Wil Phillis is drinking, Love and Wine 


in Alliance, | * 
With Forces united, bid reſiſtleſs Defiance; 


By the Touch of her Lips the Wine ſparkles 


higher, (double their Fire. 


And her Eyes from her Drinking, redouble s- 
Her Cheeks glow the brighter, recruiting their 


Colour, (Odour; 
As Flowers by ſprinkling, revive with freſh 
Eis Dart dipt in Wine, Love wounds beyond 
curing, | | 
And the Liquor, like Oil, makes the Flame, 
makes the Flame more enduring. 
By Cordials of Wine, Love is kept from ex- 
piring, (deſiring 3 
And our Mirth is enliven'd by Love, ard 
Relieving each other, the Pleaſure is laſting, 
And we never are cloy'd, yet are ever, arc 
ever a taſting. _ 
Then Phillis, begin, let our Raptures abound, 


And a Kiſs, and a Glaſs, be ſtill going round; 


Our Joys are immortal, while thus we remove 
From Love to the Bottle, from the Bottle, the 
Bottle to Love. a 7 


£68 


8 0 N G 1221. 
Hile 8 


W Partheniſſa walks, 

| And ſweetly ſmiles, and gaily talks, 
' A thouſand Shafts around her fly, 

A thouſand Swains unheeded die. 

If then ſhe labours to be ſeen, 

With all her killing Air and Mien, 

From ſo much Beauty, ſo much Art, 
What mortal can ſecure his Heart? 


SONG 1222 


I Hit I fondly view the Charmer, 
Thus the God of Love I ſue ; 
Centle Cupid, pray difarm her, 
Cupid, if you love me, do: 
Of a thouſand Smiles bereave her, 
Rob her Neck, her Lips, her Eyes ; 
The Remainder fill will leave her 
Power enough to tyrannize. 
Shape and Feature, Flame and Paſſion 
Still in ev'ry Breaſt will move; 
More is Supererogation, 
Mere Idolatry of Love; 
You may dreſs a World of Chloes 
In the Beauty ſhe can ſpare ; 
Hear him Cupid, who no Foe is 
To your Altars, or the Fair, 


Fooliſh Mortal, pray be eaſy, _ 
Angry Cupid made Reply; 
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Do Florella's Charms diſpleaſe ye? 
Die then, fooliſh Mortal, die: 
Fancy not that I'll deprive her 
Of the captivating Store; 
Shepherd, no, I'll rather give her 
Twenty Thouſand Beauties more. 


Were Florella proud and ſour, 
Apt to mock a Lover's Care, 


Juſtly then you'd pray, that Power 


Should be taken from the Fair : 

But tho“ I ſpread a Blemiſh o'er her, 
No Relief in that you'll find ; 

Still, fond Shepherd, you'll advre her 
For the Beauties of her Mind, 


SONG 1223. 
VV Hil the Town's brimful of Folly, 
And runs gadding after Polly, 
nn Glaſs ; 
Tel! me, Damon, where's the Pleaſure 
Of beſtowing Time and Treaſure, 
For to make one's ſelf an Aſs? 


I'm for Joys are leſs 
Where the Pleaſure's more extenſive, 
And from dull Attention free ; 
Where my Czlia o'er a Bottle, 
Can, when tir'd with am'rous 
Sing old Songs as well as ſhe, 
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W Hil I am ſcorch'd with hot Deſire, 
In vain cold Friendfhip you return: 
Your Drops of Pity on my Fire, | 
Alas! but make it fiercer burn. 
4h! would you have the Flame ſuppreſt 
That kills the Heart it heats too faſt ? . 
Take half my Paſſion to your Breaſt, 
The reſt in mine ſhall ever laſt, 


. SONG: 1225. 
! Hilſt I'm caroufing to cheat up my Soul, 
Oh how I triumph to ſee a full Bowl ! 
This is the Treaſure, - | 
The only Pleaſure, - | 
The Bleſſing that makes me rejoice and ſing. 
Thus while I'm drinking, 
Free from dull thinking, 
Then am I greater than the greateſt King. 


SONG 1226. Gently touch, &c. 

W Hilſt you jant it up and down, 
Thro* the noiſy reſtleſs Town, 

Viewing Faſhions, ſtudying Man, 
Sill a Here-and-there-ian ; 
Or at Plays admiring t 
Harlequin's prodigious Wit, 
How d'ye think my Hours I ſpend ? 
ancy thus, poor Country Friend, 


IARY: 


Driving far Diſeaſe and Vice; 
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With freſh Air and Exertiſe, 


U. 


Lull'd at Night with calm Repoſe, 
What your City little knows, ' 
Nothing interrupts my Eaſe," * 4 
But I riſe whene'er I pleaſe : 
Careleſs Dreſs, and plainly feed, 1 
In the Grove I walk and read ; | 
With eaſy Pad I take the Air; 
Now and then I courſe the Hare. 


Cleanly Phillis ſets my Salt, 

Truſty Roger brews my Malt ; 

Chearful Neighbours at my Call, 

When diſpos d, tb chat withat : a 
Thus, unknown to Fame and Strife, 
Stealing thro* the Vale of Life. 


SONG 1227. 


W Hilſt I gaze on Gliloe trembling, 
Strait her Eyes my Fate declare 
When ſhe ſites, I fear diſſembling, 
When ſhe frowns, I then deſpair, 
Jealous of ſome Rival Lover, 
If a wand'ring Look ſhe give; 
Fain I would reſolve to leave her, 
But can ſooner ceaſe to live. 
Why ſhould I conceal my Paſſion, 
Or the Torments I endure ? 
I will diſcloſe my Inclinatiorr ; 


Awful Diſtance yields no Cute. Rt : 
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Sure it is not in her Nature, 
To be cruel to her Slave ; 

$he is too divine a Creature 

To deſtroy what ſhe can fave. 


 Happy*s he whoſe Inclination _ 
Warms but with a gentle Heat, 

Never mounts to raging Paſſion; 
Love's a Torment if too great: 

When the Storm is once blown over, 
Soon the Ocean quiet grows; 

But a conſtant faithful Lover 
Seldom meets with true Repoſe. 


SONG 1228. 
Hilſt I with Grief did on you look, 
When Love had turn'd your Brain; 
From you I the Contagion took, 
And for you bore the Pain. 
Marcella, then your Lover prize, 
And be not too ſevere : 
Uſe well the Conqueſt of your Eyes, 
For Pride has coſt you dear. 
Ambroſio treats your Flames with Scorn, 
And racks your tender Mind ; 
Withdraw your Smiles, and Frowns return, 
And pay him in his Kind, 


SONG 1229. 


N Hilit Strephon on fair Chloe hung, 
And gently wood, and ſweetly ſung 3 
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The Nymph, in a diſdainful Air, | 
Thus ſmiling, mock'd the Shepherd's Cary 


Swain, I know, that you diſcover 


In my Form a thouſand Charms; | \ 
Can you point me out a Lover, 

Worthy my encircling Arms ? 1 Br 
Boy, no more approach my Beauty, 

Till you equal Merit boaſt ; | 
To adore me is a Duty, Tl 


Thouſands witneſs to their Coſt. 
Stung to the Heart, the red ning Swaig Ti 
On the vain Maid retorts again, 

'F ooliſh Creature, ch 
Did each Feature 
Bloom beyond the Pride of Nature 3, v. 
Artful feigning, | 
Coy diſdaining, 
Vain Coquet, deſtroys them all: 
Go o er- bearing, 
Proud, enſnaring; 3 ? 
Lay a thouſand. Fops deſpairing; \ 
Then complying, 
Sighing, dying, 
To ſome Fool a Victim fall. 
Nymphs, like you, whilſt they're deceiving 


Angels all in Front appear ; 
But the Sot their Arts believing, | Ar 
Finds the Devil in the Rear, Th 
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The God of Love, ev'n he, thy Foe, 


SON.G 1230. 
W Hat Czlia's Eyes my Heart ſubdue, 
I liſt' ning bleſt her tuneful Tongue; 
But, doom'd my Ruin to purſue, 
I figh'd, and begg'd the fatal Song. 
I figh'd, &c, 
The heav'nly Sounds my Senſe oppreſs*d, 
My flutt'ring Heart forgot to beat: 
The Sighs forſook my heaving Breaſt, 


I ſunk, and fainted at her Feet, 
I ſunk, &c. 


the ſmil'd to ſee her Conqueſt ſure, 
Whilſt I inſenſible revive : 
Ye Swains, ne'er wonder at the Cure, 


'Tis in her Arms alone I live. 
'Tis in, Ec. : 
SONG 1231. 


\ Hilſt endleſs Tears and Sighs declare 
Thy lighted Love, and broken Heart 
The little Warblers of the Air 


In the ſoft Sorrow ſeem to ſhare, _ 

And plaintive Notes like Sighs impart. 
The Roſe, that late adorn'd thy Brow, 

And near thee glow'd with brighter Grace; 
And ev*ry Flow*r that bloom*d but now, 
Their fragrant Beauties penſive bow, 

Sweet drooping Copies of thy Face, 


Unſtrings his Bow, neglects his Dart; 
And ſoften'd with Louiſa's Woe, 
Does all his cruel Wiles forego, 

And ſilent, weeps his fatal Art. 


SONG 1232. 
W Hite as her Hand, fair Julia threw 
A Ball of Silver Snow ;_  - 
The frozen Globe fir'd as it flew, 
My Boſom felt it glow. 
Strange Pow'r of Love] "whoſe great Com- 
mand ne... * 
Can thus a Snow-ball arm ; 
When ſent, fair Julia, from thy Hand, 
E'en Ice itſelf can warm. | 
How ſhould we then ſecure our Hearts ? 
Love's Pow'r we all muſt feel, 
Who thus can by ſtrange magick Arts, 
In Ice his Flame conceal ? 
Tis thou alone, fair Julia, know, 
Canſt quench my fierce Deſire, 
But not with Water, Ice, nor Snow, 
But with an equal Fire. 


— 


SONG 1233. 


WHo would not gaze away his Heart 
On Mariana's Eyes, 

Di! not her high and juſt Diſdain _ - + 

The bold Delight chaſtiſe ? 
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Mirth and Joy ſhe ſpreads around, 
Like the Sun's chearful Light, 

When his returning Beams deſtroy - 
The Empire of the Night, 

Her Beauty with Amazement ſtrikes 
(If with no more) the Old ; 

Her Virtue tempers with Deſpair 
The Youthful and the Bold. 


Her Goodneſs ſo diſarms her Wit 
Of the offenſive Part, 

Whilſt others only- charm the Ear, 
She ſteals the very Heart. 


Let us no more defame the Fair, 
But learn to praiſe again; 

Bright Mariana's Worth demands 
A new and nobler Strain. 


So to the feather*d Kind the Spring 

. Reſtores: their wonted Voice; 

On ev' ry Bough they fit and ſing, 
And court their new-made Choice, 


SONG 1234. King John, &c. 

Who has eier been at Paris muſt needs 

know the Greve, 

The fatal Retreat of th* unfortunate Brave, 

Where Honour and Juſtice moſt oddly con- 
tribute | bet. 

To eaſe Heroes Pains by a Halter and Gib - 

Perry down, down, hey derry down. 
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There Death breaks the Shackles which Force a 
had put on, {but begun if y, 

And the Hangman compleats what the Jud O 

There the Squire of the Pad, and the Knight 
of the Poſt, 

Find their Pains no more baulk'd, and their 
Hopes no more croſt, 

Derry down, &c. 

Great Claims are there made, and great de. 
crets are known; [has his own: 

And the King, and the Law, and the Thie 

But my Hearers cry out, what a Duce doſt 
thou ail, | 

Cut off thy Reflections, and give us thy Tale. 
Derry down, &c. n 

*Twas there then, in civil Reſpect to harſh 
Laws, [Cauſe, 


And for want of falſe Witneſs to back a bad 2 
A Norman, tho" late, was oblig'd to appear; a, 
And who to aſſiſt, but a grave Cordelier, 
Derry down, &c. To 
The Squire, whoſe good Grace was to pen zz. 
the Scene, {ſhould begin: 

Seem'd not in t Haſte that the Show 7, 
Now fitted the Halter, now travers'd Fo 
5 , . ] 
And often took Leave, but was loath to de Al 
Derry down, &c, | 
Pay 


| a 
: 4 48 « 


What frightens you thus, my geod Son, ſays 
the Prieſt ? feſt. 
You murther*d, are ſorry, and have been con- 
O Father! my Sorrow will ſcarce ſave my Ba- 
con, [taken. 
For twas not that I murther' d, but that I was 
Derry down, &c. 
Pough! prithee ne er trouble thy Head with 
ſuch Fancies; [cis ; 
Rely on tlie Aid you ſhall have from St Fran- 
If the Money you promis'd be brought to the 
Cheſt, ſreſt, 
You have only to die, let the Church do the 
Derry down, & c 


And what will Folks ſay, if they ſee you a- 


fraid ? 
It reflects upon me, as I Knew not my Trade. 
Courage, Friend: To-day is your Period of 
Sorrow, [morrow. 


And Things will go better; believe me, To- 


Derry down, &C. 
To-morrow ! our Hero 
He that's hang*d before Noon, ought to think 

of To-night. I.truſs'd up, 
Tel! your Beads, quoth the Prieſt, and be fairly 
For you ſurely To-night ſhall in Paradiſe ſup. 

Derry down. 

Alas! quoth the Squire, howe'er ſumptuous 
the Treat, 
Farbleu! 1 ſhall have little Stomach to eat ; 


* 


ly'd, in a Fright z- 


For a Mahometan, 
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I ſhould therefore eſteem it great Favour and 
Grace, 

Would you be ſo kind as to go in my Place. 

Derry down, &c. 

That I wou'd, quoth the Father, and thank. 
you to boot, {muſt ſuit: 

But our Actions, you know, with our Duty 

The Feaſt I propos'd to you I cannot taſte, 


For this Night by our Order is mark'd for a 
Faſt, Derry Down, &c. 


Then, turning about to the Hangman, he faid, 

Dijon me, I pr ythee, this ——— 
Blade; 

For thy Cord, and my Cord both equally tie, 

And we live by the Gold for which other Men 
die, Derry down; &c, 


'SONG 1235, 
HO comes there ? ſtand, . 

And come before the. Conſtable 3. 
We'll know what you are. — 
What makes you out ſo late? 
Says the Midnight Magiſtrate, 
With his Noddle full of Ale, 
In a Wooden Chair of State. . 2000 
Whence came you, Sir ? "7 
And whither do you go? 
You may be a Jeſuit, for aught I know? 
You may as well, Sir, take me a 
Rr 3 * , 
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He ſpeaks Latin, ſecure him, 
+ He's a dangerous Man. 

To tell you the Truth, Sir, 
I am an honeſt Tory ; 
There's a Crown to drink, 
And there's an'End of the Story. 
Good morrow Sir; a civil Man 
Is always welcome : | 
Go, Barnaby Bounce, 
Light- the Gentleman home. 


SONG 1236. One long Whitftn- 


Holiday. 
W H © truſts quaint Urbanity, 
Ten to One, 
" Is undone 
By her Vanity: 
For, void of Humanity, 
Men will figh, 
Swear. and lye, 
But to enſnare, 
Since no Law binds Quality, 
Nor the Vews 
To a Spouſe, 
Ladies. beware | 
Nought but Liberality 
Is the Prop 
Wt Of your Hope, 
| * | A. And worth your Care, 
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Let Fools their fond Prattle vent 
But ſtrong Deed of Settlement ' 
Is Love's ſafeſt Battlement; 


All the reſt 
Is a Jeſt, 
SONG 1237. 


VV HO is Silvia ? what is he, 
That all our Swains commend her? 
Holy, fair, and wiſe is ſhe, 
The Heavens ſuch Grace did lend her, 
That ſhe might admired be, 


Is ſhe kind as the is fair, 2 
For Beauty dwells with Kindneſs? 
Love does to her Eyes repair, 
To help him of his Blindneſs, 
And being help'd inhabits there, 
Then to Silvia let us fing, 
That Silvia is excelling ; 
She excels all mortal Things 
Upon the dull Earth dwelling : 
To her let us Garlands bring. 


| SONG 1238. 

\ HO, to win a Woman's Favour, 
Wou'd ſollicit long in vain? 

Who, to gain a Moment's Pleaſure, 

Wou'd endure an Age of Pain ? 


Gi 
Fo 


Cir 


Is 


11 


Idle Toying, 
Ne er enjoying; 
Pleas' d with ſuing 7 
Fond of Ruin, 

Made a Martyr of Diſdain. 


Give me, Love, the beauteous Rover, 
Whom a gen'ral Paſſion warms; | 
Fondly bleſſing ev'ry Lover, 
Frankly proff ring al her Charms: 
Never flying, | 
Still complying, 
Train'd to pleaſe you, 
- Clad to eaſe you, 
Circled in her ſnowy Arms. 


SONG 1239. 


W Hoe'er to a Wife 
Is Iink'd for his Life, 

Is plac'd in moſt wretched Condition: 
Tho” plagu'd with her Tricks, 
Like a Bliſter ſhe ſticks, 

And Death is his only Payfician, 

And Death, &. 


To trifle and toy 
May give a Man Joy, 


When ſummon' d by Love or by Beauty: 3 


But where is the Bliſs in 

Our conjugal Kiſſing, 
When Paſſion is prompted by Puty? 
When Paſſion, &c. 
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The Cur who's poſſeſh * 
Of Mutton the beſt, { 50k 
A Bone he could leave at his Pleaſure 3 
But if to his Tail ,” KI 


"Tis ty'd, without Fail, 
He's harrafs'd and plagu'd beyond Meaſure 
He's harraſs'd, &c, 


SONG 1240. The deſpairing Lover. | 
W HY, Delia, ever when I gaze, 
Appears i in Frowns that lovely Face? 

Why are thoſe Smiles to me deny d _- 
That gladden every Heart beſide ? I 
In vain your Eyes my Flame reprove, P 
1 may deſpair, but ſtill muſt love. 

From ſweeteſt Airs I ſought Relief, 
And hop'd from Muſick, Cure for Grie : 
Fool that I was, the thrilling Sound - *' 
Serv*d only to encreaſe the Wounds . 7 © 
And while for Reſt I fondly trove, we 
Forgot that Muſick ſtrengthen'd Love, . 

To Pleaſure of a diff rent Kind, 
Soon undeceiy'd I bent my Mind; * 
I ſought the Fair, the Gay, the Voung, 
And dreſs'd and play d, and laugh d and ſungs 
Vain Joys, too weak my Heart to move, 
Ah what were you to her I love "Pi 

When drooping on the Bed of Pain. 4 1 
I look'd on ev'ry Hope as van: HH 
a Rr 4 Lo * 2 
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And Death's pale Shade feem'd how 


fn 7, 7 & the Wy 
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Where we muſt flatter him we hate, 
Or, what is worſe,” him we deſpiſe ! 
To broken Slumbers lie down late, 
And early to proud'Levees riſe ;. 
Muſt paſs our Youth in real Pain, 
For Eaſe in Age to hope in vain. 
Where we muſt change Day into Nights, 
Night into Day; at others Will; Vn 
Muſt take Diſguſts to give Delight, I 
And flight good Men to honour ill; 
Make many Foes, nay be our own, 
To gain a Friend where there is none, 
$54 


When pitying Friends ſtood weep rt: high 
d nigh, 


No Terror could my Flame remove, 


Or teat a Thought from her 1 love: 


Abſence may bring Relief, 1 cry'd, 


Arid ftraight the dreadful Hope I yd. | 


Alas ! in vain was every Care 

Still in my Heart I bore m Fai: 
Ah whither whither ſhall 1 3 
To ſhun Deſpair, of ay from Love ? | 


SONG 1 241. Saweet are the e 
W H ſhould we that Ambition call, | 
| To get at Court a fervile Place, 
Where to pleaſe one we flatter all, 

And muſt gain Honour by Diſgrac 1 


' Where; for our Pleaſure and our 


We fuffer Pain and Wearinefs ? 


Where all Things we muſt ſay, or do, 
Which fartheſt are from Mind, or Heart; 
ofe who run from'us purſue, 
And to gain Truſt, with Virtue part: 
Where we (ourſelves more high to raiſe) 


Our Faith and Honour muſt debaſe. 


”_ 


L 
* 


„ 


"a 


Where we mult ſay as great Fools ſay, *© 
Do.what {reat Knaves will have us do; 

'That we for Wits with Coxcombs may, 

FR. x Fools for Politicians go ; 

Fain Court-favour there and Praiſe, 


ws I al the World beſides Diſgrace, 


= 
* 
» 
. 4 = 
* a 
5 ” 
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WV we love, and why we hate, 


Is nat granted us to know 3 


Random C , or wilful Fate, 
Guides the Shaft from e 8 Bowe, 
If on me Zelinda frown, 4 
"Tis Madneſs all in me to grieve; 
Since her Will is not her own, 
Why ſhould 1 uneaſy live ? 
If I for Zelinda die, 
Deaf to poor Mizella's Cries, 
- Aſk not me the Reaſon why, 
Seek the Riddle in the Skies. 


" W 


SONG 1243. 
HY art thou dreſt, my lovely Maid) 


+4 


In 9 and Gems, and rich Brocade, 


0 
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When Gold, and Gems, and rich Brocade, 


Conceal thy Charms, my lovely Maid ! 


Why ſpend" ſt thou all this Time, and Care, 


To form thy Shape, to fold thy Hair ? 

Thy Shape unbrac*d, thy flowing Hair, 

More beauteous are without thy Care. 
Wou' dſt thou, indeed, be finely dreſt ? 

Put by this Robe which hides thy Breaſt ; 

Unbind.thy Hair, and bare thy Breaſt, 

Thou art, my Charmer I finely dreſt. 

Remove theſe Veſtments all away, 

Which like dark Clouds obſcure the Day : 

O let them not obſcure the Day. 

Remove them all, my Fair, away. 


Then ſhining forth adorn'd with Charms, 


Ah! let me fold thee in my Arms 
Tranſported, fold thee in my Arms ! 
And gaze and wonder at thy Charms. 


SONG 1244. 


W H Y ſhou'd a fooliſh Marriage Vow, 
Which long ago was made, 
Oblige us to each other now, 
When Paſſion is decay d? 
We lov'd, and we lov'd 
As long as we cou'd, 
Till Love was lov'd out of Us both; 
But our Marriage is dead, 
When the Pleaſure is fled, 
Twas Pleaſure firſt made it an Oath, 


If I have Pleaſure for a Friend, 
And further Love in Store: =o 
What Wrong has he whoſe Joys did end, 
And who cou'd give'no more ? » 
'Tis a Madneſs that he 
Shou'd be jealous of me, 9 
Or that I ſhou'd bar him of another; 
For all we can gain, FI: 
Is to give ourſelves Pain, 
When neither can hinder the other. 


80 NG 1245. 
w H Y ſhould a Heart ſo tender, break 2 
O Mira! give its Anguiſh Eaſe; 
The Uſe of Beauty you miſta ke, 
Not meant to vex, but pleaſe. , 
Thoſe Lips for ſmiling were defign'd, 1 
That Botom to be preſt ; 
Your Eyes to languiſh, and look kind; 
For amorous Arms, your Waiſt. 
Each Thing has its appointed Right, 
Eſtabliſh'd by the Pow'rs above 7; ; 
The Sun to give us Warmth, ee, 
Mira to kindle Love, .. 


SONG 1246. 
W HY, Nn why, why, why ſo pref- 


ſing 
The Heart you beg” $ e 
1 5 
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Aach Look, each Word, each Smile's affected, 


— 


The 


And inward Charms are quite neglected, 
Then ſcorn her, ſcorn her, fooliſh Swain; 
And ſigh no more, no more in vain. 


Beauty 's worthleſs, fading, flying; 


Who would ſor Trifles think of dying ? 

Who for a Face, a Shape would languith, 
And tell the Brooks and Groves his Anguitſh ; 
Till ſhe, *tillſhe thinks fit to prize him, 

And all, and all beſide deſpiſe him ? 
Fix, fix your Thoughts on what's inviting, 
On what will never bear the lighting : 

Wit and Virtue claim your Duty, (Beauty: 

They're much more worth than Gold and 
To them, to them, your Heart reſign, 
And you'll no more, no more repine. 


SONG 1247. 
HY ſhould our damn'd Tyrants oblige 
us to live (give ? 


12 the Pittance of Pleaſure which they only 
We muſt not rejoice 

: With Wine and with Noiſe ; | 

I vain we muſt wake in a dull Bed alone, 


_ Whilſt to our warm Rival the Bottle they're 


— 
Then * aſide Charms, 
And take up theſe * Arms, 


e The Glaſſes, | 
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*'Tis Wine only gives their Courage and Wit 
Becauſe we live ſober, to Men we ſubmit, | 
If for Beauties you'd paſs, 
Take a Lick of the Glaſs, 


*T will mend your Complexions ; and when 


they are gone, 
The beſt Red we have is the Red of the Grape, 
Then Siſters lay*'t on, 
And damn a good Shape. 


SONG 1248. 


W HY am I the only Creature, 
Muſt a ruin'd Love purſue ? 
Other Paſſions yield to Nature, 
Mine there's nothing can ſubdue : 


Not the Glory of poſſeſſing 


Monarch's\Wiſhes gave me Eaſe ; 
More and mote the mighty —_ | 
Did my raging Pains encreaſe. . 


Nor could Jealouſy relieve me, 
Tho” it ever waited near; _ 
Cloth'd in gawdy Pow'r to grieve me, 
Still the 'Monſter would appear : 
That, nor Time, nor Abſence neither, 
Nor Deſpair removes my Pain ; 
I endure them all together, 
Yet my Torments ſtill remain. 


Had alone her matchleſs Beauty 
Set my amorous Heart on Fire, 


it 


Age at laſt would do.its Duty, =: 
Fuel ceaſing, Flames expire, 

But her Mind's immortal Graces 
Make my Lowe immortal too; 

Nature ne er created Faces 
Can the Charms of Souls undo. 


And to make my Loſs the greater, 
She laments it as her own ; 
Could ſhe ſcorn me, I might hate her, 
But alas! ſhe ſhews me none: 
Then ſince Fortune is my Ruin, 
In Retirement IL'Il complain 
And in Rage for my undoing, 
Ne'er come in it's Pow'r again. 


SONG 1249. 
WHY do you fix your Eyes on me ? 
Why do your ſpreading Bluſhes rife ? 
Oh ! tell me what is your Deſign, 
Say, do you love me, or deſpiſe ? 
If you defpiſe me, wherefore turn 


You not your Eyes from me away; 2 


And if you do with Paſſion burn, 
To ſpeak it, why ſhou'd you delay? 
Do not my Looks declare my Heart 
To pity thee too much inclin'd ? 
But ſhou'd you ſcorn me, uſe no Art; 
To bear my Fate I ſtand reſign d. 
My Love, as yet a lambent Fire, 
By Kindneſs fann'd, may ſoon increaſe ; 
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Or damp'd with Coldnefs will expire, 
And leave both you and me at Eaſe. 


SONG 1250. 
W HY do my Looks my Thoughts betray, 
And ſudden Blyſhes in me fly! /; 


Why do I ſigh, and faint away, brad 
Since what I love wou'd have me die! 


Cou'd I but once on him prevail | 
To mingle with his Joy my Smart, 
That he might feel what now I ail ! 
But I'm too young to ſhew ſuch Art. 
AttraQtive Cupid, be my Care, 
And look with Pity on my Flame: 
O break the Chains that now I wear, 
Or bind Amintor in the.ſame !, 


Haſte to thy Mother, tell my Grief, - 
To help a harmleſs injur'd Maid, 


© That ſhe may quickly fend Relief, 


And ſave a Heart that is betray d. N 


80 Ne 
VV HY is your faithful Slave diſdain? 
By gentle Arts my Heart you gain d, 

Oh, keep it by the ſame! 2 


- 


For ever ſhall my Paſſion laſt, 
If you will make me once poſſeſt 
Of what I dare not * 

| | r 
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Tho* charming are your Wit and Face, 
*T'is not alone to hear and gaze, 
That wilt ſuffice my Flame; 
Love's Infancy on Hopes may live, 
But you to mine full grown muſt give 
Ol what I dare not name. 
When 1 behold your Lips, your Eyes, 
Thoſe ſnowy Breaſts that fall and riſe, 
Fanning my raging Flame; | 
That Shape fo made to be embrac'd, 
What would I give, I might but taſte 
Of what I dare not name ! 
In Courts I never. wiſh to riſe, 
Both Wealth and Honour I deſpiſe, 
And that vain Breath call'd Fame; 
By Love I hope no Crowns to gain; 
Tis ſomething more I would obtain, 
*Tis that I date not name. 


 $SONG 1252. 
| W HY fo pale and wan, fond Lover? 
Prithee, prithee, prithee why fo pale ? 
Wil, when looking well can't move her, 
Cooking ill, looking ill prevail ? 
Why fo dull and mute young Sinner? 
Prithee, prithee why ſo mute; | 
Will, when ſpeaking well can't win her, 
Saying nothing, nothing do't ? 


Quit, quit for Shame, this will not move, 


* The AV IAR 


V. 
This cannot, cannot, eannot, cannot tale ber 
If of herſelf ſhe will not love, | 
Nothing can, nothing can make her, 
take her, ith 


SONG 1253; Hallow Ev'n. 


W H Y hangs that Cloud upon thy Brow ? 
That beauteous Heav'n ere while ſerene; 
Whencedo theſe Storms and Tempeſts flow ? 
Or what this Guſt of Paſſion mean ? 
And muſt then Mankind loſe that Light, 
Which in thine Eyes was wont to ſhine, 
And lie obſcur'd in endleſs Night, 
For each poor filly Speech of mine ? 
Dear Child, how can I wrong thy Name, 
Since *tis acknowledg'd at all Hands, 
That could ill Tongues abuſe thy Fame, 
Thy Beauty can make large amends : 
Or if I durſt profanely try | q. 
Thy Beauty's powerful Charms t'upbraid, 
Thy Virtue well might give the Lie, 
Nor call thy Beauty to its Aid, 
For Venus every Heart tenſnare, i 
With all her Charms has deckt thy Face, 
And Pallas, with unuſual Care, 
Bids Wiſdom heighten ev*ry Grace. 
Who can the double Pain endure ? 
Or who muſt not reſign the Field 


s 
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To thee, celeſtial Maid, ſecure 
With Cupid's Bow and Pallas“ Shield? 


then to thee ſuch Pow'r is giv*n, 
Let not a Wretch in Torment live; 
But ſmile, and learn to copy Heav'n, 
Since we muſt fin, ere it forgive. 
Yet pitying Heav'n not only des 
Forgive th' Offender and th'Offence, 
But even itſelf, appeas d, beſtows 
As the Reward of Penitence. 


$ONG' 1254. 


W HV, Delia, when I tell the Pain 
Which I endure from thy Diſdain, 
Art thou not touch'd at my Complaint ? 
Oh ! did'ſt thou know the Cares I feel ! 
To what vaſt Height my Sorrows ſwell ! 
For Pity you'd relent. 


When at the glad Approach of Day 
All Nature looks ſerene and gay, 
And the pleas'd Birds their Joys oroclaim 3 5 
Then riſing Griefs my Boſom rend, 
And ev'ry mournful Hour I ſpend 
In ſighing out thy Name. 


Say, Charmer, can't this Torment move 
That Heart, which ſeems averſe to Love, 


\ To grant ſome Eaſe to my Deſpa.r ? 


Say, muſt I hope no kind Return? 
Maſt I with fruitleſs Paſſion hurn, 
And you as cruel be as fair? 
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SONG 1255. 


W HY cruel Creature, why fo bent 
To vex a tender Heart ? 
To Gold and Title you relent, 
Love throws in vain his Dart. - 
Let glitt*ring Fools in Courts be great, 
For Pay let Armies move; * 


Beauty ſhou'd have no other Bait 


But gentle Vows and Love. 


If on thoſe endleſs Charms you lay 
The Value that's their Due, 

Kings are themſelves too poor to pay, 
A Thouſand Worlds too few. - 


But if a Paſſion without Vice, 
Without Diſguiſe or Art, 

Ah Czlia ! if true Love's your Price, 
Behold it in my Heart, 


SONG 1256. 


W HV will Florella, when I gaze, 

My raviſh'd Eyes reprove ? 
And hide *em from the only Face 
They can behold with Love ? 


To ſhun her Scorn, and eaſe my Care, 
I'll ſeek a Nymph more kind; a 

And while I rove from Fair to Fair, 
Still gentler Viage find, 


* 
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But oh faint is ev'ry Joy, 
Where Nature has no Part; 
New Beauties may my Eyes employ, 
But you engage my Heart. 
So reſtleſs Exiles, doom'd to roam, 
- - Meet Pity ev'ry where; 
Yet languiſh for their native Home, 
Tho" Death attends them there. 


SONG 1257. 


4 W HY, lovely Charmer, tell me why 


So very kind, and yet ſo ſhy ? 

Why does that cold, forbidding Air 

Give Damps of Sorrow and Deſpair ? 
Or why that Smile my Soul ſubdue, 

And kindle up my Flames anew ? 

In vain you ſtrive with all your Art, 
By turns to freeze and fire my Heart: 

When I behold a Face ſo fair, 

So ſweet a Look, ſo ſoft an Air, 

My raviſh'd Soul is charm'd all o'er ; 

I cannot love thee leſs nor more. 


SONG 1258. 


1 HY all this Pride and Scorn, Miſs P- 


Your Siſter's fair, tis true; 

But ſtill to boaſt of Charms of Wit, 
What juſt Pretence have you? 
With equal Right the livid Moon 

Might boaſt her borrow'd Light; 
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And fancy, tho' the Sun ne'er none, 
The World would think her bright, 


Look down, ye Great, whom Titles crown; 


Some Pity on her ſhew ; 
She'd quit, (oh! do not on her frown) 
Her Friend, or G---, for you, 


SONG 1259. 
| OLD-MAN, 
WHY ſo cold? and why ſo coy ? 
What I want in Youth and Fire, 
I have in Love and in Deſire: . 
To my Arms, my Love, my joy; 


Why ſo cold? and why ſo coy ? 
WOMAN. 
*Tis Sympathy, perhaps, with you; 


You are cold, and I'm ſo too, 


' OLD-MAN, 

My Years alone have froze my Flood; 
Youthful Heat in Female Charms, 
Glowing in my aged Arms, | 
Wou'd melt it down once more into a Flood, 

| WOMAN. 
Women, alas ! like Flints, ne'er burn alone; 
To make a Virgin know | 
There's Fire within the Stone, | 
Some manly Steel muſt boldly ftrike the Blow, 
. 0 L D-M A N. " 
Aſſiſt me only with your Charms, ” 
You'll find Im Man, and ſtill am bold; 


1 


2 


= ! 


c © Xa KC = mi” + 


2 
2 


7. 


* 


You'll find I ſtill ean ſtrike, tho” old, 

I only want your Aid to raiſe my Arms. 
YOUTH. 

Who talks of Charms? who talks of Aid ? 

I bring an Arm 

That wants no Charm, 

To rouze the Fire chat s in a flinty Maid. 

Retire old Age, - ' 

---- Winter be gone: 

Behold ! the Youthful Springs come gaily on. 

Here, here's a Torch to light a Virgin's Fire: 

To my Arms, my Love, my Joy; 

When Women have what they deſire, 

They're neither cold nor coy, - . 


| SONG 1260. 
W HY Painter, you have done your Part, 
I own th' Intention bold and good: 
It finds ſome Paſſage to my Heart, 
Which nothing quite unlike her cou'd. 
But view again that Shape ! that Air! 
That Hand! that Eye! that Lip! that Cheek 


There's ſtill Abundance in my Fair, S 
Which you can't paint, which I can't ſpeak ! 


Am I not right ? once more behold ! 
Behold, and feel Conviction riſe ! 


Thy Lines are faint, thy Colours cold----- 


He fails, my Friend, whoever tries, 


Yet let him try, defie his Skill: 
Imile at the utmoſt Art can do; ; 
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Tell the Preſumer, if he wil, 
He may attempt Love's Goddeſs too. 


SONG 1261. Stay, Shepherd, Se. 


W H Y, Celia, ſhou'd you ſo much ſtrive 
Your kindling Paſſion to conceal ? _ 
Your Lips, tho' they Denial give, 
Yet all your Actions Love reveal. 
In vain you ſtrive, in vain, alas! 
The charming Paſſion to diſguiſe ; 
It glows, it bluſhes on your Face, 
And ſparkles in your ſwimming Eyes. 
Your Eyes, thoſe Emblems of the Heart, 
Still contradict whate'er you ſay, 
And tho* your Lips deny the Smart, 
Your Eyes are more believ'd than they. 


SONG 1262, Had 1 the World, &c; 


W HY, Lycidas, ſhou'd Man be vain; 
If "dounteous Heav'n hath made him 
Why look with inſolent Diſdain, (great ? 
On thoſe undeck'd with Wealth and State ? 


Can ſplendid Robes, or Beds of Down, 

Or coſtly Gems to deck the Hair; 
Can all the Glories of I Crown 

Give Health, or ſmooth the Brow of Cate? 


The ſcepter*d Prince, the burden'd Slave, 
The Humble and the Haughty die; 

The Pccr, the Rich, the Baie, the Prave, 
In Duſt without Biſtinction lie. 
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Go ſearch the Tombs where Monarchs By. 
_ once the richeſt Glories wore, 
Fled is that Grandeur they poſſeſt, 
And all their Greatneſs is no more. 


So glides the Meteor thro* the Sky, 

And ſweeps along a gilded Train ; 

But when its ſhort-liv'd Beauties die, 
Diffolves to common Air again. 


— 
SONG 1263. I the pleaſant, &c. 

W Ill the Linnet fly the Snare, | 
Wen tempted by a pleaſing Bait? 

And the Voice enchants her Ear, 

Of her long-loſt warbling Mate ? 
Will the Woman e'er deſpiſe, b 
The Sight which charms her Eyes? 

Or be ſo far unwiſe, 

To caſt away Gold, her Virtue to hold p . 
If ſuch a Thing is done, {4 
The Fair who can't be won, 

May furely retrieve all we loſt by Dame Eve, 

And at Court may die a Nun. ö 


8 ON D 1264. | 
WW Ill you credit a Miſer, 'tis' Gold makes 
us wiſe, 
The Bliſs of his Life, the Joy of his Eyes 8 
And aſk a fond Lover, where Wiſdom he 
places, (her Graces 5 
To be fure in his Miſtreſs, her Charms and 


* 
— 


. RY. 


But let the free Lad ſpeak the Joy of his Soul, 
"Tis a ſparkling Glafs, and a ſmiling full Boyl, 
The Miſer is wretched, unhappy and poor ; 

He ſuffers great Want in the midſt of full Store, 


The Lover's diſconſolate, mopiſh, and ad, 


For that which when und will ſoon make 
him mad. 
The Miſer's a Fool, and the Lover's an Aſs, 
And he only's Wiſe, who adores the full Glaſs, 
Let the Miſer then hug up his ill-gotten Pelf, 
And to feed empty Bags, may he ſtarve his 
own ſelf : (Deſpair, 
Let the Lover ſtill anguiſh *twixt Hope and 
And doat on a Face as inconſtant as fait: 
But ſtill may his Bliſs be as great as his Soul, 
Who pays no Devoir but to Wine and the ä 


„ 
0 Ill ye go to the Ew-bughts, Marion, : 
And wear in the Sheep wi' me; 
The Sunſhine's ſweet, my Marion, 1 
But nae haff ſac ſweet as thee, 
O Marion's a bonny Laſs, 
And the Blyth blinks in her Eye ; 
And fain wad I marry Marion, 
Gin Marion wad marry me. 
There's Gowd in your Garters, Marion, 
And Silk on your white Hauſe-bane ; * 
Fu* fain wad I kiſs my Marien TY 
At E'en when I come bent. e. + " 


At Kirk when they ſee my Marion ; 
But none of them lo'es like me. 
I've nine Milk-ews, my Marion, 
A Cow and a brawny Quey; 
In gi'e them a'to my Marion, 
Juſt on her Bridal Day ; 
And ye's get a green fey Apron, 
And Waiſtcoat o*th* London Brown, 
And now but ye will be vap'ring, 
Whene'er ye gang to the Town. 
I'm young and ſtout, my Marion ; 
Nane dance like me on the Green; 
And gin ye forſake me, Marion, 
, Pl! e'n gae draw up wi” jean: 
Sae put on your Pearlins, Marion, 
And Kirtle of the Cramaſjie; 
And ſoon as my Chin has nae Hair on, 
I ſhall come Weſt, and ſee ye. 


SON G 1266. 


Illy was a wanton Wag, 
The blytheſt Lad e er I ſaw, 

At Bridals ſtill he bore the Brag, 

and carried ay the gree awa : | 
His Doublet was of Zetland Shag, 

And wow | but Willy he was braw, 
And at his Shouder hang a Tag, 

That pleas'd the Laſſes beſt of a', 


= 
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There's braw Lads in Earnſlaw, Marion, | 
Wha gape, and glows with their Eye 


He was a Man without a Clag, | 
His Heart was frank without a Flaw g - - 
And ay whatever Willy ſaid, ' | 
It was ſtill hadden as 'a Law. 
His Boots they were made of the Jag, 
When he went to the Weapon-ſhaw 4. 
Upon the Green nane durſt him brag, 
The feind a ane amang them a', 1 
And was not Willy well worth Gowd? | 
He wan the Love of great and ſma* ; | 
For after he the Bride had kiſs*d, 
He kiſs d the Laſſes hale-ſale a. 
Sae merrily round the Ring they row d, 
When be the Hand he led them a', 
And Smack on Smack on them beſtow d, 
By Virtue of a Standing Law. 4 


And.was nae Willy a great Lown, 

As ſhyre a Lick as e er was ſeen ? 
When he danc'd with the Laſſes round, 

The Bridegroom ſpeer*d where he had been. 
Quoth Willy, I've been at the Ring, 

With bobbing, faith, my Shanks are fair ; 


Gae ca* your Bride and Maidens in, 


For Willy he now do nae mair. 
Then reſt ye, Willy, I'll gas out, 4 
And for a Wee fill up the Ring; 
But, Shame light on his ſouple Snout, 
He wanted Willy's _— Fling: 
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Then ftraight he to the Bride did fare, 


Says, weel's me on your bonny Face; 


With bobbing Willy's Shanks are fair, 
And I come now to fili his Place. 


Bridegroom, ſhe ſays, you'll ſpoil the Dance, 


And -at the Ring you'll ay be lag, 
Unleſs like Willy ye advance; 

(O! Willy has a wanton Leg) 
For wi't he learns us a' to the ſteer, 


And foremoſt. ay bears up the Ring; 


We will find nae ſic dancing here, 


If we want Willy's wanton Fling. | 


SONG 1267. 
Ine does Wonders ev'ry Day, 


Makes the Heavy Light and Gay; 


Throws off all their Melancholy: 
Makes the Wiſeſt go aſtray, 
And the Buſy toy and play, 

And the Poor and Needy jolly. 


Wine makes trembling Cowards bold, 
Men in Years forget they're old ; 


Women leave their coy Diſdaining, 
Who till then were ſhy and cold; 
Makes a Niggard ſlight his Gold, 

And the Foppiſn entertaining. | 

SONG 1268. 
Ine, Wine in- a Morning, 
Maes us frolick and gay, 


That like Eagles we ſoar 
In the Pride of the Day? + 
Gouty Sots of the Night 
Only find a Decay. 
*Tis the Sun ripes the Grape, 
And to drinking gives Light z 
We imitate him, | | 
When by Noon we're at height; 
They ſteal Wine, who take it, 
When he's out of Sight, 


Boy, fill all the Glaſſes, 


Fill them up now he ſhines 3 
The higher he riſes, 

The more he refines ;_ 
For Wine and Wit fall, 

As their Maker declines. 


We a Miſtreſs gay and eafy, | 


Ever free to give Delight; 
Let what may perplex and teaze ye, 
Tis the Bottle ſets all right. 
Who would leave a laſting Treaſure, 
To embrace a childiſh Pleaſure, 
Which ſoon as taſted takes its Flight? 
Pierce the Caſk of gen'rous Claret, 


Rauze your Hearts, ere tis too late; 


Fill the Goblet, never ſpare it, 


That's your Armour gainil all Fata. 
3 


* 


; | 
22 14 
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SONG 1270. 

Inter thy Cruelty extend, —_— 
Till fatal Tempeſt ſwell the Sea; 

In vain let finking Pilots pray ; 
Beneath thy Yoke let Nature bend: 

Let piercing Froſt, and laſting Snow, 

Thro* Woods and Fields Deſtruction ſow ! 


Yet we, unmov'd, will fit and ſmile, 
While you theſe leſſerills create; 
Theſe we can bear ! but gentle Fate, 
And thou bleſt Genius of our Iſle, 
From Winter's Rage defend her Voice, 
At which the liſFning Gods rejoice. 
May that celeſtial Sound each Day 
With Extaſy tranſport our Souls, 
Whilſt all our Paſſion it controuls, 
And kindly drives our Care away 
Let no ungentle Cold deſtroy 
All Taſte we have of heav*nly joy. 


SONG 1277. 
WIT and Beauty once contended 
Which ſhould reign in Czlia's Arms ; 

Both an equal Claim pretended 

To be ſole Monarch of her Charms, 
Tu at laſt they both agreed 

To maintain alternate Sway; 
One by Night to bleſs her Bed, 

And one to win her Heart by Day. 
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SONG 12722. 
W Ith tuneſul Pipe and merry Glee, 
Young Jocky won my Heart; 
A blyther Loon you ne'er did ſee, 
All Beauty without Art : 
His ſoothing Tale did ſoon prevail, 
To gain my fond Belief: 
But now the Swain roves o'er the Plain; 
And leaves me full of Grief. 
Young Jemmy courts with artful Song, 
But few regard his Moan ; 
The Laſſes about Jocky throng, 
And Jemmy*'s left alone. 
In Aberdeen, ſure ne'er was ſeen 
A Loon that gave ſuch Pain; 
He daily wooes, and ſtill purſues, _ ___ 4 
Till he does all obtain. = 


But ſoon as he hath gain'd the Bliſs, 
Away the Loon does run; 


* 


And hardly will afford a Kiſs 


To ſilly me undone. 

Bonny Molly, Maggie, Dolly, 
Avoid my roving Swain; 

His wily Tongue beſurg you ſhun, 
Leſt you like me complain. | 


+ \SONG 1273, * 


W Ith early Horn 
Salute the Morn, 81 2 
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That gilds this charming Place: 
With chearful Cries, 
Bid Echo riſe, | 
And join the jovial Chaſe, ' 
The vocal Hills around, 
The waving Woods, 
The chryſtal Floods, - 
All, all return'd th'enliv*ning Sound. 


| 8 ON G 1274. 
wW Ith Arts oft praQtis*d and admir'd, 
A youthful Swain by Love inſpir' d, 
Long Time purſu'd a Fair. : 
Her Coldneſs, equal to his Love, 
Repuls'd his Hope, his Fears improve, 
And added to his Care. 


With Sighs and Tears, in vain he tries; 
But deaf to all his Pray' rs, ſhe flies 
As faſt as he purſues. 
To which he anſwers in Diſdain, 
By trying to augment my Pain, 
Yourſelf the Conqueſt loſe. 

*Tis true, I love you, cruel Maid, 
But Love with Love ſhould be repaid, 
To make our Bliſs compleat. 
Since I've requeſted, you've deny d, 
My Love as well as yours, is try'd, 

And I with Eaſe retreat, 
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SONG 1275. Moe, ny Heart, &;, 
W Ith broken Words, "rag down-caſt Eyes, 
Poor Colin ſpoke his Paſſion tender 
And, parting with his Grify, cries, _ 
Ah! woe's my Heart that we Ihould ſunde, 
To others I am cold as Snow, * 
But kindle with thine Eyes like Tinder: 
From thee with Pain I'm forc*d to go 
It breaks my Heart that we ſhould ſundet, 
Chain'd to thy Charms, I cannot range, 
No Beauty new my Love ſhall hinder, y 


Nor Time, nor Place, ſhall ever change 
My Vows, tho* we're oblig*d to ſunder, 7 


The Image of thy graceful Air, Cay A 
And Beauty which invites our Wonder, 
Thy lively Wit, and Prudence rare, 
Shall ſtin be preſent, tho“ we ſunder, L 
Dear Namph, believe thy Swain in this, I 7 
YpU'll ne' er engage a Heart that's kinder WF C 


Then ſeal a Promiſe with a Kiſs, 
Always to love me, tho” we 


Ye Gyds, take Care of my dear Laſs, 
That as I leave her I may find her: 
Wh th bleſt Time ſhall come to paſs, 

Ve'll meet again, and never ſunder, 


is * 
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I envy no Mortal, tho*' ever ſo great, 5 


SON G 1276. VNVor ſcorn I a Wretch for his lowly Eſtate 3 
With ey*ry Grace young Strephon choſe. But what! abhor, and eſteem as a Curſe,” : - 
His Perſon to adorn, - en Is Poorneſs of Spirit, not Poorneſs of Purſe, 
That, by the Beautiesof his Face, Then dare to be generous, dauntleſs, and gay, 
In Sylvia's Love he might find Place, Let's merrily paſs Life's Remainder away; 
And wonder'd at her Scorn. | | Upheld by our Friends, we our Foes may deſpiſe; 
With Bows and Smiles he made his Part; For the more we are envy'd, the higher weriſe, 
But ah! *twas all in vain: g N * 
& Youth leſs fine, a Youth of Art, SONG 1278. | 
Had tall'd bimſelf into her Heart, Wich artful Voice, young Thirſis, you, : 
And would not out again. . In vain, perſuade me, you are u:; 
With Change of Habits Strephon preſs'd, Since that can never be: N 
And urg'd her to admire e; For he's no Proſelyte of mine, 
His Love alone the other dreſs'd, 3 That offers at another's Shrine 
A Verſe or Proſe became it beſt, Thoſe Voves he made to me. "a 
And mov'd her ſoft Deſire. won aft 2 — fickle wav' ring Loon, 
f - ao ee rh BY That changes oftner than the Moon | 
nan; 1 8 ends, Courts each new Face he mess ; x 78 4 
MU rThere in Mnteif Boe fecks amends.; Fee e an ou, 
ir Convinc'd, that 2 Wit emi | Yet lily calls the bluſhing Roſe . 
A Beau is but an af. $1 5 His Quinteſſence of Sweets. * — 
107 5 | So Thyrſis, when in wanton Play yr, 
80 NG 1277. From Fair to Fair you fondly fg. ng 
Wun an honeſt old Friend, and a merry And ſteal from each a Kiſs; 
| . 'old Song, (long,) It ſhows, if what you ſay be true, 


And a Flaſk of old Port, let me fit the Night A ſickly Appetite in u 

And laugh at the Malice of thoſe who repine, And no ſubſtantial Blis, ler 

That they muſt fwig Porter, whilſt I can drink . 1 
Wine. 814 


— 
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For. you, inconſtant, roving Swain, Where famous Sidney.us'd to write, Bi 
Tho ſeemingly you hug your Chain, l lately had a Viſion, | 
Wou'd fain, I know, get free; Methought beneath a golden State; WV 
To ſip freſh balmy Sweets of Love, The Turns of Chance obeying,  ' 
From Bower to Bower wildly rove, Six of the World's moſt noted Great 7 
And imitate your Bee. At Piquette were a playing. - 
Then calm that flutt'ring Thing, your Heart, The firſt two were the brave Eugene, 4 
t it admire no other Dart; With Vendoſme Battle waging ; 57 
But reſt with me alone: | The next a Nymph, who to be Queen, 
For while, dear Bee, you rove and fing, Her Monfieur was engaging : NAY 
Should you return, without your Sting, The Fleur-de-lis old Maintenon, | \ 
© I'd not protect a Drone. With ſanctiſied Careroz * 
* * And next above the ſcarlet Don, | Ie 
SONG 127g. Queen Anne, and Gallick Nero. 1 
W Ithout Affectation, gay, youthful and The Game between the Martial Braves 
— IT 8 | Was held in diff rent Caſes, A 
Without Pride or Meannefs, familiar and witty; The Frenchman- got Quatorze of Knaves, . 
* Without Form obliging, good · natur d and free; But Prince Eugene four Aces; * Fe 
Without Art, as Jovely as lovely can be. * he the other's eldeſt Hand = 
20 the thinks, and thinks what ſhe ave Hopes to make a Jeſt ont, 
ING * , Yet now the Point who Ln gain d, W* 
Regardleſs alike both of Cenſure and Praiſe; Could only get the beſt on t. \ T1 
But her Thoughts, and her Words, and her From them I turn'd mine Eyes to fee 
Actions are ſuch, (much.) The Churchman and the Lady, 
That none can admire them, or praiſe them too And found her pleas d to high Degree, 
wo bo 0h Tad | Her Fortune had been ſteady. 
SONG 1280. The Saints that cramm'd'the Spaniſh Purſa, 
W Tthin an Arbour of Delight, ' She hop'd would all oblige her, "\ Wo 
| As ſweet as Boyers Elyſian, For he had but a little Terſe, . 0 


When the produc d Quint. Major. 


6 


EY . 


dut now betwixt the King and queen 
An Empire was depending, ” 

Within whoſe mighty Game was ſeen 
The Art of State-contending : 

The Monſieur had three Kings to win't, 
And was o'er Europe roaming 
But her Full Point, Quatorze and Quint, 

Won all, and left him foaming. - 


SONG 1281, Vo to win, fc, 
Woman, Nature's graeteſt Beauty, 
Was alone deſign d for Man; 
I therefore is each Mortal's Duty, 
To enjoy it whilſt he can. 
No more denying, 
Be complying, * 
Joys are nigh you, 
| outh will fly you, 
For our Life is but a Span. 
For, &c. pe wry 
Aſk old Mortals paſt the Pleaſure, 
If they would be young again, 
They'd give their golden Heaps of Treaſure, 
But they muſt defire in vain, 
Always whining, 
+ Ever pining, 
Always fighing, 
Ever crying, 
G8! that I were young againy 
* F176 + 
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Vield then quickly, Charmer eaſe me, * 
Whilſt thy Beauty's in its Prime; _ - 


The Joys I'm ſure I know will pleaſe thee, 


And no more be call'da Crime. 
Melting Bliſſes, 5 * 
Dying Kiſſes, 
Hearts inviting, 
- - Souls uniting, | 
All excite the happy Time, 
All, &. 4: 


F- SONG. 1282. | od 
Woman, thoughtleſs, giddy Creature 
Laughing, idle flutt'ring Thing! 
Moſt fantaſtick Work of Nature 
Still, like Fancy, on the Wing. 
Slave to ev'ry changing Paſſion, 
Loving, hating, in Extream ; 


* 


Fond of ev'ry fooliſh Faſhion, 


And, at beſt, a pleaſing Dream, 
Lovely Trifle ! dear Hlufion ! | 
Conqu'ring Weakneſs ! wiſh'd for Pain! 
Man's chief Glory, and Confuſion, 
Of all Vanities moſt vain. 


Thus deriding Beauty's Power, 
| Bevil call'd it all a Cheat; 
But in leſs than half an Hour, | 
Kneel'd and 9 > Celia'e Feet, 

| 4 
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Omen are wanton, yet cunningly coy ; 

Laſcivious, yet crafty, to make us obey : 

'When once they have noos'd us, triumphant 
they ride, 

And trample down Man, that was made for 
their Guide. 


Cho. But let them remember their Grannum. 


Eve's Fate ſlate. 
Leſt they ſmart for their Folly; repenting too 
This Creature was made a Helpmeet for Man, 
And ſo he approv'd her, deny it who can; 
But ſurely poor Adam was ſoundly afleep, 
Whilſt out of his Side this' dear Biefling did 
Cho. But let them remember, &c. creep. 
Old Painters Gd form them reſembling the 
Snail, [Tail; 
Their Honſe on their Backs was,and in it their 
Implying that Modeſty keeps ſomething i in, 
Tho' now they*ll expoſe all from Tail up to 
Chin. | 
Cho. But let them remember, &c. 


SONG 12 84. Ton bonheur oF Catharine, 


W Oman's like the flatt'ring Ocean, 
Who her pathleſs Ways can find? 
Every Blaſt directs her Motion; 
Now ſhe's angry, now ſhe's kind, 


AVTARY. 


Whirl'd a 


| What a Fool's the e 


id toſs q by ev r 
Can the B the Port recover 
Wen the 6lly Pilot's bland? . 


38 ON G 8g. 
W Ould * — of Fin 


You hee tickls her Fancy with Sweets and 
Ever toying and playing, and ſweetly, ſweetly 
Sing a Love-Sonnet, and charm her Ears; 
Wittily, x y talk her down, 
Chaſe her, and praiſe her, if fair or brownz 
Sooth her, and ſmooth her, 
And teaze her, and pleaſe her, [own, 
And touch 115 her Smicket, and all's your 


Do you N Widow well known in Man, 
With a Front of Afſurants come boldly on; 
Be. at her each Moment, and briſkly, briſkly 
Put her in Mind how the Time ſteals on; 
Rattle, and prattle, altho' ſhe frowẽn, 
Rouze her, and touze her from Morn to Noe 
And ſhew her ſome our 
You'll anſwer her Dow'r, - 
And get but her Writings, and all's your owl, 
Do you fancy a Punk of # Humour free, 
That's kept by a Fumbler of Quality, 
You muſt rail at her Keeper and tell her, teller 
That Pleaſure's beſt Charm is Varivey z © 


* 


swear her much fairer than all the Town, 
Try her, and ply her when Cully's gone; 
Dog her, and jog her, 
And meet her and treat her, 
And kiſs with a Guinea, and all's your own. 


SONG 1286. 
Jy Ould you know how we meet o'er our 
jolly full Bowls ? [ Souls, 
As we mingle our Liquors, we mingle our 
The ſharp melts the ſweet, the kind 
the ſtrong, 
And nothing but Friendſhip grows all the 
Night long : 
We drink, laugh, and celebrate ev'ry Defire ;. 
Love only remains our unquenchable Fire, 


SONG 1287. 
Would Fate to me Belinda give, 
With her alone I'd chuſe to live; 

Variety I'd ne'er require, 5 
Nor a greater, nor a greater, 
Nor a greater Bliſs deſire. 
My charming Nymph, if you can find 
Among the Race of Human-kind, 
„ A Man that loves you more than I, 

Pl you, I'll reſign: you, 

F'll reſign you, tho' I die. 
Let my Belinda fill my Arms,, 
With all her Beauties, all her Charms, 


2 


* 
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Till bleſt and bleſſing you ſhall own 


— 


* ; . * 
With Scorn and Pity I'd look dm © ©. ® 
On the Glories, on the Glorie, : 
On the Glories of a Crown. © 4 
SONG 1288. 
WW Ould you taſte the Noontide Air? 
To yon fragrant Bow'r repair, 
Where woven with the Poplar Bough 
The mantling Vine will ſhelter you. 
Down each Side a Fountain flows, 
Tinkling, murmuring, as it goes ; 
Lightly o'er the moſſy Ground, 
Sultry Phœbus ſcorching round. 
Round the languid Herds and Sheep 
Stretch'd o'er funny Hillocks fleep, 
While on the Hyacinth and Roſe 
The, Fair does all alone repoſe. 


All alone---and in her Arms 
Your Breaſt may beat to Love's Alarms, 


2 
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The Joys of Love are Joys alone. 


SONG 1289. 


Ould you be a Man in-Faſhion ? 
Would you lead a Life divine? 
Take a little Dram of Paſſion, (a little Dram 
of Paſſion) 5 
In a luſty Doſe of wm, p 4 


I., f the Nytyph has no Compaſſion, A4 As thro? the ſunny Lawn you ſtray, N. 
- Vain i is to ſigh and groan: | Dr ruſh along the gloomy Wood, — f 
Love was but put in for Faſhion, If you ſhow'd find my Wand'rer ſtray, 
Wine will do the Work alone. O tell whoſe Sorrow ſwells your Flood! \ 
| b a O tell my Pain, and tell him, I, bal 
3 SONG 1290. For Love, for Grief, and Damon, die ! 
4 E Shades, where fragrant Zephyrs blow, | 
| Y And ſhed around their roſy Dew ; | S-O NG 1291. 1 
Were whiſp'ring Waters gently flow, E Gods, ye gave to me a Wife, | 
And faithful Turtles fondly coo : | Out of your Grace and Favour, / 
Where I ſo oft have heard my Swain, To be the Comfort of my Life, 
My faithleſs Damon tell his Pain. And I was glad to have her. ? 
How gay, how ſweet was ev'ry Flow'r, But if your Providence divine, : 
That dreſt the Margin of each Stream, For greater Bliſs deſign her, | 1 
Where fondly Damon figh'd and ſwore, To obey your Will at any Time, it, 34 G 
And Vows and Love were all his Theme? I am ready to reſign her. 1 SK 
The Stream, the Flow' rs, the liſt' ning Shade, % 4. * 8 
All! all have heard the Vows he made. SONG 1204s 1. 
But fince my perjur d Damon flies, E gentle Galcs, that fan the Air, 
The Roſe that deck d the loneſome Bow'r Y And wanton in the ſhady Grove; 7 
Unheeded buds, unheeded dies, Oh! whiſper to my abſent Fair, J 
Its dewy Fragrance charms no more: My ſecret Pain, and endleſs Love: 8 
But as the calling Turtles Coo, And, in the ſultry Heat of Day, | 
I wiſh and call for Damon too, When ſhe does ſeek ſome cool Retreat, V 
Along the River's Side I lie, | Throw ſpicy Odours in her Way, yr, 
And weeping fill the Stream with Tears; And ſcatter Roſes at her Feet: - 
Fond Echo too repeats each Sigh, That when ſhe ſees their Colours fade, 
And ev'ry Grot my Anguiſh hears, And all their Pride neglected lie < 
Ah! gentle Echo, friendly Stream, b Let that inſtruc the charming Maid, „ ent 44 „ \ 


Convey my ſad Complaints to him, That Sweets not timely tzather d die: 
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YE 


And ITE aan Reſt, 
Let ſome auſpicious Viſion ſhew, 
Who 'tis that loves Camilla beſt, 
And what for her I'd undergo. 


SONG 1293. The Nymph that, &c. 

YE Nymphs and ye Swains, from the 

Groves and the Plains, 

Attend my Complaints, and give Ear to my 
Strains: 

No Lover in Story, or ancient or new, 

E'er ſuffer d ſo much from a Paſſion fo true. 


The Nymph I adore, neither cruel nor kind, 
To det _ averſe, to my Friendſhip in- 
clin'd : 
She ſmiles when I'm gay, when 1 
looks grave | hay 
She admits me her Friend, but diſowhs me her 


I tel} her I'm dying; ſhe aſks what I ail ? 
I fall at her Feet; but alas! twon't avail : 


She wonders why trembling I ſigh and com- V 


plain, (my Pain. 
And pities my Caſe, while ſhe laughs at 


A Boſom ſo frozen what Lover can bear? 

Then end bo O ye Powers! ſhall I hope or def- 
ir 

e an and kinder than ſhe, 

Who'll ſoon eaſe my Palos, we; as ſoon 8 

me ee? 2 


we 


, 


- 
a" 
* 


e | 
SONG 12 

Purple U #ha , 

When Love in Wreathes difpoſes 3 | 

Why guard ye fo your Treaſures, 4 

And grudge the Boy his Pleaſures? 

So mix'd with ſweet and ſour, 

Life's not unlike the Flow*r : 

Its Sweets unpluckt will languiſh,. 

And gather'd 'tis with Anguiſh, 

Then, lovely Boy, bri hither 1 

The Chaplet, e er it wi = * 

Steep'& in the various Juices 

The cluſter'd Vine uces. | 

This, round my moiſten'd Treſſes, ö 

The Uſe of expreſſes: 8 


Wine blunts the Thorn of Sorrow; Se _— 
Our Roſe may fade to morrow. S. 


SONG 1295. 


E happy Swains, whoſe Nymphs are kind, 
Teach me the Art of Love: 
That I the like Succeſs may find, 
My Shepherdeſs to move : 
Long have I ſtrove to win her Heart, 
But yet alas! in vain; 
For ſhe "till acts one cruel Part 
Of Rigour and n 0 7 


a 
o® 1 
wy 
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Whilſt in my Breaſt a Flame moſt pure 
Conſumes my Life away; 
Ten thouſand 8 4 N 
Langpiſhing Night and Day: 
Yet the, regardleſs of my Grief, 
Looks on her dying Slave; 
* unconcern' d, yields no Relief, 
o heal the Wound ſhe gave. 


What is my Crime, ob rigid Fate ! 
I'm puniſh'd ſo fevere? 
Tell me, that I may expiate 
With a repenting Tear: 
But if you have refolv*d, that I 
No Mercy ſhall obtain ; 
Let her perſiſt in Tyranny, 
And cure by Death my Pain. 


SONG 1296. Black ey'd Suſan. 

E Pow'rs! was Damon then ſo bleſt, 
To fall to charming Delia's Share; 
Delia, the beauteous Maid, poſſeſt | 
- Of all that's ſoft, and all that's fair? 
Here ceaſe thy Bounty, O induſgent Heav'n, 
I aſk no more, for all my Wiſh is given. 
I came, and Delia ſmiling, ſhow'd | 
She ſmil'd, and ſhow'd the happy Name 

With rifing Joy my Heart o' erflow d, 

I. felt and bleſt the new-born Flame. 
May ſofteſt Pleaſure ceaſeleſs round her move, 
May all her Nights be Joy, and Days be Love. 


. 
* 
= 
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D Name beyond Expreſſion bleſt! 


Theſe Ba 


She drew the Treaſure fram her rat, 1 " 
That Breaſt wherg Love and Graces play 


8 


Thus lodg'd with all that's fair and gay. 


Joo be fo lodg'd ! the Thought is Extaſy ! 


wala, SONG 1297. 
E filvan Powers that rule the Plaing, _ 
Y Where ſweetly Ae Fortha glides; 
| con cop to her Banks again, Hep 
ince there my c olly bides. 
Na Lect ice „nd Sec 
Where every fmiling Beauty meets 
Where Molly's Charms adorn the Plain, 
And chear the Heart of every Swain. 
Thrice happy were theſe golden Days, 
When I, amidſt the rural Throng, , _ 
On Fortha's'Meadows breath'd my Lays, * 
And Molly's Charms were all my Song. 
While ſhe was preſent all were gay, 
No Sorrow did'our:Mirth allay; 
We ſung of Pleaſure, ſung of Love, 
And Muſick breath'd in every Grove. 
O then ! was 1 the 1 Swain, 
No adverſe Forturie marr'd my Joy; 
The Shepherds figh*d for her in vain, 
On me ſhe ſmil d, to them was co. 
O' er Fortha's-mazy. Burks we ſtray d. 
I woo'd, I lov'd the beauteous Maid 


i 
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The beauteous Maid my Love return d, 
And both with equal Ardour burn'd. 

Oft on the graſſy Bank rechin' d, 

Where Forth flow*d by in Murmurs deep, 
It was my happy Chance to find 

The charming Molly lull'd aſleep; 
My Heart then leap*d with inward Bliſs, 

I ſoftly ſtoop*'d and ſteal'd a Kifs : 

She wak d, ſhe bluſh'd, to chide me fell, 
But ſmil'd as if ſhe Iik d it well, 

Oft in the thick embow ring Groves, | 

Where Birds their Mufick chirp'd aloud, 
Alternately we ſung our Loves, | 

And Fortha's fair Meanders view*d, 

The Meadows wore a general Smile, 
Love was our Banquet all the while : 
The lovely Proſpect charm'd the Eye, 
To where the Ocean met the Sky, 


Ye filvan Powers, ye rural Gods, 

To whom we Swains our Cares impart, 
Reſtore me to theſe: bleſt Abodes, _ 

And eaſe, oh ! eaſe my Love-ſick Heart ; 
Theſe happy Days again reſtore, 
When Molly al I ſhall part no more; 
When ſhe ſhall fill theſe longing Arms, 
And crown my Blifs with all her Charms. 


SONG 1298. 
YE Ou; that at Midnight ſpit Love at each 
other, 


Who beſt feel the Pangs of a paſſionate Lover; 


” 


TARY. 


Till of my Dear poſed, 
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I 8 to your Scratches and tattered Fur,” 
It the Buſineſs of Love be not more than to pure + 
Old Lady Grimalkin, with Gooſeberry Eyes, 
When Kitten knows ſomething 2 for why? -, 
ſhe was wiſe: er, 
You find by Experience the Love Fit's den 
Puſs, Puſs, laſts not long, but turns to Cat»" 
Men ride many Mites, [whores 
Cats tread many Tiles, | 
Both hazard, both hazard their Necks inthe 


Only Cats, if they fall Fray; 
| From a Houſe or a Wall, | 
Keep their Feet, mount their Tails, mount 

their Tails, and away. - 

SONG 1299. Ye Nympbs, *. , 
E Minutes ſwiftly move, | . 


That bear me to my Love 
When Phcebe's near, 
I'm debonair, 8 

And happier far than Jove: * 
Her every Charm, 
Her Power to warm 

The coldeſt Cynick's Breaſt; 
In each fond Sigh 
My Withes fly, 
To tell how I 5 

In Abſence die, 


F " ** 


"SONG 1300. The Milk-Maid. 


Nymphs and Sylvan Gods, 
That love green Fields and Woods, 
* | When Spring, newly blown, 
” *. Herſelf does adorn 
„With Flowers and blooming Buds ; 
Come ſing in the Praiſe, 
Flocks do graze, 
vonder pleaſant Vale; 
Oft thoſe that chuſe 
h 'Their to loſe, 
Andi in cold Dews, 
With clouted Shoes, 
Do carry the Milking-Pail. 


— of the Morn 
» Bluſhes they adorn ; 
And take the freſh Air, 
Whilſt Linnets p 
A Cancert on each green Thorn: 
. The Blackbird and Thruſh, 
On every Buſh, 
And the charming Nightingale, 
In merry Vein | 
Their Throats do train, 
To entertain 
The jolly Train 
That carry the Milking-Pail. 
When cold bleak Winds do roar, 
And Flowers can ſpring no more; 


— 


a 
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The Fields that were ſeeny - 
So pleaſant and green, 
By Winter all candy'd o'er. 
Oh how the Town Laſs, | 
Looks with her white Face, 
And her Lips of deadly pale ! 
But it is not ſo 
With thoſe that go 
Thro* Froſt and Snow, 
With Cheeks that glow ! 
To carry the Milking-Pail. 


The Miſs of courtly Mould, | 
Adorn'd with Pearl and Gold , : 
With Waſhes and Paint r 
Her Skin does ſo taint, 1 
She's wither ' d before ſhe's old: | 
Whilſt ſhe in Commode, | 
Puts on a -Load, 
And with Cuſhions plumps her Tail, 
What Joys are found : 
1 Ruſſet Gown, a | 
„ plump, and round, 8 
— weet and ſound, | | 
That carry the Milking Pail } 
The Girls of Venus Game, 
'That venture Health and Fame, 
In practiſing Feats, 
With Colds and with Heats, 
Make Lovers grow blind and lame i 


” 
ry 
: 
4 
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IH Men were ſo wide, 
To value the Price 
Of the Wares moſt fit for Salo, 
What Store of Beaus | 
Would pawn their Cloaths, 
To ſave a Noſe, 
By following thoſe 
That carry the Milking-Pail ! 
The Country Lad is free 
From Fears and Jealouſy, 
When upon the Green, 
He is often ſeen , . 
With his Laſs upon his Knee; 
With Kiſſes moſt ſweet 
He does her greet, 
And ſwears ſhe'll neter grow ſtale ? 
Whilſt the London Laſs 
In ev*ry Place, 
With her brazen Face, 
Deſpiſes the Grace 
Of thoſe with the Milking-Pail., 
SONG 1301 The Yellow hair'd Ladie. 
YE Shepherds and Nymphs that adorn the 
gay Plain, (Strain, 


Approach from your Sports and attend to my 
Amcngſt all your Number à Lover ſo true, 


Was ne'er. ſo undone, with ſuch Bliſs in bis 


View, © 


She knows me fincere, and ſheſees how I pine; 
She does not diſdain me, nor frown in fer 
Wrath, 


But calnily and mildly refigns me to Death. 
She calls me her Friend, but her Lover de- 
nies 3 (my Sighs. 
She ſmiles when I'm chearſul, but heargmet 
A Boſom ſo flinty, ſo gentle an Air, - 
deſpair ! | ; 


I fall at her Feet, and implore her with 


Tears: | (dears ; 

Her anſwer confounds, while her Manner en- 
When ſoftly ſhe tells me to hope no R 

My trembling Lips bleſs her in ſpite M 

rief, | 

By Night while I ſlumber, ſtill haunted with 
Care 4 

I tart up in Anguiſh, and figh for the Fair ; 

The Fair ſleeps in Peace, may the ever do © 
And only when dreaming imagine my Woe. 

Then 

Nor thinks he ſhou'd love, whom: the cannot 

admire: (Slave, 

Huſh all thy Complaining, and, dying her 


Commend her to Heay*n, and thyſelf tothe. 


Grave. 


7 


gaze at a Diſtance, nor farther aſpire, 


Was ever a Nymph ſo hard- 2 
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SONG 1302. 
VE Beaus of Pleaſure, 
Whoſe Wit at Leiſure 

Can count Love's Treaſure, 
Its joy and Smart; 

my Deſire, 

Mith me retire, 
To know what Fire 

Conſumes my Heart. 


Three Moons that haſted, 
Are hardly wafted, 
Since I was blaſted 
With Beauty's Ray ; 
— ſhews ye 
No Face fo roſy, 
No july's Poſy, 
So freſh and gay. 

Her Skin by Nature, 
No Ermine better, 
Tho that fine Creature 

Is white as Snow: 
With blooming Graces 
- Adern'd her Face is; 
Her flowing Treſſes 
As black as Slow. 
a She's tall and ſlender, 
She's ſoft and tender; 
Some God commend her, 
My Wit's too low, 


C* 


VIART. 
*Twere joyful Plunder, * N 
To bring her under; * of 
She's all a Wonder, | / 1 

From Top to Toe. 2 gie A 
Then ceaſe you Sages, 0 
To quote dull Pages, an 
That in all Ages 

The Mind is free: 

Tho great your Skill is, 

ſtrong the Will is, 

y Love for Phillis ; 

Muſt ever be, 0 49H 

' SONG 1303. 
YE Winds, to whom Collin complains 
In Ditties ſo ſad, and ſo ſweet, © 
Believe me, the Shepherd but feigns , | 
He's wretched, to ſhew he has Wit. 
No Charmer like Collin can move, | 

And this is ſome pretty new Art: 

Ah! Collin's a Jugler in Love, | 

And likes to play Tricks with my Heart. 
When he will, he can ſigh and look pale, 
Seem doleful, and alter his Face, 

Can tremble, and breathe out his Tale: 

Ah! Collin has every Face. 

The Willow my Rover prefers 
To the Breaſts where he once begg d to lie 

And the Streams that he ſwells with his Tears, 
Are Rivals belov'd more than I. 


by tg F< i 


. 


rr 


rr © 


aw} 


— 
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His Head my fond Boſom would bear, 
And my Heart would ſoon bear him to Reft ; 
Let the Swain that is lighted Yeſpair, * 
But Collin is only in jeſt. 
No Death the Deceiver deſigns ; 
Let the Maid that is ruin d deſpair 
For Collin but dies in his Lines, 
And gives himſelf that modiſh Air. 
Can Shepherds, bred far from the Court, 
So wittily talk of their Flame ? 
But Collin makes Paſſion his Sport: 
Beware of ſo fatal a Game. 
My Voice of no Muſic can boaſt, 
Nor my Perſon of aught that is fine; 
But Collin may find, to his Coſt, | 
A Face that is fairer than mine. 


Ah! then I will break my lov'd Crook, 
To thee I'll bequeath all my Sheep; 
And die in the much favour'd Brook, 
Where thou but pretendeſt to weep. 
Then mourn the ſad Fate that ye gave, 
In Sonnets ſo ſmooth and divine z 3 
Perhaps I may riſe from my grave, 
To hear ſuch ſoſt Muſic as thine, 


Of the Violet, Daiſy, and Roſe, 

The Heart's Baſe, the Lilly, and Pink, 
Let thy Fingers a Garland compoſe, 

And crown'*d by the Rivulet's Brink: 
How oft, my dear Swain, did I ſwear, 

How much my fond Soul did admire 
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Thy Verſes, thy Shape, and thy Air 
Tho? deck'd in thy rural Attire. 


Your Sheep 
That all your ſmall Subjects obey d; 
And ſtill you reigh'd King of that Heart, 

Whoſe Paſſion ycu falſely upbraid. 
How often, my Swain, have I faid, 


That thy Arms were a Palace to me 


And how well I could live in a Shade, 
Tho aderned with nothing but thee ? - 

Oh ! what are the Sparks of the Town, 
Tho? never ſo fine and ſo gay? 

I freely would leave Beds of Down 8 
For thy Breaſt, and a Bed of new Hay. 

Then, Collin, return once again, 
Again make me happy in Love; 

Let me find thee a faithful true Swain, 
And as conſtant a Nymph I will prove. 


SON G 1304. 
YE little Loves that houtly wait, 
To bring from Czlia's Eyes my Fate, 
Tell her my Pain in ſofteſt Sighs, 
And gently whiſper, Strephon dies.” 
But if that won't her Pity move, 
And the coy Nymph diſdains to Love, 
Tell her again tis all a Lie, 
And haughty Strephon ſcorns to die. 


_ 
Tet ** 


* 


ad N N 
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-hook you rul'd with fuch Art, 
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SONG 30s. 
* Virgin Pow'rs, defend my Heart 
From amorous Looks and Smiles ; 
m faucy Love, or nicer Art, s 
Which moſt our Sex beguiles, 
From Sighs and Vows, and awful Fears, 
» Fhat do to Pity move; 
From ſpeaking Silence, and from Tears, 
Thoſe Springs that water Love, 
But if thro* Paſſion I grow blind, 
Let Honour be my Guide; 
And when frail Nature ſeems inclin' d, 
There place a Guard of Pride. 
An Heart whoſe Flames are ſeen, tho' pure, 
Needs every Virtue's Aid; 
And She who thinks herſelf ſecure, 
The ſooneſt is betray'd. 
SONG 1306. The fourteenth of 
. Aober. 
E Gods! was Strephon's Picture bleſt 
With the fair Heaven of Chloe's Breaſt ? 
Move ſofter, thou fond fluttering Heart, 
Oh ! gently throb, ---too fierce thou art. 
Tell me, thou brighteſt of thy Kind, 
For Strephon was the Bliſs deſign'd? 
} or Strephon's Sake, dear charming Maid, 
L jdit chou prefer his wand ring Shade ? 
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And thou, 'Bleſt Shade, that fweetly art 
Lodged ſo near my Cloe's Heart, 

For me the tender Hour improve, (4 ' 
And ſoftly tell how dear I love. | ] 
Ungrateful Thing ! it ſcorns to 

Its wretched Maſter's ardent Prayer, 

Engroſſing all that beateous Heaven, 

That Cloe, laviſh Maid, has given. 

J cannot blame thee : Were I Lord 

Of all the Wealth thoſe Breaſts afford, 

I'd be a Miſer too, nor give G 

An Alms to keep a God alive. 


Oh ſmile not thus, my lovely Fair, 


Gn thoſe cold Looks, that lifeleſs Air; 
Prize him whoſe Boſom glows with Fire, 
With eager Love, and ſoft Deſire. 

"Tis, true, thy Charms, O powerful Maid! 
To Life can\bring the filent Shade ; | 
Thou canſt ſurpaſs the Painter's Art, 
And real Warmth and Flames impart, | 
But oh it ne'er can love like me; 

I've ever lov'd, and lov'd but thee: _ 

Then, Charmer, grant my fond Requeſt; D 
Say thou canſt love, and make me bleſt. 


SONG 1307. ] 

E twice ten hundred Deities, | 
To whom we daily ſacrifice z' _ 

Ye Pow'rs that dwell with Fates below, { 


And ſee what Men are doom!d-te do 


LY 
I 


7 


Where Elements in Diſcord dwell, 
Thou God of Sleep, ariſe and tell ; 


Tell great alla what ſtrange Fate 


Muſt on h 


Viſion wait. 


By the Croaking of the Toads, 

In their Caves that make Abodes ; 

Earthly Dun that pants for Breath, 

With her [well'd Sides full of Death; 

By the creſted Adder's Pride, | 
That along the, Cliffs do glide ; 

By thy Viſage flerce and black; 

By the Death's-Head on thy Back ; 

By the twiſted Serpents plac'd 

For a Girdle round thy Waiſt ; 

By the Hearts of Gold that deck 

Thy Breaſt, thy Shoulders, and thy Neck + 


From thy ſleepy Mankon riſe, | 
And open thy unwilling Eyes ; 


While bubling Springs their Muſic keep, 


That uſe to lull thee in thy Sleep, 
 $ONG 1308. 


YE fair injur*d Nymphs, and ye By 


s who 


deceive *em, [leave em; 


Who with Paſſion 


age, and without Reaſon 


Draw near and attend, how the Hero I fing, 
Was foil'd by a Girl, tho* at Arms he was 


King. 


Creſts, Mottos, Supporters, and Bearings 
knew ke, Ton: 


Derry down, &c. 


N } - E „ o 
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And deeply was ſtudy d in old Pedigree 3 


He would fit a whole Evening, and not with-" 


out Rapture, 


Tell who begot whom, to the End of the 


Chapter. Derry down, e. 
In forming his Tables, nought griev'd. him; 
but ſolely, 2 | | 
That this Man dy*d ccelebs, and that fine prole. 
At laſt, having trac'd others Families down, 
He began to have Thoughts of encreafing his 
oven. 222 Derry down, &c. 
A Damſel he choſe, not too flow of Belief, 
And Sip would be deem'd her Admirer in 


He blazon'd his Suit, and the Sum of his Tale, 


Was, his Coat and her Coat, join'd party per 
pale. Derry down, &c. 
In different Stile, to tie faſter the Nooſe, - 
He next would attack her in foft Billet-doux ; 
His Argent and Sable were laid aſide quite, 


Plain Engliſh he wrote, and in plain black 


and white. Derry down, &Cc.., 
Againſt ſuchAtchievements what Beauty cog 
fence ? Pretenee ? 


Or who would have thought it was all but 
His Pain to relieve, and fulfil his Deſire, 

The Lady agreed to join Hands with the 
Squire. Derry down, c 


t 2 


8 oP 
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YE Maidens, ye Wives, and young Widows, 


His Words bound him-not, fince hers did not 


confine her ; 
And this is plain Law, becauſe Miſs is a Mi- 
nor. N Derry down, &c. 


Miſs r Teply'd, that the Law was too 


If ſhe who is a Minor may not be a Ward ; 
In Law then confiding, ſhe took it upon her, 
By Juſtice to mend thoſe foul Breaches of Ho- 
nour. Derry down, &c. 
Ihe handled him ſo, that few would, I war- 
rant, . | ſrand : 
Have been in his Coat, on ſo ſleeveleſs an Er- 
She made him give Bond for ſtamp' d Argent 
and Or, | | | 
And ſabl'd his Shield with Gules blazon'd be- 
fore. 
Ye Herald's produce, from the Time of the 
Normans, lmance; 
In all your Records ſuch a baſe Non- perfor- 
Or if without Inſtance the Caſe is we touch 


Let this be ſet down as a Blot in his *Scut- 
EY © RE Derry down, &c, 
SONG 1309. 


rejoice, oice, 


Proclaim a Thankſgiving with Heart and with 


— - 
„ 
. 
4 
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The Squire in a Fret that the Jeſt went ſo far, 
Confider'd with Speed how to put in a Barr. 


Derry down, c. 


Since Waters were Waters, I dare boldly day 
Ye ne'er had more Cauſe for a Thanſgiving. 

Day. | 1 down 
For from London Tewn there is lately come 
Four able Phyſicians, who never wore Gown ; 


Whoſe Phyfic is pleaſant, tho“ their Doſes are 
large, | [ Charge, 
And you may be cur'd without]Danger or 
No Bolus, no Vemit, no Potion, no Pill, 
Which ſometimes do cure, but oft*ner do kill: 
ron or your Palate they ne er will diſ- 


Pleale, 

If you'll be adviſed, hut by one of theſe : 
For they have a new Drug, tis call'd, The 
_ _- Cloſe Hug; [look ſmug : 
*Twill mend your Complexion, and make you 
*Tis a fovereign Balſam, when once well ap- 

Ply'd, $a [dy'd. 
For tho? prob'd to the Heart, the Patient ne'er 
In a you need not be rob'd of your 


8 
For in yoeuriwarm Bed this Phyſic works beſt} 
What oy in the Taking ſome Stirring's re- 
quir d, | 
The Motion's ſo pleaſant you cannot be tir'd 
On your Backs you muſt lie, with your Bodigs 
rais'd high, 
And one of theſe Doctors muſt always be nigh, 


- Who ſtill will be ready to cover you warm; 


For if you take Cold, any Phyſic does Harm, 


= 
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ws 4+ TS Wet. }l os 


all 
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But before theſe fine Doctors will give their 
Direction, flplection: 
They always conſider the Patients Com- 
H ſhe has a moiſt Palm, or a red Head of 
Hair, [ſpate : 
She'll require more Balſam than one Man can 
If ſhe has a long Noſe, the Lord above knows 
How Gor 98g large Handfuls muſt go re „ 
| theſe, 
Ladies that have ſuch ill Symptoms as 
j Conciene * Honour ſhould pay double 


And 0 let us give to theſe Doctors due Praiſe, 
Whd to all kind of Perſons their Favour con- 
veys © [ſhown, 
On the Ugly, for Pity's Sake, Skill ſhould be 
But as for the Handſome, they're cur d for 
their own. . 
On their Silver and;Gold they never lay hold; 
For what comes ſo freely they ſcorn ſhould be 
ſold 2 1 ay, 
Then join with theſe DoRors, and heartily 
That the Power of their Phyſic may never 
decay. 
SONG 1310. 
E Minutes, bring the happy Hour, 
Y And Cloe bluſhing ber; 


Then ſhall all idle Flames be o'er, 
Nor Exe or Heart e wander more: 


645 
Both, Cloe, fix for ever on thee ; i 
For thou art all thy Sem to me. 
A guilty is a falſe Embrace ; 
Corinna's Love's'a Fairy Chace: | 
Be gone, thou Meteor, fleeting Fire, l 


And all that can't ſurvive Defire: e 
Cloe my Reaſon moves, and Awe 
And Cupid ſhot me when I ſaw. 


SONG. 2311. 
YE Swains that are courting a Maid, 

Be warn'd and inſtructed by * 
Tho' ſmall Experience I've had, | 
I'll give you good Council, ! | 
The Women are changeable Things, 
And ſeldom a Moment the ſame ; 


As Time a Variety brings, N 
Their Lc ok new Humours proclaim. 


But who in his Love would ſucceed, 


43 


And his Miſtreſs's Favour obtain, - | 13 
Muſt mind it as ſure as his Creed, wh 
To make Hay while the Sun is 

There's a Seafon to conquer the Fair 3 

And that's when bre 
To catch the Occaſion take Care ; \ 
When tis gone, in vain you'll effay.; _1 

Tt RET. 
_ 


» 4 > 
Z 4 * 


. 
3 


| Wha pants to AG thy bawmy Mouth, 
And in her Boſom hawſe thee, 
Love gives the Word, 
"Then haſte on board, 


SONG 1312. 
YZ Gales that gently wave the Sea, 
And pleaſe the canny 'Boat-man, 


Bear me frae hence, or bring to me 


My brave, my bonny Scot- man 3 
In haly Bands 5 
We join' d Our Hands, 

Vet may not this diſcover, 
While Parents rate 
A large Eſtate 

Before a faithful Lover. 


But Floor choſe in Highland Glens 
To herd the Kid, and Goat-Man, 
E*er I cou'd, for ic litthe Ends, 
Refuſe my bonny Scot-man. 
Wha firſt began 
The baſe ungenerous Faſhion 
Frae greedy Views, 
| Lave's Art to uſe, 
While Strangers to its Paſſion. 


Frae foreign Fields, my lovely Youth, 
Haſte to thy longing Laſſie, 
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Frae yonder 
My blith, my bonny Scot- man. 


SONG 1313- 


"ES, I could love, if 3 could find 
A Miſtreſs fitted to my Mind; 


Whom neither Gold nor Pride could move, 


To change her Virtue or het Love. 


Loves to go neat, not to go fine; 
ves for myſelf, and not for mine: 
ot City proud, nor nice and coy ; 


But full of Love, and full of Joy. 


Nor childiſh young, nor beldame old F* 
Nor fiery hot, nor icy cold? 


yy avely wiſe, to rul grab ; 


or fooliſh, to be poin 


Not 2 rich, nor ale poor 3 ' 


nor a reputed Whore. _ 
If 1 ps ole you 24 N „ 
Pray, Sir, Entitle me her 2 | 


$ONG-1314 
ES, all che World will fue agr0% 
He who's ſecur'd. of 
Will be intirely blen; 
But twere in n 


1 
"4 


| Fair Winds and tenty Boat-man, -# & 
Wat o'er, waſt o'er, nat 


= m7 wr” 


To make one Who has been ſo long 
My Queen, my Slave at laſt. ' 
Nor ought theſe Things to be confin'd, 
That were for public Good defign'd: - 
Could we, in * olim Pride, 
Make the Sun always with us ſtay, 
'Twould burn our Corn and Graſs away, 
To ſtarve the World beſide. | | 
Let not the Thoughts of Parting fright 
Two Souls which Paſſion does unite ; 
For while our Love does laſt, 
Neither will ſtrive to go away; . 
And why the Devil ſhould we ſtay, 
When once that Love is paſt, . 


SONG 133g. I Sampſon. 
Your. Charms to Ruin led the Way; 
My Senſe deprav'd, 
My Strength enſtav*d ; 
As I did love, you did betray : 
How great the Curſe, how hard my Fate, 


To pals Life's Sea with ſuch a Mats, 


SONG 1316. 


You that love Mirth, attend to my Song; ; 
A Moment yon never can better employ ; 


Sawney and Teagye were trydgix along, 
A bonny Scots Lad, and a dear Joy : 
They never before had ſeen a E. il, 


Nor had they heard ever of any ſuch Name ; 


ne A VIA RR "a7 
At laſt, — — they 


Teague very readily anfwer'd the Scot, 
5 Says e + ira find your ſell mickle miſ- 


As were walking, 
3 talking, 'fcame. 


Ha! ha! ſays Sawney, what do ye ca“ that? i 
To tell the right name o't I am at a Loſs, © 


Indeed I believe it's Shaint Patrick's Croſs. | 


Fir ie lo s Croſs, I can ſwear ; 
For there is his Bonnet, 
And Tartans hang on it ; 
The Plad and the FTrews our Apoſtle 4 


Nay, o' my Shoul, Joy, thou telleſht all bees, 
For Cn will ſwear, is Shaint Patrick's $ 
at, \ 
I ſhee't him in Ireland buying the Freeze ; 
And that, I am ſure, is the ſame that he 
bought: 
And he is a Shaint, much better than ever 
Made either the Covenantſh * or 
For o' my Shalwaſhion, Leaguet | ® 


He was my Relaſhion, 2 aguc. 
And had a great Kindneſh for werbe er mn 
Whereioryy ſays Teague, I will by my Shoul, I 
Lay 3 my Napſhackle, and take ot my 
ads | | 
And under his holy Croſs fet I will fall,. 
And ſhay Pater-noſter, and ſome 'of my 
Creeds. Tt4 ©. 
> * 


£ 4.2 
* 
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_ 
So Teague began, with humble Devotion, 
To kneel before Saint Patrick's Croſs : 


= 4 = * 
4 14 


The Wind fell a blowing, s 


And ſet it a going, 
And it Show our Dear Joy a torvibls Toſs. 


Savrney tehee'd, to ſee how poor Teague 
Graſs, . 


And none 4 roar*d out) of Saint Patrick's 
Croſs. 
But iſh it indeed, cries he in a Paſſion, 
The Croſs of our Shaint that has croſh me ſo 
Ypon my Shalwaſhion, - (fore? 
s ſhall be a Cawſhion, 
o truſt to Shaint Patrick's Kindneſh no more. 


Sawney to Teague then merrily cry'd, 
This Patron of yours is a very bad Loon, 
To hit you fic a fair Thump on the Hide, 
For kneeling before him, and begging a 
Boon: 
Let me adviſe you to ſerve our Saint Andrew, 
| 2 by my Saul, was 2 ſpecial le Mon; 
or ſince your Saint Patri 
| © Has ſerv*d you ſic a Trick, 
| ratz hn hang d up ere I'd — agaia. 


1 SONG 1317. 
Ve pretty Birds that fit and ſing 
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Lay ſcratching his Ears, and roll'd on the 
Swearing it was ſurely the De'il's Whirligig, 


And ſee how ſweetly Phillis walls 
* her guarded Alleys ; 

Go, pretty Birds, unto her Bow'r ; 
Sing, ptetty Birds, ſhe may not low'r, 
For Fear my faireſt Phillis frown, 

You pretty Wantons warble. 


Go, tell her thrq? your chirping Bills, 
As you by me are bidden, 

To her is only known my Love, 
Which from the World is hidden 3 

Go, pretty Birds, and tell her ſo ; 

See that your Notes fall not too low. 
For Fear, &c. 


Go tune your Voice's Harmony, 
And fing I am her Lover ; 
Strain low high, that ev*ry Note 

With fw 
Tell her it is Lover true, 
That ſendeth Love by you and you. 
Ah me! methinks I ſee her frown ; 
You pretty Wantons warble. 


Fly, pretty Birds, and in your Bills 


Bear me a loving Letter 
Unto my faireſt Pihillis, and 

With your ſweet Muſic greet her: 
Go, pretty Birds, unto her hie, 
Haſte, pretty Birds, unto her fiy, 
Ah me! . 


Conſent may move her?: 


my 7 a 2; 1 
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uu if you find her ſadly fir, Such Sin is no great Matter 
mo ork bag = Ange oh, | Accounted by a Saint. 
Until ſhe ſmiling raiſe her Hea 2 
Neꝰ er ceaſe until ſhe grant it: 2 he, ' My prep inny 
Your charming handſome Feature 
Go, pretty Birds, and tell her I. * Has ſet me all on Fire; 
As you have done, will to her fly 4 © You know what I defire ; 
Ab me | © There is no Harm in Love, &c.* 
8 O N G: 1318. A Soldier, ie, Quoth ſhe, © If that's your Notion, 
To preach up ſuch Devotion: 
you Friends to Reformation, such hopeful Guides as you, Sir, 
Give Ear to my Relation ; * Will half the World undo, Sir, 
For I will now declare, Sir, ers © If you ſuch Tricks approve.” 
Before you are aware, ir, ; The Parſon till more eager 
The Matter very plain, 
The Matter very plain | Than luſtful Turk or Negroe, 
ors Took up her lower Garment, 
A Goſpel Cuſhion-Thumper, And ſaid th H t 
Who dearly lov'd a Bumper, ee 


p According to the Text, &c. 
For Solomon, far wiſer 
Than any dull Adviſer, 


And ſomething elſe beſide, Sir, 
If he is not bely*'d, Sir: 


= n | Had many hundred Miſſes, 
C | To crown his Royal Wiſhes ; 
And for to tell you truly, And why ſhould ſuch as this is 
His Fleſh, was ſo unruly, " Make you ſo ſadly vext ? 
He could not for his Life, Sir, The frighted F le Quaker | 4 
nA as de * Perceiv' d what he would make her 3 22 PE, 
er pwr winder "og Was forc'd to call the Watch un 
: As 1241 overtake „ln, | And ſtop what he was hatching, 2 1 4 
She made his Mouth fo Wa To ſpoil the Light within, c. * 
15 And though be l They came to her Aſſiſtance, Fi 
EE * | | As ſhe did make Reſiſtance. | 1 
* 
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Againſt the Prieſt and Devil, 
The Actors of all Evil, 

Who were ſo grand uncivil, 

b Totempt a Saint to fin. 
The Parſon then confounded, 
Li Toſce himſelf ſurrounded 


With Mob and ſturdy Watchmen, 


*, Whofe Buſineſs tis to catch Men, 
1 In Lewdneſs with a Punk, &c. 
ine had ſome faint Excuſes, | 
And all to hide Abuſes, 
In taking up the Linen, 
5 Againſt the Saint's Opinion, 
Within her ſoft Dominion, 
0 ("4 Alledging he was drunk. 
But tho' he feigned Reeling, 
They made him pay for Feeling, 
F And lugg'd him toa Priſon, 
- To bring him to his Reaſon,” 
Which he had loſt before, &c. 
And thus we ſee how Preachers, 
That ſhould be Goſfpel-Teachers, 
How they are ſtrangely blinded, .. 
To co as our Divine did, 
And are fieſhly-minded, y 
1 ich any Whore. 


Fa 


2 J so 1319. Sure Marriage, Ic. 


Ou laugh to fee me fond appear 
* ot _— not worth the Part, fal, lal, rc. 
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A Wretch by Nature inſincere, 
And amorous by Art. Fal, lal, Ke. 


5 Wrong not a well- meant, honeſt Flame, 


To Lais undeſign d; fal, Jal, &c. 


Tis to her Sex, not her, I am 


So ardent and ſo kind, Fal, lal, Ac. 


Where's now the mighty Diff rence ſhewn, 
In what we diff rent do? fal, lal, &c. 


One feigns to all alike, and one 


To all alike i is true. Fal, lal. &c. 


As both have hundreds done before, 
Each other we careſs ; fal, lal, &c. 

Impartial ſhe loves no Man more, 

And I no Woman leſs. Fal, lal, c. 


S 0 NG 1320. 
OU mean] Beat 0 of the Night, 


Who poorly ſatisfy our Eyes; 
More with your Number than your Light, 
Like common People of the Skies; 
What are you when the Moon doth wen 


Vou Violets, that firſt appear, 
By your fine purple Mantles known, 
Like the proud Virgins of the Year 7" 
As if the Spring-was all your own 
What are ye the Roſe is blown ? 


You warbling Qhaunters of the Wood, 2 
Who fill oup Ears with Nature % FA 
Thinking For Voice i 15 underſtood | 


By meaner Accents ; what's your Praiſe, 

When Philomel her Voice does raiſe ? 
You glorious Trifles of the Eaſt, 

Whoſe Eſtimation Fancies raiſe, 

Pearls, Rubies, Saphire, and the Reſt 
Of glitt'ring Gems; what is your Praiſe, 
When the bright Diamond ſhews his Rays ? 

So when my Princeſs ſhall be ſeen, 

In Beauty of her Face and Mind, 

By Virtue firſt, then Choice a 
Tell me, if ſhe were not defign d, 
Th Eclipſe and Glory of her Kind? 

The Roſe, the Violet, the whole Spring 
Unto her Breath for Sweetneſs run; 

The Di'mond*s darken'd in the Ring; 
If ſhe appeap the Moon's undone, 

As in the Preſence of the Sun. 


SONG 1321. Gently touch, &c. 
YoU love, by all that's true, s, 
More than all Things here below z 
With a Pleafure far more great 

Than e' er a Creatue loved yet; 
And yet ſtill you ery; Forbear, 
Love me more, or love not here. 
Bid the Miſer leave his Ore; 
Bid the Wretched figh'no more; 
Bid the Old be young again ;j, 
Bid the Nun not think of Mans 
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What makes me love, makes you to hates 


= 
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Sylvia, when you this can do, . 
Bid me then not think of u. 
Love's not a Thing of Choice, but Fate; 


Sylvia, then do what you will, 
Eaſe or cure, torment or kill ; 
Be kind or cruel, falſe or true, 
Love I muſt, and none but you, 


SONG 1322. 4 I went, Se. 
Ou've heard, no doubt, how all the Globe 
Was ſoak d of old with Noah's Flood 3 
See ! here's a Globe that holds a Sea! 
A Sea of Liquors twice as good! 22 = 
Tol lol de rol. 2 
Had Noah's been a Flood like this, 
And Anak's Sons ſuch Sou's as I, 
They'd drank the Deluge as it roſe, 
And left the Ark, like Noah, dry. - 
Tol lol de rol. 


SONG 1323. 
Y OV little blind Deceiver g, Þ$ «.- 2s 
And tell thy beauteous Mather, © *- 
A ſtrong Reſentment I will ſhow,” 


Since ſhe does love another. 


What tho' her Air and Shape's , 
Yet ſtill I can withſtand her, : - 4 

I'll make the fporting Youth repine, - =o 
And ſhew him I'm : Sn Tt6 
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But if true Love hath no ERR, Bright Chloe, ev*ry Shepherd's Care, 
On that delightful Treaſure, And Flavia, faireſt of the Fair, Cle 
The Power I have Fl not neglect, Are now no longer free: | 
But ſeize her at my Pleaſure, Coy Delia felt unuſual Pain, S_ 
| All grieve to hear the Shepherd's Strain 15 | 
SONG 1324. Was, Jaime la Liberté. | Hi 
* Oung Phaon ſtrove the Bliſs to . The Vouth, by Inclination ſway'd, 
But Sapho ſtill deny d: A ſofter Tune had often play'd G 
She ſtruggl'd long, the Youth at laſt To ev'ry charming She: 
Lay panting by her Side. None fear Deluſion from his Tongue, 0 
Uſeleſs he lay ; Love would not wait Por all he ſaid, and all he fung 
£ — thay could both agree: Was, Jaime la Libertẽ. G 
idly languiſh'd in Debate, The treach'rous Boy thus play'd his Part | 
When they ſhould active be. In Triumph o'er each fomale Hear 3 [T 0 
At laſt, Come ruin me, ſhe cry'd, Oh! who ſo bleſt as he? | 
And then there fell a Tear: Who had each Nymph a Mother made, * 
F'll in my Breaſt my Bluſhes hide, While all he has, and all he faid, , 
Do all that Virgins fear. Was, Þ any la Liberte. | | 
O, that Age could Love's Rites perform, 15 N 
We make old Men obey ; | .  .S$ O.N:G-: * 92 5 
„ fiorm, Oung Cælia, in her tender Tears, f 
And en away. Y mg, Roſe-bud on its Stalk, TY 


| - Fill'd with a Virgin's modeſt Fears, ö 
ONG 1325. Stepp'd forth one Eve to, walk: ; 64 

8, once the jollieſt Swain She oft had heard of Love's blind Boy, 

charm'd the lift ning Plain, And wiſh'd to find him out, | 


You! . 


& Ty. ye to his Glee ; Expecting for to meet the Joy 
s around the Rover throng, * Of which ſhe'd been in doubt. 
Het tun'd his Pipe, and all his Song As pleaſing ſhady Grove ſhe ſpy d, 


* 9 la Liberte, Where tranblipg Aſpens hock; 


Ki 


1 —— A 
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Cloſe to its flow ry Verge did glide 
A murm' ring limpid Brook. 

Amyntor ſighing there ſne found, 
She heard him talk of Love; 

His Crook tay by him on the Ground, 
While thus he pray d to Jove. 

Grant, mighty Pow'r ! that I may find 
Some Eaſe within this Breaſt ; 

Crant, that my Cælia may be kind, 
And make Amyntor bleſt. 

Grant her to know the Force of Love, 
And of her Swain's Deſire; 

Grant but of me ſhe may approve, 
And more I lt ne'er require, 


SONG 1327. In vain, dear Chloe. 
Young Civiana, gay and fair, 
Known for her Wit and well-bred Air, 

A Viſit made one Day; 
Where Cymon, with an aukward Mien, 
Vnlpckily for him, came in, 

His Folly to betray. 
He bow'd and ſcrap'd, ne'er took his Chair, 
But would all round ſalute the Fair; 

Not only thoſe he knew, 
The Viſited; but the gay Belle, 
The Viſiter ; ab ! Shame to tell! 

The Blockhead kiſs'd her too. 


- + - 
(83 
And what was worſe, or was as bad, 
The reſt, by his Example led, 
Repeated the Affront; 
The Laſs did her Reſentment ſhow, 
She fnapt her Fan, ſhe bent her Brow 3 
Such Rudeneſs, fie upon't ! 


Fair-one, while thus your. Anger 3 
If Cy mon to the Place returns, 
As ſoon no Doubt he will ; 
Be there with twenty Virgins more, 
For Kiſſes three inflict threeſcore, 
You can't uſe him too ill. * 


Do at the ſelf-ſame Time and Place, 

That all may witneſs his Diſgrace, 
Repeat the Puniſhment ; 

With throbing Heart the guilty Clown 

Shall your impartial Juſtice own, 
And---fit him down content. 


SONG n 


Y Oung Orpheus tickl'd his Harp fo well, 
He gain'd fair Eurydice out of Hell, 
With a twinkum, twankum, tw ang 
Had ſhe been honeſt, as ſhe was Mr, 
Twou'd have been a great Wonder nder hb x” 0 
came there, 
With a twinkum, &. 


* 


The Devil releas d her for an old Song. 
Which was twinkum, twinkum, twinkum, 
twinkum, twinkum, twankum, twang. 


His Ardour ſtill encreas'd, 
And greater Joys purſuing, 


654 


% 


her Tongue, 


SONG 1329. 


OUNG Coridon and Phillis 
Sat in a lonely Grove, 
Contriving Crowns of Lilies, 
Repeating Toys of Love. 
But as they were a playing, 
She ogled to the Swain: 
It ſav'd her plainly ſaying, 
Let's kiſs to eaſe our Pain. 
A thouſand Times he kiſs d her, 
Laying her on the Green ; 
But as he further preſs'd her, 
A pretty Leg was ſeen. | 
So many Beauties viewing, 


| "He wanger d o'er her Breaſt. 
4 * * 
A laſtEffort ſhe trying, 
© His Paſſion to withſtand, - 
Cry'd, but 'twas faintly crying, 
Pray take away your Hand. 


>» 


The AVIARY. 
But *tis to be fear'd ſhe proy'd a Scold, 


and thereſore the Devil had got her in Hold: 
But for fear ſhe ſhould poiſon all Hell with 


Young Corydon grown bolder, 
The Minutes would improve; 
This is the Time, he told her, 
To ſhew you how I love. 
The Nymph ſeem' d almoſt dying, 
Diſſolv'd in amorous Heat, 
She kiſs*d, and told him ſighing, 
My Dear, your Love is great. 


| But Phillis did recover 


Much ſooner than the Swain: 

She bluſhing, aſk' d her Lover, 
Shall wenot kiſs again. 

Thus Love his Revels keeping, 
Till Nature at a ſtand ; 

From Talk they went to ſleeping, 
Holding each other s Hand. 


f 8 O N G 1 330. 

Y 0vNG I am, and yet unſkill'd 

H ow. to make a Lover yield: 
How to. keep, or how to gain ; 
When to love, and when to ſeign. 
Take me, take me, ſome of you, 
While I yet am young and true; 
Ere I can my Soul diſguiſe, 


Heave my Breaſts, and roul my Byes. 


Stay not till I learn the Way, 
How to lie and to betray ; 


Ii wg wy 2 wy wad 


wei tf, 


, The 


He that has me firſt is bleſt ; 
For J may deceive the reſt, 


Could 1 find a blooming Youth, 
Full of Love and full of Truth ; 
Briſk and of a janty Mien, 

I ſhou'd long to be Fifteen. 


SONG 1331. 


Y Oung Philoret and Celia met 
In an old ſhady Grove ; 
The Nymph was coy, 
The amorous Boy 
Still ſigh d, talk*d of Love. 
He prais' d her ace, her Air, her Grace, 
Her lovely charming Mien, 


With artfal Tongue the Shepherd ſung, 
And told a melting Tale; 
But all his Art 
Cou' dn't touch her Heart, 
Nor all his Skill prevail. 
Th' inſulting Fair, with ſcornful Air, 
Still mock'd the Love-fick Swainz 
| And while he figh'd, 
She Kill rzply'd, 
ad Pleafure in his Pain, 
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8 Y oung Bacchus when merry beſtriding his 


SONG 1332. 
Y Oung Cupid one Day wily, 
With well diſſemibled Art, 
Let fly an Arrow lily, - 
And pierc'd me to the Heart. 
A while I ſigh'd, grew ſtupid 3 
But to quit Scores with Cupid, 
I found a Way, which ſoon TUtry, 
Since Reaſon takes my Part. 
I'll teal away his Arrows, 1 
And ſweet Revenge purſue 2 „ frog off 
With Women's Hearts I'll head em, 
And then they Il ne*er fly true. 5 


SONG ( 
V Oung Cupid I fing 
To ſubdue me indin'd, 
But at length I a Stratagem found, IT 
That will rid me-of him, 52 
For I'll drink to the Rn, | 
And unleſs he can ſwim,... . , 
He like other Puppies will drown. 


SONG. 1334. Keds 


Proclaimed a W . ; Ten, 


"EE . : _ 5 : 


The 
The firſt that appear d was 2 Man of the Go. 


A jolly Parochial Prictt ; 
He fil d up his Bowl; drank a Health to the 


5 


Preſering it to the King ; ; (Church, 
Altho' he long ſince had left both in the Lurch, 
Vet he canted like any thing. 


The next was a talkative Blade * 
And i che Devil and all 

He 5 up the Devi all, 

s faſt as the Drawer could draw; 

But a Health to all Nobles he ſtifly deny'd, 
Tho luſtily he could ſwill, 

Becauſe, ſtill the faſter the Quality dy*d 
It braught the more rift to his Milt. 


"The, next a Phyſician to Ladies and Lords, 
eaſes all Sickneſs and Hes 22 'F 
AndconjuresDiftempers away with hard Words, 
Wich he 79 the Head of his Gains : 
| He ſtept from his Poach, fill'd his Cup to the 
And did freely agree, ( Brink, 
* ThatBatchus, who gave us ſuch Cordia to drink, 
Was a better Phyſician n 2... 


. ce who never read Law, 
Wich twenty mers behind: 


On pos. ea d, and ſtill bid them draw, 
. in bis 15 had drank himſelf blind; 


Then reeling away, they rambl'd in queſt 
Ot Drunkards and filts of the Town, 


That they might be p miſh'd, to frighten the 


0 — at ER (reſt, 


22 . 


AVIARY: 


The fifth was a tricking Attorney at Law, 
By 'Tallymen chiefly employ'd, 
Who lengthen'd. his Bill with co hy and 
[maw-draw, 
And a thouſand ſuch Items beſide ; - 


The Healths that he drank, were to Weſtmin« 


ſter-Hall, 
And to all the grave Dons of the Gown 
Rependum in Petro, durendum in Paul, 
Such Latin ſure never was known. - 


The laſt that appear d was a Soldier in Red, 


With his Hair doubled under his Hat, 
Who was by his Trade a Gentleman 


Tho' as hungry and poor as a Rat ; I made, 
He ſwore by his God, " tho he liv'd 95 his 
King, 


or the Help of ſome h Punk, 
That he would not depart till he made the 
Butt fing, 

And himſelf moſt confoundedly drunk. 
SONG 1335. The Spring's @ coming, 
| Y Oung Virgins love Pleaſure, _ | 
As Miſefs do Treaſure, _ ture; 
And both alike ſtrive for to hei the Mea- 

Their Hearts they will rifle, 
For ev'ry new Trifle, (Song: 
And when in their Teens fall in Love 

But ſoon as they marry, 

And find they miſcarry, [wasy! 
Oh] how they ſigh tna they were not mois 


7 
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| Go take your Farmer's Son, with, AINNy" 


Inſtead of ſoft Wooing, 
They run to their Ruin, 
And all their Lives NE ems, 


SON G 1336. 
Young Roger of the Mill, one Morning 
very ſoon, Shoon 3 


Put on his beſt Apparel „ his Hoſe and clouted 

And he a wooing went to bonny buxom Nell: 

Adzooks, cries he, could'ſt fancy me? I like 
thee wond*rous well. I like, &c. 


My Horſes I have dreſt, and gave them Corn 
and Hay ſthis Way, 
Put on m beſt 8 3 and having come 
Let's na chat a while with thee, my bonny 
e 
adzooka, cries he, coud'ſt fancy me? Ize like 
thy Perſon well. I like, &c. 


Young Roger, you're. miſtaken, the Damſel 


then reply ly'd; [Bride : 
Tam not in ſuch haſte to be a Plowman's 
Know I then live in Hepes to marry a Far- 


mer's Son, [I have done, 

171 it be ſo, ſays Hodge, I'll go; ſweet Miſtreſs, 
Your Horſes you have dreſt, as I have heard 
you ſay, [this Way, 


Put on your belt Apparel; and having come 

; _ > and chat a While. O no indeed not I; 
neither wait, nor chat nor 12 o- 
ther fin 0 y. , 


I need not tarry 
© There's buxom 


honeſt Heart, 
What tho* my Name be Roger that go to 
Plow and Cart, 
long, e er I do gain a Wife, 
oan, it is well known, the 
loves me as her Life. [as well ? 
Pray what of buxom Joan, can't I pleaſe you 
For ſhe has ne'er a Penny, and I am bouncing 
Nell: - , [himimile, 
And Ihave fifty Shillings jun; the 
Oh then my dear, I'll draw a Chair, and 
chat with thee a while. 


Within half an Hour's Space, this coe 


2 Bargain ſtruck, 
And I hope then with the Money they beth 
may have good Luck, 
I have forty Shillings, more, with which a 
Cow we'll buy z - © 
We'll join our Hands in wedlock Bands, then 
| who but you and 7 
SONG 1337. l 
V Oung Roger came tapping at Dolly's Win- 
dow, Thumpaty, thumpaty, mump; 
He begg d for Admittance, ſhe anſwer d hum _ 
no, Glumpaty, glumpaty, glump. 
My Dolly, my Dear, your true Love is here, 
Dumpaty, dumpaty, dump, 


No, no, Roger, no, as you come yo may go. 


Stumpaty, * Cs - uy 


* a 


E 


oney made - 


| 68. „ Tie AVIART 1 
on lers is thoReafon, dear Dolly, he cry d, Let's be gay, *. 
| Humpaty , —_—_ 3 While 4 
| That thus I'm caſt d unkindly deny d. Beauty a Flower defi in pe, | 
* Trumpaty, &c. Youth's the Seaſon, & Kc. ; 
1 Some Riral more dear, I gueſs has been here, Let us drink and ſport to Day, ( 
/-_  Erampaty, &c. Ours is not to morrow; 
. Suppoſe there's been two Sir, pray what's Love with Youth flies ſwift away, 
that to you, Numpaty, &c. Age is nought but 3 4 
- Oh! then-with a Sigh, his fad Farewel he Dance and Si ( 
took, Humpaty, &c. Time's on the \ 
And all in Deſpair, he leap'd into the Brook, Life never knows the Returm of Spring. I 
1 bed, e . 
ourage he cop . 
* Mampaty, &c. 3 1329. Is Bickerfafhs, G. I! 
He ſwam to the Shore, and faw Dolly „ Ne | 
e more, V O for dull thinking Foals, - 
Oh! then ſhe recall'd, and Seal him again, Who to Wiſdom make aukward 
| N But the World is ſo wiſe, 
1 es te. ran over the Plain Al Schetnes 8 
S Stumpaty, &c. 3 * Which prohibit th'enjoying five Senfts, \ 
Determin'd to find a Dam'ſel more king, = T'lirove and I'll range, M 
| Plumpaty, &c. Lovers I'll — 
. While Dolly'safraid, ſhe muſt die an old Maid, ce changing in F _ is common | 
. __ . 8 i a Nun W 
| « All fine Ladies ſhun, | 
+: 80 N G 1351. For Pleaſure's the BE = 
3 Outh's the Seaſon made for Joys, » SONG, 1340. A 
|: Love is then our Duty ; Your Gameſter, provok'd by his Loſs, 1 7 
© She alone who that employs, forſwegr y 
Wit 


We'll deſerves her Beauty. 8 And rail againſt Play, yet can nover erben 


Deluded with Hopes, what is loſt may be won, 
In Paſſion plays on, till at laſt he's undone. 


So I, who have often declaim'd the fond Pain 
Of theſe fatal Wounds, which Love gets by 
Diſdain; {drawn in, 

Seduc*d by the Charms of your Looks, am 
To expoſe my poor Heart to thoſe dangers again. 
Clariſſa, I live on the Hopes of my Love, 
Which flatters me fo,that you kinder will prove; 
In ſome lucky Minute I hope to Enjoy thee, 
And rout all your Forces in Arms to deſtroy me. 


My Fortune I hope is reſerv'd for this Caſt, 
To make me a Slave for all my Life paſt ? 

Be lucky this once, Dice ! *tis all I implore, 
TI gladly tye up then, and tempt you no more. 


SONG 1341. When the bright Gag, &c. 


Y Our Friendſhip I court, 
For a friendly Support; | 
My Guts are grown r: * 
My Belly complains 
Of the Want of my Brains, 
Which us'd to ſupply it with Timber. 
IfI ET Hog, 2 
A Smelt, a George, or a Teaſter : 
nay But here am I pent, a 
To keep a ſad Lent, 
Without any = of an Eaſter. 


The AVI AN T 


Vour obliged Servant, Ra. Argill. 


As any of Pope, or of Prior. 1 


— 
- 
- 
{ FY * 


I've ſent to my Bettes 
Many circular * | : 
Of this my diſmal C 
But you, Sir, I'm 
My Diſtemper will = 
Or a Halter muſt be the Phyſician. 
*Tis the firſt Time that I IE oo * 
E'er at Rhiming did try; | 
In which, if I had any Skill, 
In more elegant Way, 
As I ought, I would fay, 


P. S. I hope you'll excuſe 
My unpolite Muſe ; 
Did Bacchus my Fancy inſpire, 
Addreſs you I would, Ny 
In Verſes as good * g 


SONG 1342. 


Y 9ur Attempts are in vain 
I find you parſue me, 
For what would undo me, 
Pray Shepherd refrain ; 5 
If I ſhould believe you, N 
And think you a Lover, 
True Man would deceive me, i 
And ſoon grow a Rover, 
Such Love I diſdain, 
Vuz 


— „ 


_ "080; 
. You ſay, you'll watch while I ſhall play, 
And guard my Treaſure on and Day 
Alas too well I ſee .. 
| Throꝰ all your Wiles 
And flatt'ring Smiles, g 


. _ You ſoon would rob me of my Liberty. 


441 your Whining, 
| And your Pining, 

5 Never will to Love perſuade; 
Love that once was worth poſſeſſing, ho 
Th' Heroe's Joy, the Shepherd's Bleſſing, 
f No is grown an artful Trade. 


SONG 1343. 


Come, my Boys, come, 

he | | Come, my Boys, come, 
And merrily roar our Harveſt home: 
Harveſt home, 

Harveſt home, 


And merrily roar our Harveſt home, þ | 


Come, my Boys, come, &c. 


NY ou Hoy it is mow'd, and your Corn is 
reap'd heap'd ; 
8 Barns will be full,. and your Hovels 
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One in Ten, 
One in Ten, 
For why ſhould a Blockhead ha'One in Ten? 
One in Ten, &Cc. 


For prating too long, like a Block-learnt Sot; 


Till Pudding and Dumpling are burnt to Pot: 
Burnt to Pot, 
Burnt to Pot, 
Till Pudding and Dumpling are burnt to Pot: 
Burnt to Pot, &c. 


We'll toſs off our Ale till we cannot Rand, 


And hey for the Honour of old England, 


Old England, 
Old England, 
And hey for the Honour, &c. 


8 ON G 1344. 
Zo, P „ Ariſtotle, 

All were Lovers of the Bottle; 
Poets, Painters, and Muficians, 
Churchmen, Lawyers, 2 Phyſicians, 

All admire a pretty Laſs 
All require a chearful Glas: 
E' ry Pleaſure has its Seaſon, 


We ha' cheated the Parſon, we'll cheat him Love and Drinking are no Treaſon. 


ien, 


For * ſhou: o a Blockhead ha'Onein Ten ; ; 


T IT RS 


* 


* 

ot, 

T: 

A 

dts 7 

| a , all. 
A Aboon, abeve. ' 

Ae, one. 

Anes, once. 4 
Ablins, perhaps. 


Awn, own, acknow- ; 


' ledge, + 
Aſteer, ſtirring. 
Anither, another, 
ij of 47 of its 


athought, a lere. 
A-jee, on one Side. 
a, old. 

An, if. 
Air, LN 
Alten, often, b 
Ain, own, 
Aff, off. 
Aik, Oak. F 


A. 


Airth, er, or Cor- 
ner of the World. 


Aiths, Oaths. 


Amaiſt, almoſt. 
Ambry, Cupboard. 
Awa, away. 

Alane, alone; his lane, 
by bim ſelf. 

Aneath, beneath, 


11 Aſtymes, oft-times. 
 Albeit, abeit, altbougb. 


A-wie, a little. 
Ayont, beyond. 


B 
a Place 
E from FA 
Weather. 
Bairns, Children.” 


Bane, Bone, 


\ Bedralls, Beadles. 


N 


Beat, to help, or repair. 

Bend, to 424 

Benniſon, Bleſſing. 

Bewith, ES, 7 in 
the mean Time. 

Big, build. 

Billy, Brother. 

Bindging, bending, or 


court ing. 


Blink, to ogle, or glance 


with the Eye. 
Blyther, more joyful. 
Blythſome, glad. 
Blythneſs, ey. 


Bony, handſome, plea 
ant. 


Baith, both. 
Bught; Sheepfold. 


Byar, Cow-houſe. 
Braw, brave, fin ne,gau- 
mb d. 


* rich, aul * Braid 


OLI, 


Birks, Birck-T * IR 


Bats,  Cleaths ; 4% I 


2 . 
- — 
> © 
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Ex LANA TION of the Srotch Words. | 


Briſs, fo pre 7, or brui Co. 
Bombazs. 2 is 9. 
or affrigbe. = 
Blate, me- fac d. | 
Buſtine, white Dimity,, = 
Bad, Sid. | 
Braes, Hillocis. 23 
Burne, or Burnie, . 
Rivulet. x 


Bratling, runnin 
or falling ba * 

Bide, to bear, abide, or 
FR ans & 


Barlikhoods, Freaks, \ © 9 


N bim, Humeure. oY 


Rags, * 
Brachen, 4 ſort ＋7 
Broth, 


Brae, a rife Grounds, 
ys | 


* 


= 


x 3 3 l g. , 
1 enters, Biggands. 


Begunk, a. Trick, or 
Stratagem. 
Bairs, Bears. 
Bedeen, in antl . 
Bode, ro catel, | 
| Bot, or but, wicbout. 
3 Bow, or Boll, a Mea- 
* rt = Tx fo 4 Sack. 
__" YR 
— Hunting borns 
Bouk, Carta ſi. 


Baud, bold. 


Bicker, Sorol, or Cup. 
Bobit, /aced. 
Bodin, ed, or 258 


2 


Blob, a Globe, ls or Drop. 

Bluter, a arne 
fooliſh Fellboro. 

| Beek ,breeking,þasking. 

Buſk, adorn, dreſs. 
Bootleſs, in warn. 

#  Boutith, a Gratuity. 

| Belt, Girdle, ; 


Bourd, 


Blae-berries Blue- ber- 
res. 


Bowt, bolt. 


Blaw, blow. 


Bands, Hin 


| N . preſerve 


Fad an open Field. 
Baugh, fmple, of @ pi- 
tiful Loo 
Brock, a Badeer, 
Broach, a Buck/:. 
Ban, to curſe. 
Breeks, Breeches. 
to dally, or 
ta toit h. 
Brankit, um d 
Brander, a Gridiron. 
Brack, broken Parts, or 
the Refi uſe . 


* Braik, to love, or enjoy. 


Butt AF Benn, from 
one End , the Houſe 
to the other. 


| Bairnie, a little Child. 


c 


02 Calf. idem, 


Caf. if. 


Mm EXPLANATION 


Carlings, o/d Women, 
Id. boil” d Peaſe. 
Cawler, freſh, cool, 
Craig, a Rock, 
Craigy, rocky. 
Chirm, chirp, or 5 


Crove, a little Hutc 


or Lage. 
Corbies, Rawens. 
Cleck, to Rnd © or 
book up. 
Clute, be Hoof. 
Canty, merry. 
Couꝰ Aus cl not. 
Caulrife, "col chilly, 
Cockernony "the Hair 
bound up in @ Puff. 
Cadgie, m . 
Claiths, Clot 
Cauld, coll. 
Coofs, n 
Canny, . cau- 
tious. 
Coft, bt. 
Chiels, Few. 
Cleck, to batch. 
Ca'd or cawd, called. 
Cottars, Cottagert, Te- 


nants, 


| Canna, cannot, ö 


| Crummie, 


Curn, at 
Cry, to call, 2 
Ca', call, 


Cantripes, 


Spells and . 


Crack, to chat, t 
Claſhes, Tittle-tatthe 
Clock, a Beetle. 
a Ca'. 
Name, 


Cunzie, Coin, Money, 
Caſt, the Mein, or Cg. 
ture. 


Caſt up, to throw in - 


one's Teeth, to up- 
braid. 


Clag, Failing or In- 


perf ect jon. 
Clat, a Rake, 


Clatteran, 
chattering. 


' Cankart, — 
I 

T oi % Man. 

N Cawk, Chalk, 


V .- 
7 4 * 
= * 8 
* 


ey PSY A 1 nn 


A \ 


Dubs, dirty little Pools. 
Divet-Seat, Saat f 


green Turf. 
Darna, dare not. 


Deid, Death. 


Dings, excels, gets the 
amper. better; a | 
Crocks, lean & 
Croft, Corn-La 
Crouſe, brisk of bald. 
Crowd -Moudy,a fart 
of Water-Gruel, 
„3 
at, mad, 22 
Dowie, ſenſeleſs, 
Dory — $7 Doof, Fool, a. Fellow 
: TY 1 " quithaut Spirit. 
Dias, do_not, Dunt, to beat, or throb, 
Dike, a-#all, when apply'd to the 
Din, Noiſe. . | Heart. 
Dic'd, wweaved in Fi- Doughtna could not. 
| pow of Dice. Dowp, Arſe. 
Dauted, ford/al, made Doil'd, bewitch'd, in- 


ofe 


fatuated 01889 , 'gid- 
ay 


07 tbe Scotch Words. 


Dern'd,laid up ſecretly. 


Drammock, a ſort of © 

. 
mmgz, 2 

"OR 


FE ard, N ; 
Ettle, to attempt, 
or aim at. 

ng es 3 lfo Even, 

1 — 

Eaftlin, ca 

Eith, Eithly, . 


Elding, ho. 


Eild, ald 
Elf-ſhot, P 


Eaſt, ea 


net-firuck, 
;fhward. 


Ellwand, 4 Stick the © 


| Feightan 
Fraiſe, 


Meaſure of an EN. + 
Even, to impute to one, 
to compare, to liken. 

, to - "iy or be 
afraid 0 
— already. 
RR Waſp. 
Elrich, wil 


Eydent, diligent, con- 
Pant in any Thing. 
Vvu4s 


Fu * 


a 


Fe at 


png 4 


7 . 


of a Noll. oy * 


Fangle, „ New-fan- 


gle, + 


* Gam 


. þ 


ghting. 


alk, We 
Fowk, Folks. 


Flyte, to ſeald. 

Fell, cun or pr - 
dent. —_ 
22 to diabolaal 


Fab „ troubleſatie.. © 


Feg, Fig. 


Fae, Fs. 


ö «> 3 


> = 7 — * a N 
TIL * 
* 1 Wan > 
- N IJ 4 
* 9 4 
— * 
* * * 
4 
= 
FY © 


5 hy | 
Feirs, „ 
Fendy, ative, induſ- 


4 * 
4 \ ”. 7. £rLOusS. 


Fuauſe, * 6 


. 


IF Meaſure, confifting 


Fey, to be attended by a 
= Fatality; or, a For- 
_— getfulneſs, or Abſence 
of Mind. 


Foregainſt, overagainſ# 
Fundling, Foundling. 

Foryet, forget. 
Fand, fourd. 

Flighter, to flatter. 
Flype, to flac the Skin 


0 « 
Farder, Fart ber. | 
Farles, thin Oat-Cakes 


Fear, fleg, fo frighten, 


ws. . 


- Fenzie, to feign. . 


Fog, 2 5, | 
Fore, to the fore, in 
being, or remaining. 


hs 3 2 7 tr TI. | © TE 4 , TE. 
* 


2 - « <- % \ 
— * 
A *, U 
1 
> 


= 


Fain, fond, willing, 
Fawn, fallen. 
Fawt, Fault. 

Faſh, to trouble. 


Fleid, a righted. | 


Fraifing, Calling, or 
talling wvith « fooliſh 
ond , 

898 
AE, go; alſo gave. 
Gowans, Daiſies. 

Gowany, full of Dai- 

Sar rear. 
rane, to n, or . 

Granes, or 

Gar, to male, or force. 

Gat, got. 

Grein, to long for, or 

tbinſt after. 


e Gear, Goods, Wealth. 


Geck, to loath, or flout 
at. . 
Gif, gin, if- 


*Glowre, to ſtare. 


Glowring, faring. 


Gawn, going. 
Grip, i bold f.. 


hi 
* 


4 


«a4 


XPLANATION 


Grips, the bolding fa 
with the 1 
Gloom, a Frown. 
Gang, go. 

Ganging, going. 

Gie, give. 

Gabs, Mouths. 


Grace-Drink ; Grace- 


Cup. 
Greet, to cry. 
ane, gone. 
Gets, & Children, 
Giglit, Gilflirt, | 
Gate, the May; alſo 
hor Manner of a Per- 
on. | ; 
Guſty, 3 
Glee, 2 \ 
Gleed, Sguinting. 
Glen, a Yak, 
Gaits, Goats, ; 
Gade, _ 4 1 y 
Gawſy, jolly, or luſty, 
Gawky, 7 fooliſh. 
Wench. | 
Gree, Degree, 
Grit, great. 
Girning, grinning. 
Grat, cried. 
Gowd, Cold, 


E's 


( 


Foel. — 
Gates, Wi ys, Courſes, | 
H Ame, Home, - 

Hameward,bome- a 
card. 
Hartſome, gladſame, 
pleaſant. 


Hinder - Night, 44 
N. gbr. 
Haffet, Side of the. 
Face, 
Halucket, 1 

whimſical. 
Hale 7 evbole. 
Hinny, Honey. 
Hound, bunt. 
Hawſlock, Woo! next 
e he Wi nd-pipe. 


Hald, had, bold. 


Height, Top of the Hill. 
Howm, a Yalley by «" 
5 River 69 p 4 


Het, bor. 


 Healthfu', healthful. 


Haith, indeed, in faiths 
". 


Herds, Sewains, Shep» 
berds. 


Heh ! hab! 

Heffs, lodges, inhabits, 

Haleſome, wwboleſome. 

Heather-Braes, Hills on 
which Heath grows. 


Hidlings, lurking Pla- 
ces. | 


He'eryeſtreen, | 
Ni bt befe ore laſt. 
1 Pud- 

ng , 0 $S "; 
Pluck . _ 
Sezvet . EN, | 
Haff, half. 
Howk, to dig. 
Humlock, Hebel. 
Hawkys, Cows, * 
Hawdy, @ Midevi fe, 
Hing, bang. | 
Heather-Bells, Heath- 
Buds. 
Hechts, Promiſes. 
Hallon-Side, 3 a Holly 
Tree, % 
Hae, have, 
Ha? » Hall. 
Howt, 5 ! 


tb 


4 


HFHeugh, any ſteep Place. 


of Scotch Words. - 


Haflen, parely. 

Hool, the Sbell. 
Hobleſhew, a moöbbiſb 
Riot, or Quarrel, 

Haly, boly. 
-grey, 4 coarſe 
Hapt, covered up. 


Har ing » bopping, fal- 


in 
— and Brechoms, 
born about the Neck 
of a Cart-borſe. 
Hawrſe, to embrace, 
Heeſe, to lift. 


Hodle, to wadle in 
Walking. 7 


' Hows, Hollotus. 


1 
1 Lka, each, every. 
Jo, Sweetheart. 
Jee, to be in Doubt, to 
waver. 
ouk, fo blow. 


, IT hall, or will. 


Ingle- ſide, Fire- ide. 
Ither, other ; alſo one 


a not ber 


= g 


9 


Ingans, Onions. . 

Ill-far*d, i/}-fawoured, 
or ugly. 

Irk, weary, or tired. 


Irie, fearful of Appa- 


it ton. 
Iſhogles, Icicles, 
Ens, knows, 


known, 

Kiltit, ructed up. 

Kames, Combs. 

Kittle, to tickle 3 it 
alſo o ſignifies difficult, 
or ng erOous « 

Kail- Yard, Kitchen- 
Garden, 

Kirn'd, cburned. 

Kenna, het not. 

Ky, Cows. 

Kirn » churn, N 

Kent, à large Stick, or 
Sbepberd s Pole. 

Kairn, or Cairn, Heaps 
of Monumental Stones 

Kail, Colexworts. Id. 


* 

hs 

* 
45 


Kend, know, or 


< * 


Loan, Milking E 
Loſs, to 7 6 | > 
Lout, 0 ſtoop. l 
Low, Flame. 
Lown, 4 ly Venbe. 43 
ming, 4 
LT | 9 
Lang, EO + 
Loos, loves. 
Lowp, to leap. R 
Lowping, leaping. 
Leel, fincere,. : = 
Linkan of 3 : 
ly, or uy. _ 
Lee, fallow Land. | 5 
Leeſome, lovely...” 


, 


: 


* 


if 125 Yea 10. 


| Leaugh, 54 
I Lit, the Sky ; alſo to 
_ - rem sem. 


TL, 2 Precipice, or 
_ 8 2 
wwbence the 
. „all. | £ an 
is So Lave, the reſt. 
Langſome, tireſame, 
1 tedious. ” 
Laird, Landkrd ; in 
enera 3 
e. 


N e „ 


3 1 5 Li arb. : 
x eke, Larks. * 


Lin * bri: 

». merrily We * 
LIN Bowls, . 
E to learn. 


1 Ns. ART SS 

Leen, ts leave off, gu 

i. Vers, 

Landwart ccurrry, ru- 
ral, elrwniſh, 


3 | 
= he Pe oF the 


Fair threſb"d. 
Lows'd, unty d, las d. 
7 to 5 all behind. 


2 Alice. 

Leeze 5, Joh Phraſe 

one bes, 
or it pleaſed cuithb a 
Perſon. 

Lib, 0 gell. 

Loor, rather. 8 

Lucken, 22 1 to- 
gether, ar cloſe juin d 


to one es 


Mini 
Mair, more. 

, Mane, Moan. 

_ Limit, or Ber- 


MG MS. or 
to match. 
Mawking, a Hare. 
Mony, many. - 
nam at, or 
Motion to do 
any thi 
Miſlack, 2 
makes | 


Wi 


Meikle, much; 


 Manſworn, 


17 85 "EX PLANA TIO N 
| Meg - Dorts, Mrs. | 


Scornfel. .. 


Miſcaw?, to mu 
call Names. 


Meikleſt, 
Maiſt, „ 
TI 


Ms. muſt ney 
Muck, Dung. 
Mither, Mother. 
Meas, Mate. | 
Mirk, dard, to. darken. 
Merle, Merl; 
Mavis, the ruſs, 
2 
for ſworn. 
Mouſe - mark, any 
Mark rkejv'd by a 


Meiſe, to move. 
Mends, Revenge. 
Menſe, Manner. Id. 
to decorata. 


ar. 


. ; * 
Mennic, « c- 

Retinue. i ! 

Milſy to nb | 

Milk, 4 - 1 ! 

Minny, Mer her. l 

Motia-Megg * 4&4 

large Iron 2 1 

the i of Ta. 
burgh, capable 7 

bolding tuo P { 

{ 

( 

{ 

{ 

( 

( 

( 

& ( 

| Nibour, eig bbour. 0 

Nither, farwe or pin 0 

Nowt, Oxen. & C 


Nowther, neither. 
Needna — need not, 
Neiſt, 


Nocht, l 


mowed, 
No, not, 
New-cal,yo 
Nives, 4200 
Nor, than. 
0 
0 E, Grandebiil, 
Ony, any, 
Out - met 
over, ite £2 
* our- 
ſelves. 
Owrelay „ 4 . 
Gd. 
O'reput, to overcome. 
Oure, over, too much. 
Pr to writhe one's 
e , 
Or, ore 
Owk, Week, 
O't, of it. 


Oxter, Armpit. 
Owſen, Oxen. 


5 
Antry Burt 
P Pat, 24 


* 


8 


New - mawn, . Paughty proud, baugh- 


ry. 
Paunches, Tripe. . 
Propine, a Preſent. 
Peebles, Pebbles. 


Penſy lie, 2 
Peat pat, Peat 


Pit. 
Peet - ſtack, Stack of 


dry'd Peat, for Fir- 


3 rbb, a Highland 


Tune. 
Pickle, 4 ; ſmall Share, 
Pig, an carthen Pot, 


| Pillar, the Stool of Re- 


penta nce. 


Pine, Pain. 


Plet, to fold. Id, twp. 
Pow, a Skull. 
Powſowdy 7 Ram - 
1 — 2 

ig, te Gs 
Prises, P 4 
Prive, to ta e, or prove. 
Popilan, Ang. 
Paortith, erty 


Pon, I. fre 
Peat Ingle, 7 Peat: 
Pouch, Pec 


Of * he Scotch! 


Popchfu”, Pocken: full. 


Pawky y. aeg 
Pleugh, 4 Plough. 
Pith, Strength. 
Petred, fondled, pam- 
Per d. 
4 Pithleſs, Faint, weak, 
R 
R air, to roar. 
Rowing, Rowan, 
rolling. 
Row'd, roll d, ar wrapt 
Redd gb» to clean 7 2 
wp, alſo to 
tell, to be afraid, to. 
| ** Folks quarrel- 
Rental, > 
Revell'd, entang! 
Riggs, Ridges. 
Rin, vun. 
Rifards, Radiſpes. 
Routh, P lenty. he 
2 abundant, plenti- 
ut, 
Rent. 
Reeſting, 
Rant, #0 m2 


2 
- 2m 7 * 4 \ 
2 N R 
_ 82 FY 


* i. 
Pords. - 


- 


aſh, green, &7 young. 


5g | 
7 


Raſhy, r# 
over wit 

Raſhes, Ru 

Roos d, fprats ＋. 


Rouſted, grown Piffy 


or ruſty. 


Rew, to relent, repent.” 


. to low, ar. 
cat Noiſe, 


Rou es, 4 bard Nene. | 


Rock, «a Dia. 


Rever, Rewer, r Pi- 


rates 
Rucks, Ricks. a 
Reek, Smoke. 


Reo, . 1 1 
Rude, Croſs. +> | 
Runkled, uri l 
 Rung, s Club.ar St 


Ruſe, or Rooſe, 
_ praiſe. 
8 
Aft, 
XY 
Soughs,. Vi e. 
ae, ſo, 


* "4 
"EY 
** kd 


* Pn FX 


P - 
. <= 
* 
— x 
* E 


\ +44 


_ Av 
4% Savyt, Sale. 


= 


Bo Seim, A Aran. 
Sey, to oy, or try. 


5 


* 


Shanna, fball not. 

Shangy - mouth'd, er 
She-vil-gabit, wvry- 
"moutb'd, © 

| Sharn, Cow-dung, 

\ Shoo, a Shoe. 4 

Shore, to threaten. 

Skink, Strong Broth. 

Shack, Smart. 

Sneift, to ſnarl. 

Sniſhing, Snuff. 

Sodden, boil'd."* 


PR Sonſy, fortunate, 14. 


"4 
=, 


* 


8 4 een f 


Soum, 0 Fo 


ding, dry'd Whit 
Mo FI 
Stirk, a young Bullock. 
Stoup, 4 Prop, Id. a 
Pat for Drank. 
Strae, Straw. | * 
Streek, to CR or 


Stenzie; ts 
Swats, ſmall Ale. 


| _ 8 


ws, EXPLANATION. 


 Sweer ,unwilling , lazy. 
Swither, in Doubt. 


Seybows, young Onions. 
Spill, ſpoil. 

id, ſmooth, ſlippery. 
Syne, Aue, then. 
Smoor, ſnot ber. 
Smoor' ſmot ber d. 


Sma, ſmall. 


2 Snow. 
Sic, ſuch, ' 

uch an one. 

Sell, ſeff. 


Shaw, . alſo a 
woody few, | 4 


Shawn Wi 
- Sock, 2. or Pipe. 


Spring „4 Tune. 


- Spear, to ask. 


Sacbiens, fince it is ſo, 
Snooded, filetted, ty*d 


Skifing > Ag. 

Saul, -Soul. Pping 

Sair, ſore. . 1 

Sets, the Stri or 
; SUR 0 "Cllrs in 
Weavin 


22 Siler, Sifon 


Spraings, Stripes, 
Rows. 


Shave, a Slice, 

Singand, ſinging. 

Strack, ck. 

Shire, thin. 

A Shire-lick, a 
Fellow. ſharp 

Scart, fo ſerape 3 alſo, 
to ferareb. 

Skaith, Loſs 

Scads, ſca 


Seething, my 
Stend, to flalk 


ly. 
Stent, to tax, 65 to 
77 | & » 


r 


Sung, ing d. 

Snuff pi 1 a to 
tale Snuff... 5 if 

Slaw, flow, - _ 

Swat, weattd, | 

Slee, fly. | 

Skelfs, Shelfe. 

5 rapping, 


' Spins, weaning. 


or Spae-men — : 


lers, 


Saws, P cations, - 
rags 12 > 
Sneod, a Fillet, w 
Headband. 
- mac. Shirt, 
yna, ſay not. 
Stans, 925 
Samen, the ſame. 
Skair,a Share, to 
Steght, N 
cramm d 
3 , mumping, & 
ng. 
Mc 7 y ded. 
Scrimpit, finted. 
Sindle, 7 
— drivelings 
or ſhobbering. , 
he a „ Jokes. 
Swith, ſoon, } iftly 9 4 
Shoan, * 


god 


Stang, 
om the . of 


the Graſs. 
Stanes, Stones. 


| Stap, fp 


Saw, ſown, | | 
Sinceſy ne, ever ſince, 
Sakeleſs, forſaken, de- 
fitute of Friends. 
Staw, 3 Pp 
Skelpit, to be pt, or 
white on © tbe = 4g 
| riors. y 
Steck, to ſhut. 
7 3 
'T 4, Toe. 
Taken, Tolen. 
 Tenting, tending. 
Thrawart, Wait 
evil, 
Tod, a Fox. . 
Thole, endure, Jeffers 
Till, to. 
Tald, to 
— oft. 
hrieveleſs, - trifling 
or needleſs, * F 
Trow, to be ſure of, 


to know, to believe. 
Tak, take: . 


Tane, — Id. the 
1 howleſs, ſpiritleſe, 


i 
. Ss 
* 


oF The” Scotch Wards. | 

Tryſt, Appointment, ts | 
int. 

y 7 OY 


Tent, to take Natice 

of, to watch, ob- 
erve, or remort, 

Theyſe, t 

Towzie, 292 Fo 

Trig, neat. 4 

Tyke, Dog. 

Trigg, ſprute, clean.” 

Tarrows, /oaths. 


Tether-ſtake, Halter- 


ake. 
Thae, the * 
Thir le, . 


g Tyne, 10 bofe. 


Tron, the Name of 4 
particular Market- 


or Throng. 
Titty,. Siſter. 
Titter, ratber. 


Taſs, 4 Cup. 
Thow, to thaw, or 


melt. 


9 the. 
F 


IX 9 | 
he 4 


one t Portion, or For- 
rune. 


Step. 
Teil. 5 rill, 
To, too. 
Tuilzie, à Broil ; alſo 
to quarrel, h 
Towind, app d, er 
bang 

Thud, the Noiſe of a 
Stroke, 

Fa to part with, 


U 


U Nlikely, unperſo- 
nable, un cemly, 


robable. 
Unko, jp oe rvon- 
derfully ; alſo, ſlrange 
wonderful. 
Unſonſy, unlucky, dia- 
bolical. 
Unſcrapit, filthy, or 


what qwants ſcra- 


ging, 


Wallop, | 
| —— . 


Irles, Rings, 2 
Viſſy, to tale 4 
Piews 


W | 
Arldly, worldly. 
Winſome, en- 

ga ing, delightfud. 
ers, Weathers. 1 
Wad, would, F 5 


Wallowit, faded, vr 9 
wither” d. 4 


War, worſe. 
Wha, bo. 

Wat, wor, or know. 
Whinging, <obininge 
Wiſt, knew. 0 
Waff, lonely. 

Wi”, "—_ 

Wie, litele. 

Wood, mad. Y 
Wordy, wort i. 
Wimpling, a ndings 
Wark, 

Whirles * 2 


a * * 1 * * * 5 
0 * 2 BID OO EIN" 
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- d h. . e . Wond, waind up, 0 - Whilly wha, cheat 
= > hy Permoinkles. | Warlock, „ . ＋ round with or” Nie. 4 . 


HB ean Child. A; 4 Weil, we K thing. _ | 
Wade, to hem in. Was, . alſo for- | to expend 2 R 


3 Whang, «a large Cut, dur; ro Aft, 7 Owl'd, oe 
1 e. & Wife, 2 man. eu a Secret. ont, beyond, 
69 R Wyte, Blame. WWithouten, without. Yelthing, ud t ex- 
tit. , Wrang, Wrong. N Whatna-wats, no Body eſs the Moi ſe 2 
Wyle, cunning. Weſtlin, = knows what. 5 the Barking 
= ” Wyſon, rhe Gullet. Whins, Fuzz. - 7 Win, or Won, to 5 „ br . 

Y yoo,” Wool; % to Whaſe, whoſe. Wrights, Joiners. , vey a Child. 

| Wicht! buſh, Woodly, madly. Youth, 


, 2 late, Will. , Wimpled, intricate,  Wawk, wally Id. @- Ya, 6 More. 


5 Wieſt Anorun. Waves Walk. | wake, Veſe, ye Hall 
Wale, to. 41. the Warſt, „ <worſt. Wawkrife, wwakefut. - Yern. , (2M 
$ = 1 Cboice. - 3 Wow flra: po > * Weind, Thought. | agen, IM Left Night 
= 3 to move Winna, will not. © Weirs, # ar, \ : : 


[ 
-* oY a | * * * . p 
: . - 
= 
S : . * 1 a « $1 1 8 
» - 


